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Chapter 1

There’s dark, and then there’s out in the middle of Kansas farmland miles from the nearest light bulb dark. Penny and I drove west on an old and little used highway, heading towards a Nevada ghost town called La Plata. Her favorite uncle had bequeathed a hill with a dilapidated house on it and some surrounding land, and we wanted to see what all she got. We both had plenty of time off from work and away from school so when she called out for a road trip, I was all-in. The night sky was so black we easily saw the stary band of the Milky Way overhead.

“What if there’s still a silver mine on his property?” she asked.

“Your property,” I said. “If it’s abandoned it’s because the silver ran out.”

“Yeah, but what if they missed some?”

“Then they were shitty miners.”

“Leonard,” she said, frustrated because I wasn’t playing along. “What if?”

“Then that silver mine would be a gold mine, for us anyway. For you.”

“That would be so cool.”

She pulled her bare feet onto her seat and hugged her knees, squishing her breasts against her thighs under her baggy T-shirt.

“That would be cool,” I agreed, playing along now. “How much technology did miners have a hundred and fifty years ago? I bet they were just poking around in the dark, carrying lanterns and torches, scratching at rocks. Maybe they followed a vein or two but who knows what they might have missed? Let me rephrase that. I’m certain they missed something. No way they were a hundred percent effective. Too primitive.”

“Now you’re talking,” Penny said. “Let’s go find some silver.”

We drove into the night. Then we drove some more. Then we drove some more and started to get tired. The adrenaline wore off. 

“Where do we sleep?” she asked. “There’s nothing out here but rabbits and alfalfa. This road is so lonely, like a ribbon of asphalt through a sea of grass.”

“We can pull off the highway and sleep in the car or drag out the camping stuff and set up our tent. I came prepared for anything.”

“Are you prepared for some fooling around under a night sky?”

“If you mean me eating your delicious pussy, then yeah. But my surgery was less than thirty-six hours ago, Honey, and there were complications. They found things that shouldn’t be there and removed them. Doc says no sex for at least a week, maybe two.”

“I’ll do all the work.”

I chuckled.

“Work or not we’d be using the same tubing. Give my surgery a chance to heal and then we’ll make up for lost time.”

“All right, my sweet lion,” she said.

“I can still do plenty to you,” I said, playfully pitching my voice for seduction.

She pretended to shiver.

“That made my little box twitch,” she joked. “Let’s stop soon. I see nothing but inky blackness ahead and the map says we have about five days of it.”

“All right. It’s late. Keep an eye open for a turnout or old unused farming road.”

We drove for another half hour when Penny saw something on the map.

“There’s an exit coming up that leads to a dirt road that leads to a clump of some trees. We can spend the night tucked away back there.”

“Sounds good.”

Her directions were true, and we soon found ourselves setting up our tent under a huge oak. The road ended farther back so we had to park the car and carry our gear. We didn’t mind. As always when we do one of our outings like this, I brought the thirty-eight pistol with us. We’d backpacked all over the country. A bed of dried leaves was better than any mattress. We locked the car and activated the security chip and then settled in for the night. Penny was a good girl and left my penis alone. I waited until she was several pages into her book and then ducked my head under the sleeping bag. She knew instantly what I intended and sat her book aside with an emphatic, “Yes.” Her panties slid easily down her strong thighs, and she kicked them to the bottom of the bag. Those would be a challenge to reach later. I pulled her pussy lips apart, exposing the little nub of a clit, and teased her inner folds with the tip of my tongue, slowly drawing closer.

“Do it,” she muttered.

I waited, circling. I slipped my hands under her shirt to fondle her breasts. I love to tease her and since I was out of commission for a while, she would need to have sex for both of us. I took my time, bringing her close again and again but always backing off. Finally, she grabbed my hair and forced my face into her cunt.

“Make me cum,” she pleaded. “Baby. Please.”

I was in a mood. She could wait. More teasing was required so by the time I finally allowed her to peak, she was a volcano, going off like a bomb. My penis and balls were so tender and sore, I didn’t even get hard. I felt all the arousal but there was nothing to be done about it. Maybe eating her pussy wasn’t such a great idea. I stretched out and she cuddled me.

“I so wish you could put your cock in me,” she mumbled. “I love cock in me.”

I laughed.

“Believe me, I wish that too.”

“Our lives were too busy for sex before your surgery and now we must wait for you to heal. Have we ever gone so long without sex? I haven’t.”

“No.”

“Thanks for being such a man about things.”

“I’m your man.”

The reasons for my surgery were simple. Concerns about Penny’s uterus led a doctor to warn us against pregnancy. Adoption is an option, but natural childbirth was out. Rather than putting her through an expensive and complex surgery, we opted for a far simpler one for me. At least, it was supposed to be simpler. The complications sucked. The best news is, once I heal, we’ll have the added benefit of no longer slapping a condom on me for sex. I truly cannot wait.

“Are you looking forward to unprotected sex with me?” she said.

“Can you read my mind? I was just thinking about that.”

“I could tell. Here’s a cool truth for you to think about: when we finally do have sex again, yours will be the first penis truly in my vagina.”

“You were hardly a virgin when we met.”

“No, but every man, and there weren’t many before you, but every man always wore a condom, just like you. I’ve had latex-wrapped dick in there but never a bare-naked cock. I find the idea appealing. I’m not technically a virgin but no man has ever felt me skin against skin. I thought you might like knowing that. You’ll be my first.”

“Now I really can’t wait. Let’s change our anniversary date and make that day our true honeymoon. Let’s circle that day on the calendar as the day we actually consummated our marriage.”

She snuggled closer.

“I like the way you think,” she said.


Chapter 2

We woke and broke camp, packed quickly and headed back to the car. We were disappointed by what greeted us. Our car has been broken into many times over the years. It is simply the perils of parking in remote spots and hiking mountain trails. This time, however, our car wasn’t broken into. Our car was completely gone.

“Fuck,” I said.

“Fuck,” Penny said.

“Someone stole our car.”

“More than just our car. I left my wallet and phone in there. They have my credit cards. They have the address of our home and the keys to open the front door. Goddamn it, they got my only pictures of our Half Dome hike. They were still in my phone. Pricks! Did you remove the gun?”

“Yes, I have it on me.”

“Good. Let’s find the fuckers and shoot their dicks off.”

I drew my phone to call the police.

“I have zero reception,” I said. “We are too far away from any cell tower.”

“Shit. I downloaded a map of our trip, but the goddamn thing is on my phone. I’m so angry.”

“Let’s start walking back to the highway. Maybe we can pick up a signal and hitch a ride into some town somewhere.”

We trudged. Shit happens, but we don’t have to like it. I checked my phone often but there was no signal. At last, we reached the highway. Zero traffic in either direction.

“I think we were the last car to drive over this cracked asphalt when we drove over it yesterday,” Penny said.

She had a point. The roadway had dead grass and a few dried leaves scattered on it. Nothing had come by since our car was stolen.

“Wait!” Penny suddenly said. “The security chip. I saw you activate it. Check your phone. Maybe the car is close enough. Maybe they drove it away just before we discovered it missing.”

“Great idea.”

I opened the app. A map filled my screen which showed the highway with a tiny red dot moving away from us.

“There it is,” I said, and Penny ran around to look over my shoulder. “Those bastards are headed west, just like we were.”

“Let’s keep walking that way. The instant you get a signal, call the cops.”

We put our heads down and entered hiker-mind, chewing up the miles in a fast but steady pace. Penny and I can go for hours like this, and we have, outracing more than one storm over the years.

“I want my photos back,” she said after a long time. “But I’m still happy to be walking this highway with you.”

I veered over and gave her a kiss.

“I feel the same way.”

We drank water as we walked. Finally, we heard a dull and distant roar behind us, growing louder.

“Semi,” Penny announced, looking backward.

We waved for him to stop and bless his heart, he did. He rolled down the driver’s window.

“What the hell are you two doing out here?” he asked. “There’s nothing for miles in any direction.”

I explained the fate of our car.

“Get in,” he said, more upset than us. “Let’s run the sons of bitches down.”

“Thank you so much,” Penny said.

I helped her into the cab. The man introduced himself as Howard Whitmore and I introduced my wife Penny and myself. Howard was around fifty or so, chubby, grizzled, and balding. He wore a denim vest without sleeves and jeans, and a baseball hat that said Hauling Ass above the brim. I showed him the dot on the app, and he hunkered down, fierce determination setting his face in stone.

“I hate thieves,” he said, putting the rig in gear and easing away from the shoulder. “Let’s get them.”

With Howard at the wheel, we gave chase.

Time passed. I asked the man a million questions and Penny did too. He seemed to be glad for the company. He mentioned how lonely is the life of an interstate trucker, and we heard the sadness in his voice.

“Are you married?” Penny asked.

“Not no more,” he said, shaking his head sadly. “Five is enough.”

“You’ve been married five times?” she asked.

“Yes ma’am, I have. A life on the road is as hard on the woman at home as it is on the man. None of my trucker friends stay married.”

We continued, learning about his life and sharing ours. We gained on the car a little but not enough. As twilight descended, Howard mentioned he usually sleeps in the cab of his truck.

“I got a sleeper behind the seats and there’s room for three but just barely. We’ll be cozy.”

“We have no wish to inconvenience you,” Penny said. “You’ve already done so much for us. We will set up our tent and sleep on the ground outside.”

“That’s silly,” he said. “Not to mention it will be a cold and windy night. Take a look back there. You’ll see.”

I left my seat to tug the curtain away. He was right. There was room for us all.

“This will work, Babe,” I said.

She poked her head around my shoulder to take a look.

“Snug,” she murmured.

“There’s an old rest stop about another hour ahead,” he mentioned. “I like to stop there to wash up. No showers, but big sinks and no people.”

“You drive this route often?”

He nodded.

“Too many times. I figure I’m set to retire soon. I hate to stop for the night, but your car thieves will need to stop too. We can gain a little on them and then gain a little more tomorrow. We’ll catch them soon enough.”

“Good,” Penny said.

As promised, the old rest stop soon rose out of the darkness. We checked the app to make sure they were stopped for the night and then unpacked some gear. A freshen up and a change of clothes would feel great. The rest rooms were a large brick building, too big for the traffic of this highway, and I asked Howard about it. He said this used to be the main thoroughfare east and west but newer freeways had replaced it. Now almost nobody came this way. I waved goodbye to Penny as she angled for the ladies’ side. Howard and I entered the men’s. The sinks were oversized, like he said, so I stripped and grabbed a washcloth. Howard did the same. His routine spoke of familiarity. I soaped and rinsed and turned and there was Howard, naked like me, with a massive python of a cock hanging down. I choked and then coughed.

“You all right?” he asked with genuine concern.

I waved him off.

“Water down the air pipe,” I said.

He gave me a casual thumbs-up and returned to his sponge bath. The man was an expert, scrubbing and rinsing and moving on with practiced ease, hardly making a mess. I dawdled, washing some areas again. I slowed to get a good look. I cast glances at him each time I could without risk. His body was older, and his gut gave him the beginnings of a dad-bod, but that cock was amazing. Just a big old tube of beef hanging from his crotch. His ball sack was a pink grapefruit. I never would have suspected a man so unassuming would carry around artillery like that.

I finished first and bid him goodbye. He said he’d follow me out shortly. I wandered towards the rig and waited, and Penny soon joined me. She’d swapped shorts and a T-shirt for a comfortable knee-length dress, floral print. Her hair was in a ponytail. She looked cute.

“You’re staring,” she teased.

“You’re cute as fuck,” I countered.

“It felt so good to wash up. Where’s Howard?”

“Still scrubbing. With his equipment, he might be a while.”

She didn’t react, only half-hearing me. I waited for her brain to replay the tape. She turned, curious.

“What does that mean?” she asked. “Equipment? You mean what he’s hauling?”

“Oh, he’s hauling all right.” I held up my hands, palms facing, about eight inches apart. “Our boy Howie is sporting a log about that big.”

More confusion, then understanding. Her eyes went big. She bent over laughing.

“No shit? Are you serious?”

“Yes. He shocked the hell out of me. I stayed to verify because I knew you’d doubt it but it’s true. Papa Bear is hung.”

She laughed again and then giggled.

“I want to see it,” she said.

“I knew you’d say that,” I laughed. “No penis viewing. You’re a married woman.”

“I said look, not touch. I’ve watched porn. Big ones are cool.”

“Porn is not sitting right next to you. Behave. I knew—”

She made a chopping hand gesture to cut me off and I stopped talking. Howard came around the corner dressed in baggy shorts and a baggy T-shirt. I waved. He joined us and we discussed food. He had sandwiches in a cooler, but we had top quality trail food. We set up the propane stove and ate like kings. He had a bottle of whiskey under his seat, and we all took sips. I checked the app to be sure the thieves remained stationary, which they did.

The whiskey relaxed us. Penny got drowsy first and I soon joined her. Howard secured his rig and then slid into the sleeper area. I had intended to stay between him and my wife, but he entered the space by going around. He locked the last door and crawled in, turning his back to Penny who had spooned me. There was nothing to be done about her in the middle without insulting the good man, so I let it be. Anyway, we were all dead tired.


Chapter 3

“Wake up,” Penny whispered, tapping my shoulder.

I left a deep dream behind.

“What?”

“Look,” she softly hissed.

I lifted my head to see where she pointed. Howard was deep asleep and dreaming, based on his rapid eye movements. He was on his back with the covers half kicked off. His shorts were twisted and had climbed his thigh and his cock hung six inches out in the open.

“What do you want me to do about that?” I asked.

She shook her head.

“I don’t know.”

“You wanted to see it,” I teased. “There it is.”

She made a face at me but turned her eyes towards him. I watched her gaze slowly crawl from the head along the shaft. Howard scratched his arm and she jumped. I almost laughed.

“Maybe I should tuck it back inside?” I offered.

She scrunched her nose at me.

“Maybe you should.”

His dick rolled over and lifted a little before rolling over again.

“Does yours do that?” she rasped, frightened.

“They all do that. He’ll probably get an erection before too long. It happens to all of us as we sleep.”

She shook her head again, amazed.

“Penises are so cool,” she whispered. “Weird, but cool.”

“Go back to sleep.”

“How can I?” she asked. “His dick is right there.”

“Baby, there’s nothing to be done for the situation we’re in. We can move outside to sleep but like he said, there’s a cold wind blowing. Just pretend he’s your dad or your big brother or something and put him out of your mind. Ignore him.”

“I’ll try.”

I turned to my side, waiting for her to follow, but she didn’t. Time passed.

“Are you still awake?” I whispered.

“Yes.”

“Are you staring at his penis again?”

“Yes.” Her voice was strained. “You were right about those things. He got hard.”

I turned over. His cock still stuck out the leg of his shorts, only now it was swollen and covered with raised veins. The man possessed a weapon. My wife and I stared at his dick in the moonlight and watched his penis tremble with each beat of his heart.

“Is he okay?” she asked.

“That happens to all of us,” I said. “Spoon me. Go back to sleep.”

“I’m going to dream of dinosaurs,” she warned. “Giant snakes and lizards.”

I chuckled. I turned again and this time she followed, hugging me.

“He’s really big,” she whispered.

“He is.”

“Why do they come in so many sizes?”

“Why do boobs come in so many sizes? Variety is just a human thing.”

Time passed again. I was almost asleep when she spoke.

“I’m glad I got to see it,” she said. “You got to. It’s only fair.”

“I’m glad you got to see it too. Now put the thing out of your mind and get some sleep. We have a long day on the road tomorrow.”

“You’re right. Goodnight.”

“Goodnight.”


Chapter 4

I cooked breakfast for us and then we were back on the road. Full bellies and clean skin put us all in a better mood. I was optimistic we’d catch the car thieves. Howard thought so too. He was angrier than us. He hated thieves.

Penny was quick to take the seat between me and Howard. She had lots of questions for him, questions about his life and his loves. We learned he had a thirty-year-old doctor daughter, Grace, whom he saw twice a year. No grandkids. It took me an hour to notice that Penny kept glancing at his lap. Later, we stopped to stretch our legs and use the restroom. Penny waited until she got me alone.

“I wish you wouldn’t have mentioned his dick,” she said, annoyed. “Now I’m even hornier. That penis changes things.”

“You want to fuck Howard?” I asked.

She coughed a strangled laugh.

“No. God. Not Howard, although I can see he was good looking when he was younger. I don’t want Howard, but I do want sex. I want sex and you’re off limits. That dick has me thinking about dick.”

Since she was already worked up and frustrated, I decided to tease her, because that’s what husbands do.

“Can you see the bulge in his pants?”

“Yes. Every time he moves his legs. It’s distracting. I gotta pee.”

She wandered towards the restroom. Howard exited the men’s room drying his hands. He smiled at Penny as he passed. I was amused. Old guy had no idea what he was doing to my wife. Penny took a while. I went to wait outside the building. At last, she emerged.

“Long line?” I asked.

“No. I tried to masturbate but couldn’t get there.”

I chuckled.

“You never orgasmed? Has that ever happened before?”

“It’s not funny, Leonard. We need to wander off tonight so you can give me head. I need you to give me head. I want dick but oral sex will have to do.”

“I’m happy to help. Too bad you can’t borrow Howie’s dick. He has the only dick that works for miles around.”

She made a face at me/

“It is too bad. Ask him if I can borrow it.”

On the road again Howard played country music. Soon we all sang along. I checked the app and mentioned we were gaining on the villains. Howard promised we’d get our car back. The music ended. The cab grew quiet, each of us lost in our thoughts.

“I’m drowsy,” Penny announced.

Without further explanation, my wife stretched her legs across my thighs and rested her head on Howard’s lap. She adjusted her dress. The man looked surprised but quickly recovered, adopting an expression like this kind of thing happened to him often. I knew in part Penny was getting me back for teasing her earlier and not taking her frustrations seriously. Two can play that teasing game, she seemed to be saying. We drove on in silence.

“You can take a real nap in the sleeper,” Howard suggested after a while.

“No thanks,” Penny mumbled. “I want to stay up front with you guys. Am I crowding you?”

“Not at all, Sweetheart,” he said. “I’m perfectly comfortable. I do care about your comfort though.”

“You’re a sweet, sweet man, Howard,” she said.

We sailed down the highway.

This was a lonely country, traveled by no one. I began to wonder why Howard took a back route when other roads were faster. I filed that question away for later. For now, I noticed that Penny had relaxed enough that her breasts were bulging at her neckline. She may have actually fallen asleep. The natural jostling and swaying of the cab loosened things further. I caught Howard stealing glances at her cleavage, enjoying a far better angle than me. He was looking directly down her dress. Could he see nipple? Penny brought a hand up to cushion her cheek against his shorts. Without thinking, she’d placed her palm close to his crotch. His eyes darted at me, but I’d anticipated such a look and turned my head to gaze out the passenger window. We needed this man and his help. I wanted to avoid embarrassing him. I realized I could watch my wife by viewing the reflection on the glass. Penny moved her body a little to get more comfortable and adjusted her hand, sliding a bit higher. Her expression suddenly changed, flickering briefly like Oh My God before she forced herself calm again. I didn’t understand, and then I did. Howard was responding to her head in his lap and her warm breath on his thigh. The man was getting hard. I suspected his cock might be directly under her palm. She felt him growing by the minute. What a spot to be in. Would she sit up?

Nope.

She continued her fake nap. If Howard had been younger and more attractive, I would have said something. If Howard was younger and more attractive, Penny would never have laid her head in his lap. Maybe she was tired, but this was clearly a playful jab at me. I doubt the man minded.

I had no idea what to do. Penny was unaware that I was watching and the next time she adjusted her hand under her head, I saw her fingers give a little squeeze, testing. His shorts made him appear even thicker. She was horny before. This would ignite her. I’d need to get her alone and take care of her. As for me, almost any excitement resulted in pain, so I kept my thoughts simple, focusing on the thieves we chased.

We rumbled down the road.


Chapter 5

Sadly, Penny did not find the relief she hoped for. We were all together in the truck, we were all together when we ate, and we were all together before bed. We twice tried to find some time apart, including announcing to Howard we were going for a short walk, but another car pulled in to use the facilities and they had kids with them. Four, running wild. Each time Penny and I stopped, children came running through the area. We gave up and returned to Howard.

Our sleeping arrangement was the same as before. We found a rest stop to wash away the road and brush our teeth, then returned to Howard’s rig to sleep. Penny emerged from the restroom in a light robe tightly tied. She jogged across the parking lot to the truck, hurrying to take her spot between us. We all had something to read so after some light conversation we turned to our books. Penny stood to shed her robe and I held back a gasp. Beneath she wore panties and one of my tank tops from our backpack, oversized on her. One false move and the open space around her arms would flash her tits. This was what she’d wear at home to indirectly tell me she wanted sex. I saw her panties because I was lying down and she was standing, but that meant if Howard looked, he’d see them too. I was instantly aroused seeing her in that.

The rush of adrenaline and surge of blood sent a stabbing pain through my balls.

She quickly joined us on the sleeping mat, kissing me briefly before opening her Kindle to read. Perhaps she did not realize the significance of her wardrobe choice. Perhaps she was constrained by dirty clothes and limited choices. We did need to do a big load of laundry. Perhaps that sleeping outfit was all she had left.

I calmed myself, relaxing until the pain drained away. Howard drew the covers up to our elbows and we all read in silence. One by one we became drowsy and said good night. I dimmed my Tablet last.

I awoke in the still and the dark. No sound was heard except the deep and rhythmic breathing of Penny and Howard sleeping. I turned to my side, facing my wife, and prepared to return to sleep. I noticed something awkward about her body. Howard too. I used my Tablet for light and gently lifted the covers, shining the screen beneath. Howard’s lower half was turned towards her, spooning, yet his upper turned away. Her lower body was pushed back at him yet her upper angled towards me. Under the covers their legs had tangled but that’s not what snatched the breath from my lungs. No. What snatched my breath was his soft cock sticking through the hole in his boxers and extending through Penny’s gap until the head of his penis rested in front of her vulva. To complicate things, she’d crossed her ankles, scissoring his penis between her thighs. Only the sheer gauze of her panties kept his bare cock from touching her smushed labia. Her tank top was askew, both full breasts exposed. Despite all the exposed skin and intimate body parts, it was all completely innocent. Three people deeply asleep in a small space. Penny and I sleep in this position often. At home, she crosses her ankles on me too. Of course, I don’t have the dick he has so I don’t protrude all the way in front, but he did. She’d snared a beefy snake.

Good God, what a stunning sight. Nothing can prepare you to see such a thing. Thank God she’d worn underwear. At home in our bed, she would have skipped them. His fat dick would be splitting her pussy lips right now.

I remembered my Tablet also has a camera and I was already pointed correctly. I pressed the button and snapped a picture, moved a little and snapped more. I lowered the blanket, breathing fast. What the fuck could I do? Cough to get their reaction, like they do in the movies? Perhaps they’d shift positions and all would be well, but maybe I’d wake both and embarrass them to death.

While I struggled with indecision, Howard shifted positions. I lifted the blanket.

He'd turned his hips towards her more. The head and an inch of cock stuck out in front. Worse, he was again growing one of those nighttime erections that men get. I was paralyzed. His cock expanded, growing thick and hard, pushing her soft skin out of the way, forcing her vulva to accept the shape of him, and all I did was watch. Penny squeezed her legs tighter, subconsciously responding to the stimulation. She squeezed enough that she woke herself from the deep sleep.

I dimmed my screen and closed my eyes, allowing the blanket to settle. She was too asleep to understand. Her eyes opened to slits. Confused, she sent a hand down to explore, discovering what protruded. She softly gasped when she touched Howard’s bare penis. Her drowsy eyes rose to my face, but I feigned sleep. She lifted the cover slightly, just to take a peek, and softly squeezed his bulbous head and fondled the exposed inch of shaft.

She released him to pinch the edge of her panties and my heart lurched to a full stop. Would she draw them aside? Would she gently nudge his member between her inner lips? I full well knew her level of horny. Penny handles frustration poorly. For a moment my whole world stopped dead.

She tugged the elastic leg band to better cover her pussy. She squeezed her thighs around the fat tube of meat, holding him there to feel his heartbeat through his cock. She closed her eyes and settled in for sleep again. A wry smile on her lips. Sleep soon claimed her, and she was out, his big hard fat cock still between her legs.

I slid my Tablet out and forced deep breaths. There was nothing to be done and I needed to go back to sleep. 


Chapter 6

The big rig rumbled down the cracked asphalt road.

“We’re gaining on them,” Howard said.

All three of us stared intently out the windshield. We weren’t close enough to see them on the road ahead, yet, but we were eager.

“Let me have your cell number,” Penny told Howard. “We want to send you some money when this is all over. For your trouble.”

“Money isn’t necessary,” he replied.

Penny pulled her phone out and insisted and Howard narrated the numbers. She entered them. I wondered if last night had anything to do with her request.

I hadn’t been able to fall back asleep. Of course I didn’t. I lay there listening to their breathing until I was sure they were both soundly asleep, then I lifted the blanket for another look. Howard had mostly deflated again and sat like a large pink mushroom on her pussy. The next time he moved he turned and pulled his cock away from my wife. At last, sleep came to me too.

This morning, Penny awoke hornier than ever. At our first pitstop she’d excused herself to the ladies’ room and returned looking worse than before. Masturbation had only made things worse.

“I need dick,” she’d snarled.

Howard asked if everything was all right and Penny lied and complained about a stomach ache. We washed and ate and hit the road. The vision of last night popped into my head over and over. His thick cock had been so close.

I drew my phone to check the app.

“They’ve stopped moving,” I announced.

“We’re coming up on the one gas station along this route,” Howard explained. “I bet they needed a refuel. Let’s get them!”

Howard pressed the accelerator. My heart raced. I’d never imagined we’d succeed. Now we were coming up on them fast. I fished the pistol out of my pack and Howard gave me a grim nod.

“These boys will want to fight,” he warned. “Let’s show them that gun and end it before it starts.”

“I hope you don’t have to use it,” Penny said, frightened.

Miles flew by. Howard was driving way too fast for a rig this size, but I trusted him to know his limits. A tall, bright, red and white sign appeared on the horizon.

“That’s the place,” Howard muttered. “Good pretzels.”

He continued full throttle until we drew closer. He eased off. Our car was parked at the pump with nobody around. A convenience store sat at the back of the lot.

“I bet they’re inside,” Howard said. “Snacks. I’ll pull in and block your car.”

“Good idea,” I said.

Penny looked terrified. Now that the moment was here, she understood the danger. I wanted no one hurt, especially her. Howard angled across the lot, pulling the rig in front of our car. I jumped out, running to the store. The door opened. People stepped out.

Girls. Young. Two of them. Maybe eighteen. I raised my gun.

“Give me back our car,” I said.

Girl one, blonde, raised her hands and looked ready to cry. Girl two, brunette, dropped her bag of chips, petrified.

“We’re sorry!” the blonde shouted. “Don’t shoot us.”

I marched close. The brunette fished the keys from her pocket and offered them.

“Our mom is sick,” Brunette said. “She’s dying. We’re just trying to get home.”

Blonde started to cry. These were no bad boy car thieves.

“We were hitchhiking,” Brunette continued, talking fast. “Some guy picked us up. He kept touching us. When we wouldn’t blow him, he kicked us out. Dumped us in the middle of nowhere. We saw your car. We’re really sorry. We’re just trying to get home.”

Penny came up beside me. Howard joined her on the other side. The girls looked the part. Their faces were dirty, and their clothing needed washing. So did their hair. Penny rested a hand on my arm. I looked at my wife. Her eyes were soft.

“Fuck,” I said. “Where’s home?”

“Salt Wells,” the blonde blubbered. “Nevada.”

I turned to look at Howard and Penny. We expected a confrontation and anger. We expected joy-riding punks. We got compassion and empathy.

“Fuck,” I said again.

“We can’t leave them out here,” Penny said.

“Salt Wells comes up before Reno,” Howard said. “It’s not out of the way.”

I chewed on it. I felt like we would be rewarding them for doing something wrong. On the other hand, when your mother is dying and wants to see you before she goes, you do anything and everything to get to her.

Penny left my side to go to them. Brunette retrieved her fallen bag of chips.

“Are you hungry?” Penny asked.

“Starving!” Blonde said. “But we have no money. I gave the guy behind the counter a handjob for some gas and a few snacks.”

Penny cast me a backward glance and led the girls back inside.

“What do we do?” Howard asked.

I shrugged.

“We’re all still headed in the same direction,” I said. “There’s no reason for them not to ride along, except I’m angry with them, which is childish. They could ride with you or they could ride with us. If you still want to travel with me and Penny, that is.”

“I do. Very much. It was good to have the company.”

“It truly was.”

“Those girls need something to eat,” he said. “Some fresh clothes. A bath. There’s a motel farther ahead. We could all stop there for the night. It would be nice to sleep in a big bed.”

“Sounds good. Park the truck. I want to fill our tank. Those girls were too ignorant to attempt our credit cards. I guess I should feel lucky about that.”

“Yeah, this could have gone a lot worse.”

He left to move the rig and I walked inside. Penny was helping them select sandwiches and drinks. They each carried a big T-shirt on a hanger. The young guy behind the register wore a perpetual sneer. He rang up their items and Penny paid.

“Be glad it wasn’t me,” she told the dude. “I would have cut your shit off as soon as you took it out of your pants. You could see they needed help.”

He looked stunned and a little frightened.

I grabbed some snacks and explained Howard’s suggestion. Their faces turned pleading, but they said nothing, waiting for Penny to decide. When she said yes, they squealed and hugged her.


Chapter 7

Four hours later, at sunset, we stepped into our room. There were two king beds, and we agreed the boys would sleep in one and the girls in the other. We let them shower first, learning the blonde was named April and the brunette, May. Clever, mom.

They exited the bathroom together, each wrapped in only a towel, seemingly oblivious to the need to hide their bodies. Penny took the next shower and the girls got dressed in their new shorts and T-shirts, dropping the towels and pulling on clothes. Howard was out checking his truck, thank God. I turned away while they pulled clothes on, but not before I caught a glimpse of their incredible bodies. It’s so easy for young girls to be hot. Damn.

Once we were all dressed, we visited the motel restaurant. The girls ate like savages. We returned to the room to watch a movie, but they fell asleep ten minutes in.

“Poor things,” Penny said. “They ran away from home years ago and lived on their own. Creepy stepdad problems. Their uncle, the mom’s brother, took them in a year ago but they know almost nothing about being an adult. No real schooling, not much social interaction. They’re way behind on everything. Combine all that with angelic faces and killer bodies and every man within three hundred miles is sniffing them out.”

We watched them sleep. Howard was on his bed, reading.

“Did you see them naked when they changed clothes?” she asked, voice low.

“I saw a flash of skin,” I said. “I turned away but not fast enough.”

“See? They don’t know what’s right and wrong. Not the less obvious stuff anyway. You better stay on your toes. They’ll probably develop crushes on their rescuer. What sucks the most is I still have no way to take care of things, if you know what I mean.”

“I know what you mean.”

Do I tell her? Do I show her the pictures of Howard between her thighs? To what end? Would it make things better or worse? I hated keeping secrets from her.

“Take a walk with me?” I asked.

She nodded. I grabbed my Tablet. We told Howard we were going out for fresh air and would return shortly.

“You guys did a good thing here,” he said, waving a finger at the sleeping girls.

Penny smiled. We left. I waited until we were a good distance away, walking along a gravel path through a field, before I lifted the Tablet.

“You’re going to be shocked,” I said. “But I hate feeling like I’m hiding something from you.”

She looked at me quizzically.

“All right,” she said.

I lit the screen and centered the first picture. I handed the Tablet to Penny. I watched her face in the glow from the monitor. Curiosity became interest became shock. Her jaw dropped open.

“What the fuck?” she rasped. “Is that me? Jesus! Is that Howard? What? When? How? He’s between my legs.”

I explained the events leading to the photograph.

“Since it was already under the blanket,” I said. “I snapped a few pictures.”

She cocked her head.

“There’s more?”

She immediately swiped left. Howard, pushing farther through. Swipe. Howard, rigid and deep red.

“Fucking hell,” she mumbled.

Howard, fully erect, smashing pussy lips through a thin gauze shield. She dimmed the screen and returned the Tablet.

“Is your penis still recovering?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Are you absolutely certain?”

Her eyes were desperate.

“We can try, Honey.”

She glanced around. We were alone out in the middle of this huge field, alone and under a starry sky. Invisible, now that the tablet was dimmed. She cupped my balls through my pants. She drew down my zipper. I began to engorge, just a bit, and lancing pain pierced my testicles. I winced. She sent a finger in, probing, and pulled my flaccid penis into open air. She gently tugged.

Pain shot through my pelvis. I jerked. She dropped to one knee and stuffed my dick in her mouth. The heat and wet felt fantastic but my balls ached wildly. I tried to endure it, but she read the signs. She tucked me away and stood.

“No way, right?”

“I’m sorry,” I said, gasping for air.

She chuckled.

“I’ve never been so horny in my life,” she said. “Is this what it’s like to be a teenage boy?”

I laughed.

“Yes. Hopefully your torment doesn’t last for years. Mine lasted from age eleven to eighteen.”

“Misery. Poor baby.”

“Did the photos make it worse?”

“Hell yes, but I understand why you showed them to me. I had a dick so close! I wonder if Howard would let me borrow it. Wouldn’t that be great? Detachable penises. Like dildos but alive and warm and throbbing. As a bonus, the man they belong to can feel everything. Now there’s a high-tech million-dollar idea.”

I laughed.

“Would it still be considered cheating if the man wasn’t even there? Like, is it sex or is it masturbation?”

“These are ethics issues that need to be worked out.”

We chuckled and continued our stroll through the field.

“I can’t believe he was between my legs,” she mumbled, after a while. “Hell, I held him in my hand. Does he know?”

I shook my head.

“He has no idea,” I said. “He’s a deep, deep sleeper. You probably could have hopped on for a minute, gotten your jollies, and hopped off again and he would never have known. As long as you were gone by the time he awoke. He’d think it all a wonderful dream.”

She laughed. We reached the far corner and turned. The night was chilly but tolerable.

“Maybe you should,” I said, thinking out loud.

“What?”

“Hop on and then hop off.”

She tilted her head, confused, mind racing. Then she made the connection.

“Leonard!” she exclaimed, punching my shoulder and laughing. “That’s not funny. Don’t tease me like that.”

I stopped walking. She didn’t notice for a few steps and then she stopped too. She faced me.

“Solves a lot of problems,” I said.

Her jaw dropped open.

“You can’t be serious.”

“Why not? He was so close already, pressed against you like that. You’ve held his dick in your hand. This kind of feels like the next step forward, plus, in a few days we’ll never see him again, so there’s no entanglements. He’s no threat to me or to us and our marriage, and we kind of owe the man. Seems like we should at least consider the idea.”

“You’ve gone insane.”

“Maybe. It’s just an idea. It seems a logical solution to our dilemma. It’s so crazy it fits in perfectly with this crazy wild ride road trip.”

“You’d lose your mind with jealousy.”

“I don’t think so,” I said. “I like Howard. I can tell you like Howard. He’s got his own life with no designs on you. I get the sense it’s been a long time for him too. There’s nothing about the guy or your attraction to him that would cause me jealousy.”

“He is nice looking. I do like him very much. He’s sweet.”

“Think about it. I will too. The thought popped into my head just now and I spoke without much reflection. Maybe it’s a terrible idea. Just seemed like a way out that covered all the bases.”

She took my hand, and we continued walking.

“I would so fuck your brains out right now,” she said, after a minute.


Chapter 8

We approached Denver in two vehicles. Howard took point and May rode with him. April sat in the backseat of our car, talking non-stop about her life. We’d decided to stop in a big city to get the girls a few things before the meeting with mom. Penny took them clothes shopping while Howard and I found a pub and watched a game. When the ladies returned, they all looked amazing. Not merely new clothes, but pretty dresses and styled hair. All three wore a little makeup. They were having a blast. Penny was the big sister. They joined us for lunch and described every store they’d visited, every garment they’d tried on. We talked in no hurry, closer now to our destination. The girls spoke with mom and there was no rush.

When we finished and decided to hit the road again, Penny surprised me.

“April and May should ride with Leonard,” she said. “I’ll ride with Howard.”

The group broke apart easily. I was the only one with a pounding heart and dry mouth. I managed to pull Penny aside.

“Why you and Howard?” I asked.

She held my face and kissed me with love and tenderness. She gazed into my eyes, hunting something. When she did not find it, she smiled.

“Next stop, Utah,” she said. “Four hours.”

“That’s not an answer.”

“Yes, it is.”

She kissed me again and headed for his truck. Me and the girls got into our car and followed them onto the highway. The girls chatted constantly, discussing the clothes they’d just received and how excited they were to see their mother. I only half-listened. My eyes were glued to that big rig up ahead. What was happening in there? Nothing, probably, but would Penny try something or just use the time to get to know Howard better? Would she tell him my idea? Maybe get his permission? My guts tied themselves in knots wondering.

After a couple of hours, April needed a pee break. I called ahead and spoke to Penny, and she checked with Howard. We pulled into a rest stop and May joined her sister. I was going to get out and check on Penny, but she left the truck and walked back to me, pretty dress flowing in the breeze. She had a funny look on her face. I rolled my window down and she leaned in on the driver’s side to kiss me.

I tasted something brackish, something slick.

“What is that?” I asked.

She kissed me deeply again. Our tongues intertwined. The same flavor spread around my mouth, salty, but not terrible.

“What am I tasting?” I asked again.

“Howard,” she said.

She seemed to vibrate with high energy barely contained. She discreetly took my hand from the steering wheel and pulled it outside the car. She slipped me under her dress and pressed my hand into her crotch. I discovered her panties were gone about the same time she pushed my finger into her sopping, slippery cunt.

My face fell.

“What—?”

“That’s Howard too,” she rasped, kissing me fiercely.

My mind exploded. She’d done it! Dear God in Heaven, she’d done it. If I could trust my senses, she’d sucked the man off and then fucked him at least once over the last two hours. My balls tightened and I winced from the pain.

“You did it?” I croaked. “Did you do it?”

“I did,” she gasped, voice low, husky with emotion. “I sucked his cock a long time, working up the courage. Baby, I made him so hard. I admired his big dick and then I climbed on. I fucked him for hours, just sliding my soaked pussy up and down his length while he drove. I came so hard, Leonard. I’ll share details later, tonight, once we’re alone. The girls will be back any second. I need to go back to him.”

“Ride with me,” I blurted. “Send the girls to him. Ride with me and tell me everything. Please.”

Penny shook her head and grinned. She kissed me again, pouring herself, heart and soul, into me. I tasted him on her tongue and pictured that big cock spurting down her throat. She broke the kiss and sauntered away without looking back, knowing I’d stare at her ass.

The girls returned to the car and started talking again. Howard’s big rig pulled out and I followed, my body running a fever of a thousand degrees. My face was calm and my behavior polite, but a storm raged inside me. I saw her on his lap, straddling him, facing him, arms around his neck as he watched the road over her shoulder. I saw her riding his cock as she dragged her pussy up and down that formidable shaft. I heard her moans. I imagined her orgasm and my balls clenched and I groaned from the pain. Neither of the girls noticed.

Penny was right now riding that big cock again. I knew it.

Then a bomb exploded in my already tumultuous mind. He’d cum inside her! I softly gasped. Holy fuck! No man had ever had her bare, she’d said. No man had ever ejaculated inside her. All that was no longer true. Had Penny gotten so carried away by the moment she’d forgotten everything? Had the prospect of that cock been so exciting she’d rushed to get it in her?

My hands trembled like crazy. The ideas I had about allowing Penny to get her fix in no way matched the reality of what I experienced right now. My emotions heaved and flipped. I was wrong about feeling no jealousy, but I was jealous of Howard, not because of Howard. I wanted Penny the way he’d had her. I wasn’t jealous that he’d had her. Maybe that emotion would hit me later. He’d had my wife in a way I never had. I wanted it too. I glanced down at the speedometer and realized our perfectly maintained speed meant he had cruise-control engaged. I groaned again. That was pure evidence she fucked him right now as I lived and breathed. She rode his cock up and down and all he had to do was keep them on the road.

About fifty minutes later the brake lights tapped and then tapped again and I knew, I knew he was cumming in her again at that moment. I felt my connection to Penny spike. I felt mental waves travel from his truck to me. My heart flipped over. Penny was receiving his injected sperm right then. I wanted to scream.

The truck slowed until he stepped on the accelerator again and got us up to speed. There were variations now that told me he no longer fucked her. I imagined she sat on his lap, cock buried to the balls, hugging the man contentedly. She’d gotten what she needed and far more. Any second now she’d realize she’d forgotten protection and given to Howard the sweet thing she’d promised to me.

We drove on, her up there with him, me back here with them.


Chapter 9

Penny and Howard played it so cool. The girls suspected nothing. After a brief phone call, we soon pulled over for dinner. Howard let us know he’d sleep in his truck rather than pay for a room again. We got one room with two queen beds and, after dinner and showers and brushing of teeth, settled in to sleep. I spooned Penny with my back to the girls. They soon breathed deep.

“What happened?” I whispered.

She pushed her ass against my crotch.

“God, Baby,” she softly moaned. “He felt soooo good. I explained our situation to him, then I explained how your idea was that I used him. He was shocked at first but totally understood. He wanted reassurances that you were okay with the plan, and I gave him those. I told him to drive and laid my head in his lap and soon freed his soft dick. I sucked and he got hard fast. He’d gone a long time without sex and his dick turned to steel. I kept sucking, wanting him rock solid but also completely wet because of his girth, but he lost control and blasted his load down my throat. I got upset because a mere blowjob was not what I had in mind, but he told me to keep sucking and he would get hard again, which he did. I got so turned on. I slipped my panties off and straddled his lap, guiding his big cock in. He’s too big for my little pussy so I had to force him inside. Then I hugged his neck while he drove and fucked myself on his upright dick. That might be the most exciting thing I’ve ever done. I couldn’t believe I was actually doing it.”

She took my hand and cradled it around her breast.

“I went wild, Leonard. Like, crazy. I’ve never felt anything like that dick inside me. I lost my mind. He made me cum, Baby, so easily. I came and then soon came again. I slammed my pussy down around him, fucking him hard while he drove the rig. I ground my pussy all the way down on him and orgasmed again and then he was grunting and groaning and shooting me full. It was so intense!”

I started to get hard. I couldn’t stop it. My dick began to engorge, and the pain began to rise, but her words wrapped me in sheets of flame, her excitement and enthusiasm was contagious. She felt my cock twitch against her ass and turned her head sharply.

“Baby?” she whispered. “What are you doing? You can’t.”

“It’s not me,” I whispered back. “It’s just happening.”

She hesitated before speaking, weighing the right course of action. She had no desire to hurt me but was dying to spill her guts. She needed me to know all she’d done.

“When we stopped briefly, I met you at the car,” she continued. “I wanted you to know what I’d done right away. I pushed your finger into him inside me and watched your face. Baby, you got so turned on. I saw it. I knew right then I could go back for more, so I did. I sucked him for miles as he drove and he got hard again, just like he said he would. I climbed on. This time my pussy was already lubed with his sperm and sank down onto him. Baby, I had the strongest orgasm of my life. His thick cock felt unbelievable. All that semen made everything slick and slippery but also reminded me how nasty I was behaving. I had tons of tension built up that my earlier orgasms hadn’t touched. I exploded on his wonderful cock and then he fired another big load into me. Can you believe I did it, Honey? Can you believe I actually went through with it?”

I was almost fully erect and poking her in the back. She was unsure what to do about that, so she did nothing. I adjusted my dick so it rested through her gap, but I did not poke out the other side like he had. My head rested over her hole. I resisted the urge to push it into her body.  I felt pain now. Trying to actually fuck would be agonizing.

“Are you okay?” she asked. “Does it hurt?”

“It hurts.”

“A lot?”

“Sometimes. Just try not to move.”

“Poor baby. You know I’ll do anything you want. You let me have Howard. I can never repay that. I’ll do anything you ask.”

“That’s sweet, Love. Let’s just rest for now.”

She nestled her body against mine.

“I’m riding with him again tomorrow,” she said, turning drowsy now that everything was catching up to her.

“Baby,” I said. “I love your excitement, but you’re forgetting something huge.”

“What?”

“You’re not on birth control. He didn’t wear a condom.”

“Holy shit!” she blurted; way too loud. Her voice dropped. “Goddamn it, Honey, I’m so sorry. I totally spaced that. I’m so accustomed to every man wearing a condom I didn’t take steps. I got caught in the moment.”

Her mind continued to digest this new information. She suddenly gasped.

“Shit, Baby,” she said. “That means old Howard is the first to have me bare. We were saving that for you. I’m so, so sorry. I acted too quickly and fucked everything up. I’m sorry, Leonard.”

I squeezed her. What was there to say? What’s done is done.

“Goddamn it, Leonard. I’m really truly sorry.”

Her voice was tapering off as sleep reached for her.

“It’s okay. I’m just glad you got what you needed.”

“You’re an amazing man. You’re a wonderful husband.”

She was fading quickly. Howard had exhausted her. More accurately, my wife had exhausted herself on Howard’s cock.

“You got what you needed, right, Penny?”

“YesBabyitwasssawesome.”

“Penny? Don’t fade out yet. You got what you needed, right? You’re not riding with him again tomorrow for more sex? Right? Penny?”

She was out, and I mean out. Slack-jawed, donkey breathing out. Howard had drained my wife. I glanced at the sisters and settled into bed. Emotions churned. I’d allowed my wife to handle a need and I felt good about myself for that. On the other hand, she’d fucked another man. Back to the first hand, the dude was old and no threat to me. On the other hand, again, that mother fucker had enjoyed the sweet sensation of ejaculating bare naked deep inside her, something I, her loving husband, had never experienced. You get the picture. My mind see-sawed like that, good point followed by bad point, back and forth until sleep claimed me too.

I dreamed of Penny riding naked on the hood of Howard’s big rig as he powered full speed down the highway.

I awoke with a start. I knew, knew, that Penny was not in bed with me anymore. I turned my head and gazed at her empty pillow. Howard electing to sleep in his truck tonight was no accident. She was with him right now. I tried to sense how long ago she’d left the bed, but my sleep had been too deep. I had no idea how long she’d been gone. I lifted my head to check on the girls and softly gasped. April had overheated under the thick motel blanket and thrown the covers off. Her oversized T-shirt had crawled up her body so high her tits were exposed. Her panties were sheer. Her small dark bush, barely big enough to cover her petite mound, was obvious. I had only moonlight coming in around the drapes, but that was enough. Her young body was spectacular. I gawked, almost forgetting that my wife was busy fucking another man.

My dick tried to rise. It was all too much. April turned to her side, mashing one perfect tit against the mattress and allowing the other perfect tit to hang freely. Her puffy nipples called to me, begging to be suckled. I stayed where I was, of course. I ain’t that kind of guy. But I stared. She looked gorgeous.

I heard the doorknob turn. I closed my eyes and faked sleep and the bed shifted as Penny rejoined me. She carefully lifted the cover and slid under, on her side, facing me. I opened my eyes. Her expression turned alarmed. She chuckled.

“Oh, shit,” she whispered, “Busted.”

I kept my voice low.

“Did you go fuck him again?”

She nodded.

“Yes. I mean, that’s what I went there for. But he’s not so young, you know. He couldn’t get hard. I sucked him for a long time but no luck. Did you notice April exposed herself?”

“I missed that.”

“Take a look. She’s a hot babe.”

“It feels wrong.”

“Gosh, Honey, I just came back from worshipping a man’s cock. I think maybe we’ve moved beyond some rights and wrongs. Take a look. It’s only fair given what you’re allowing me to do.”

I lifted my head to look over her shoulder. April had shifted again, on her back now with both tits arching towards the stucco ceiling.

“Mouthwatering, right?” Penny whispered.

Her fingertips gently cradled my balls.

“Be careful, Baby,” I said.

“I know, Love. I just feel terrible for you. I was tied in sexual knots, but you found a way to do something about it. I can’t do the same for you and it’s frustrating.”

Her light touch was having an effect. I began to swell in her hands. She brought a finger to her mouth to wet it and then sent it probing, lifting my tender balls. She curled under, exploring my sphincter. She wiggled the tip in, and I was pleasantly surprised. She pushed deeper, easing through my tight ring. I was nervous but forced myself to relax. So far, nothing she did caused me pain. She found my prostate and gently rubbed it. A wave of pleasure raced through me.

“Howard suggested I try this,” she muttered. “Older men, right?”

She pumped in and out, finger-fucking my asshole. My nuts tightened. My hole gripped her finger like a fist. What she was doing felt fantastic.

“Look at April,” my wife whispered, gently thrusting her digit.

“That makes me feel dirty,” I gasped, voice low.

“Then imagine me sucking cock,” she teased. “Better yet, imagine me sucking Howard’s cock. He’s so big, Baby. A dick that size is a whole different experience, a whole different kind of fun.”

I did picture it. I remembered her description of riding the man while he drove and suddenly my balls contracted. I felt a sharp shooting pain, but my threshold was so high I liked it. A jet of old stored sperm blasted out and smacked her belly. She giggled and pumped her finger faster. I never got hard. Not even close. But I had one of the most intense orgasms of my life. I pumped a gallon of hot jizz onto the sheet, gasping for air, trying hard to remain silent. I saw stars.

Penny was so pleased with herself.

“Now we know how,” she said.

She kissed my forehead and pulled the cover higher.

We cuddled and fell asleep together, right in the wet spot.


Chapter 10

The next morning, I had a moment alone with Penny.

“Are you riding with Howard today?”

“Riding with and riding on,” she joked.

“Condom? There’s a machine that sells them in the men’s room. I can buy you a few. Let’s be smart.”

“A little late for that, don’t you think? What’s the point of using one now? He’s in me. He’s all over the place in there. More sperm won’t make a difference. I’ll need to handle that problem in a different way.”

“How?”

“They have pills for this kind of mistake. Let me fuck him again. I’ll come back to you with a hot new story, and we can use my finger trick on you again tonight.”

I dropped my protest. She was right. There was plenty to hate about Penny fucking Howard, but big chunks of my brain found her lewd and lascivious behavior erotic as hell. Who knew? Strange circumstances had brought us this new knowledge and I’d yet to fully digest it. I had mountains of misgivings but could not deny my dick tried to rise every time she said his name.

“I want to watch,” I blurted.

Her eyebrows shot skyward.

“I do. “I hate that you’re just with him and I’m driving in the car behind you. Stories are hot but I want to see with my own eyes.”

“I’ll check with him about that,” she said. “We drop the girls off today. Maybe afterward all three of us can find a cozy spot?”

I couldn’t speak so I just nodded. My throat was constricted by bottled emotions.

We stopped at Fallon, Nevada, to give the girls another quick makeover. They were so excited they left the bathroom door wide open as they hurried about, dressing, undressing, changing shoes, and arguing about what looked best. Howard waited outside but I sat with Penny, watching my wife give advice and show them how to wear various articles of clothing. She was truly their big sister. A side effect of all that familiarity was a comfort level with them that displayed their hot young bodies to me without shame or hesitation. Surely, they must know the power those figures granted them. Maybe not, but I feel like one of the first things a pretty girl discovers is how to manipulate boys. Regardless, I enjoyed myself without guilt. Penny gladly shared them with me. She’d gotten so much more.

At last, we put them in our car and drove them home, leaving Howard to wait at the restaurant. The girls looked gorgeous. Penny and I held back as they approached the house, a little brother rushing out to hug them. They brought us in to meet the family and say hello to mom, who swore eternal gratitude for our care of her daughters. There wasn’t a dry eye in the house.

We eventually said goodbye, exchanged numbers, promised to follow each other’s Instagrams, and drove away. We were five minutes from their home when Penny spoke.

“Take me to Howard,” she rasped.

My heart skipped two beats. Hot and horny Penny was a sight to see. We’d left him waiting at a restaurant, but we noticed his truck missing as soon as we pulled in. I entered to look for him and a waitress approached.

“That old trucker said to give you this,” she said, handing me an envelope.

I hurried back to Penny, and we read the note together. Howard had moved on, he’d written, finishing his delivery and returning our lives to us. He thanked us both for the most remarkable journey and he was happy we got our car back and helped the girls. He then went on to lavish incredible praise on my lovely wife, thanking her for all the wonderful ways she made him feel.

“Let’s find La Plata,” she said, wiping a tear. “I want to see my house.”

We got back on the road, driving in silence. I wondered what was going through her mind. That she wanted one last fuck with Howard was obvious but then there were all the emotions of safely returning April and May to their mother. My thoughts slowly turned to what she’d done with the man and how buckets of his sperm swam inside her as I drove. What if Howard got my wife pregnant? The risk was too high for her so steps would need to be taken.

Then another thought hit me: impregnating Penny was something I could no longer do, but Howard could. Howard may have already. My stomach clenched. Not only did the man get to feel my wife skin against skin, something I never had, but he might also have knocked the woman up. Holy shit. I glanced side-eye at her. She might have his child in her right now. I was seized by an overpowering urge to throw her down and pump as much sperm into her as I could. Sadly, that now meant none.

I shook my head, chasing away the caveman.

“There were times,” Penny said, staring out the front window. “When it was just me and Howard and no one else. Did you know that? Moments during this crazy wild ride, before and after finding the girls, when Howard and I had quiet time together. He often gazed at me longingly. Twice he asked me to take off my top. I did and let his eyes slowly roam my body. I swear I felt his gaze on my skin like a physical touch. It was amazing. He’d take his cock out and let it hang and then get hard just by looking at me. He wouldn’t touch himself. His cock would just rise right in front of us. Do you have any idea how hot that is? Can you imagine what it’s like being a woman and having the power to do that? I loved it. Howard made me feel sexy. You make me feel sexy too but you’re my husband. You love me. That love gets mixed in with your lust. With Howard it was raw. So hot.”

“You’re still horny.”

She turned to me, laughing.

“God, Leonard, it’s worse than ever! Howard sex was mind-blowing because it was so crazy. I’ve never done anything even remotely close to that. I’ve never had a one-night stand. I’ve never fucked a stranger. I’ve always only had sex within a relationship, a few boyfriends and then you. What we did with that man lit an inferno in me. I’m craving dick badly. I know the point started out as easing that need in me, but all we did was make it worse.”

“And now Howard is gone.”

“Yes, but that’s all right. It was time for him. I wouldn’t want something he was reluctant to give. I’m glad he was honest. I would have preferred a face to face goodbye but he’s not that kind of man. Maybe I shouldn’t be telling you this. You sacrificed so much to grant me a tryst with him. Maybe I should have told you it worked, thanked you for your generosity, and waited for these feelings to go away.”

“Never do that.”

“That’s what I thought you’d say. That’s why I told you.”


Chapter 11

The road rumbled beneath our wheels. A mile passed, and then another.

“What have we discovered?” Penny mumbled, squeezing her knees together. “What happened with Howard was truly amazing. I can’t believe it happened. But what has happened to us since then is just as amazing. We didn’t freak out. We didn’t fight. You didn’t hit me or even get angry. We’ve discovered something.”

We came up on a dirt road and I pulled the car off the highway.

“What are you doing?’ she asked.

I ignored her. There were rolling hills around us, but few trees and I had to follow this bumpy road for a while. Finally, I pulled over behind some scrub brush. I exited the car and circled around to her side, opening her door and helping her step out.

“What are you doing, Leonard,” she asked again.

I led her around to the front of the car. I lifted her at the waist and sat her on the hood. I kissed her and then shoved her backward. Now she understood.

“Oh, God,” she whimpered. “I can’t ask you to do this. You know he’s in there.”

I lifted the front of her dress and pulled her panties aside. I stared and her pussy stared back at me. I’d seen the sweet little thing a million times, but this time somehow felt like the first. I marveled at it. I moved closer, pushing her thighs apart. She grabbed her tits and squeezed, ready. I burrowed my tongue until my lips circled her mound and then I sucked, forcing my tongue deeper.

“Gawwwwd,” she groaned.

She tasted different but who the fuck cares? She was also extra sensitive and electrified. Every move I made sent waves of scintillating passion through her. She loved that she’d been so recently fucked. She loved that a man had inseminated her for the first time. Best of all she loved that I, her devoted husband, was going down on her sweet little unfaithful pussy. I removed all her guilt with a single act.

I lifted her legs and spread them wide. We were out in public under a hot Nevada sun and that added to her excitement. I licked her outer lips and teased her inner folds until she clamped her thighs around my head and orgasmed hard into my mouth. Her wailing cries of pleasure thrilled me.

I allowed her to rest a moment and then led her back to the car. I continued driving. She was quiet for a while and then spoke.

“You are the coolest, sexiest man alive,” she said.

I understood why she said it. Pulling over to give your wife head, with no thought for your own satisfaction, is the act of a consummate lover. I felt proud. We hit the highway and drove for an hour and then took the old fire road into the low foothills. The pavement ended and we were on packed dirt and gravel. We lost sight of the highway as the hills rose around us. The gravel ran out, so we drove on dusty earth.

“A flat tire would suck right now,” she said.

“Yup.”

The dirt road went on and on, for so long we started to worry we’d taken the wrong turn. We were far away from any help should something go wrong. The road turned rutted, and I slowed even more. At last, we rounded the final hill and there was a rusty bar gate with a barely legible sign hanging by one metal loop.

“Thomas Estate,” Penny read. “This is the place.”

I stopped the car, and we got out.

“Where’s the house?” I asked.

“Who knows? Let’s look around.”

We walked around the gate and followed the road as it curved around yet another hill. Ahead we saw several dilapidated buildings: a log cabin, still in good shape, a ruined barn, collapsed stables, a well, a stream-fed pond, and a large oak surrounded by shrubs. Most surprising were the four people, two males and two females, swimming nude in the pond. One of the girls saw us and stopped. She pointed.

“We’ve got company,” she announced.

The others turned to look. Nobody made a move to cover themselves and honestly, they had no reason too. These were four hot young bodies. The guy with brown hair had a large dick that hung free. The other guy, blond, had a lean athlete’s body with no hair.

“Hi guys!” the other girl called out. “You lost?”

They all stepped out of the pond and came closer. I nudged Penny and she started walking. We stopped about ten feet in front of them.

“This was my uncle’s house,” she said. “He died. Now it’s mine. What are you doing here?”

“Swimming,” the blond joked. “Join us.”

“I’m Janet,” the first girl said. “These are my friends, Tina, Gary, and John. John is my boyfriend. Gary is Tina’s boyfriend. Are you guys married?”

“We are,” Penny said. “This is my husband, Leonard. I’m Penny. Do you guys live here?”

“We do,” Janet said. “For about six months now. We thought it was abandoned.”

“My uncle lived in another house. He came out here only rarely. We just came to check out my inheritance.”

“Let’s all go inside,” Tina said. “As you can tell, we’re pretty free and easy with each other. We’ve been friends our whole lives. We just bounce around from place to place. Let’s go inside and talk. You guys seem cool.”

“I didn’t see a car anywhere,” I said.

John pointed at the barn.

“We parked it out of sight.”

“Where do you get food?” Penny asked.

“You’ll see,” Tina said.

Janet led the way. Penny and I followed four naked bodies into the cabin. They’d done some work fixing screens and patching leaks. One wall of the main room was lined with boxes of food.

“John’s a nepo baby,” Janet teased. “Filthy rich parents. We find a place and stock it with food, so we never need to leave. We move on when we get bored.”

They dropped into chairs around the room or sat on the floor. Nobody made a move for clothing. Janet gestured at two open barstools and Penny and I sat. John sat cross legged on the floor across from my wife and made a point to drape his long cock over an ankle. He grinned sheepishly at us.

“The damn thing gets in the way every time,” he chuckled.

Janet rolled her eyes.

“Watch out,” she said. “John will try to seduce you. He tries with every woman. He just can’t stop himself.”

“Does it bother you that your boyfriend does that?” Penny asked.

Janet laughed.

“No. Like Tina said, we’re all pretty free and easy about things. I don’t own him, and he doesn’t own me. We fuck whomever we want. In life, you should be able to do the things you want to do. Right? All of us agree society is too fucked up. Too many rules. Too many uptight people. Things would be so much better if everyone just chilled. Naked bodies don’t hurt anyone. Making love should never be about controlling someone.”

“I like that philosophy,” Penny said. “My husband and I experimented with something like that recently.”

“That’s awesome,” Tina said. “What did you do?”

Penny and I looked at each other. I gave a little shrug. These guys seemed harmless. Who cares if they knew?

“My husband had surgery a few days ago,” my wife said. “He can’t have sex for a while but hated denying sex to me. We met a man I wanted, and Leonard graciously told me to go ahead.”

“Outstanding,” Gary said, applauding.

The others joined in. Penny and I chuckled.

“Seriously,” John said. “I think that was a fantastic loving gesture on your part, man. Way to put your woman ahead of yourself.”

“Thanks,” I said.

“Do you guys want some smoke?” Tina asked.

“I’m good,” I said.

“I’m good too,” Penny said.

I caught her glancing at naked John. Tina rose to grab a bag of weed and begin rolling a joint.

“Are we going to need to move on?” Janet asked Penny.

“No, not for a while,” my wife said. “I just wanted to see the property. It’s been passed down for generations. It’s in bad shape. I’ll probably just sell it.”

“Is the silver mine yours too?” John asked.

“Silver mine? You found it?”

“We did. Behind the ruins. Big fortified hole in the mountainside. We only went in about ten feet. It looked extremely dangerous. But we could see it goes way back.”

“Who’s first?” Tina asked, holding a tightly rolled joint up to the room.

John and Gary got to their feet. Gary has a strong body, but John’s swaying cock is what drew Penny’s eye. I guess it drew mine too. Maybe it drew mine because it drew Penny’s. Regardless, I noticed my wife checking the man out again. Janet noticed too.

“Do you want to fuck my man?” Janet innocently asked. “We can leave you guys alone. We have sleeping mats piled in the other room. You guys can do it in there.”

Penny snorted a short laugh, caught off guard.

“Wow,” she said. “That’s a generous offer.”

Janet smiled.

“Most girls say yes,” she said. “If you’re worried about me, don’t be. I love watching my man fuck. I love watching his body work and I love watching what his cock does to a pretty girl. Just know that the offer stands. Anytime.”

Penny laughed again.

“Shouldn’t you check with John?” she asked. “What if he doesn’t want me?”

John turned away from Tina to look at my wife. He grinned. His cock began to rise. Janet beamed with pride.

“I do want you,” John said, matter of fact.

Penny gulped. She looked at his twitching cock before she could stop herself.

“I know what John likes,” Janet said. “I knew the moment I saw you.”

“Leonard and I are going to walk the property,” Penny quickly said, ready to flee the awkward situation. “We’ll be back soon.”


Chapter 12

My wife took my hand, and we exited the cabin through a side door. We got our bearings and Penny pointed to the large hill behind the house, and the mountain that rose behind that.

“Maybe we shouldn’t have mentioned Howard,” I chuckled.

“Jesus,” she said, laughing. “I was just trying to fit in with them, show them we are cool too. I had no idea I’d trigger all that.”

We began walking. We rounded the corner of the barn and spied the vehicle they’d made an effort to hide. A brand new, fully loaded Jeep Grand Wagoneer, black.

“That’s at least a hundred grand,” I said.

“Nepo baby indeed,” Penny replied.

We passed the pond and crossed the stream and began following the stream back into the foothills.

“You know,” I said after a while. “You never answered the question.”

“What question is that my Love?”

“Do you want to fuck her man?”

Penny lifted her gaze to the top of the mountain. She shielded her eyes from the bright sun. I waited.

“He has a certain appeal,” she said, finally.

“Animal magnetism?”

“That’s a good way to put it. He seems wild and untamed. A modern Tarzan minus the loincloth. What did you think of Tina and Janet?”

“All four of them are hot. Great bodies.”

“Would you fuck Tina or Janet?”

“If I had a dick that worked, and I wasn’t married to you?”

“Right.”

“Yes. Both. Then Janet a second time.”

“Okay, that’s enough information, thank you.”

I laughed and Penny did too.

“You hate picturing me with another woman.”

“I can’t stand the idea. I have no idea how you allowed me to enjoy Howard.”

We reached a gulch and followed it higher. Ahead was the mine. We approached carefully, fascinated by the rusted railroad tracks, chiseled walls, and old timbers.

“We should pay someone to test for silver,” Penny said.

“That’s a good idea.”

We walked into the dark cave mouth and instantly enjoyed a drop in the heat. The light carried back about sixty feet so that’s where we stopped, under old and disintegrating wooden beams. There were rusted cans and strips of old metal and the sound of water dripping somewhere farther in.

“They’ll all be high when we get back,” I said.

“True.”

“It’s getting late. We planned on spending the night here, but we didn’t plan on there being other people. Are we going to spend the night with them?”

“It’s too late to drive that shitty road back to the closest town.”

“Which means we’ll be spending the night with them,” I said.

“Hopefully they’ll put some clothes on once the sun sets and it gets cold.”

We decided to turn back when I noticed a footprint in the dirt. I used my phone for more light, discovering additional prints leading deeper.

“Didn’t they say they only came about ten feet in?”

“Yes.”

“Look at all these prints. It looks like all of them came in here.”

“Weird,” Penny said. “I get why the guys would but why would the girls?”

“Use your phone for more light,” I said. “Let’s go a little farther.”

“I’m scared. It’s pitch black in there.”

“Just a little. I’m curious. Why did they lie?”

We crept forward, shining the light from our phones at the ground, following their tracks, two sets of larger, males, and two sets of smaller, female. I had no idea what we’d find. Probably nothing. But why tell us they never entered? We approached a large boulder set partially in the wall. Behind, we found a strongbox chest. Nevada State Bank lay in stenciled black letters on the side. Penny reached for the lid, but I stopped her hand.

“Fingerprints,” I said. “Use your shirt.”

She tugged her shirt out and wrapped her fingers. She lifted the lid, revealing stacks of bundled cash. I saw her lips move as she added the money and raced for a total. She closed the lid. Our eyes met.

“Two and a half, maybe three million.”

We stared at the chest.

“I’m checking the news for a local bank robbery,” I said.

“Good luck getting a signal.”

She was right. Nothing.

“Here’s my theory,” she said. “They robbed a bank in Fallon, got away, came up to this place to hide. They stash the cash in the mine no one knows about, just in case cops show and search the cabin. Nepo baby? More like gang of thieves.”

“That’s a great theory and about what I got. Here’s a second theory. Maybe John simply withdrew the money from the account his filthy rich parents provide. Maybe they hide it here so if someone searches the house, say while they’re out having fun, they lose nothing.”

“Who keeps three million dollars on hand as spending cash?”

“Pablo Escobar. Maybe John suspected Daddy plans on cutting him off? Maybe take out everything so Daddy has no leverage to force John to put clothes on and stop swimming naked with his friends?”

“Those are good theories.”

“Let’s head back. I want to avoid making them nervous. I’ll back out, hiding our tracks as we go. We’ll say it looked too dangerous and we never entered.”


Chapter 13

We arrived back at the cabin, dusty and sweaty, as the last light left the sky. We entered through the side door, but the main room was empty. We checked the back rooms and stumbled upon a scene lit by the glow of a lantern. Janet was on her back. Tina was on hands and knees, straddling Janet and feeding the pretty girl her pussy. John was behind Tina and also straddling Janet while pumping his large cock in and out. Gary knelt before Tina and fed her his dick.

“It’s a good day to be Tina,” Penny muttered.

John noticed us first and waved us into the room. He waved Penny closer, wishing to share important news. My wife approached and leaned in. John held her face and kissed her deeply while fucking Tina. Penny was shocked but broke the kiss a heartbeat too slow. She wanted to kiss him.

“Get naked,” John said. “Join us. The bong is in the corner. Take a hit and let yourselves go.”

Penny stumbled away, returning to me.

“They are high as fuck,” she murmured.

Janet transferred her mouth from Tina’s pussy to John’s large hanging ball sack and then shuffled out from under the couple. We ogled her lithe body and smallish breasts. All four of them were fit. Janet’s pink nipples aimed at the ceiling. She moved to the tall bong and lit the bowl, filling her lungs. She offered Penny the pipe.

“No thank you,” my wife said.

She offered me a hit, but I waved her off.

“Let’s wait in the front room,” I suggested.

“Good idea,” Penny said.

It was a good idea. I’d spoken it and Penny had agreed. Yet neither of us moved. Janet exhaled a huge cloud while we watched Tina take dick at both ends. Gary’s penis was not the equal of John’s beast, but he had plenty to be proud of. The men held Tina between them and impaled her repeatedly. Janet watched just like we did. She came to stand next to us and again offered a hit. John lifted his gaze to my wife, fucking Tina with his cock and Penny with his eyes. My wife stared back at him. She watched his defined abs roll and flex, the muscles in his arms clench as he held Tina in place. Gary held the girl’s head and fucked her mouth and Tina simply could not get enough.

“Isn’t he a gorgeous beast?” Janet asked. “I swear I could watch that man fuck pretty girls for hours.”

“He does look good,” Penny admitted.

“He wants you,” Janet told her.

“I’m aware,” Penny muttered.

Janet boldly drew fingertips up Penny’s bare arm.

“I want you too,” she whispered. “You’re pretty. Your breasts are so much bigger than mine. May I touch them?”

Penny didn’t answer. My wife’s eyes were glued to John and his beefy stake slowly sinking into Tina again and again. John withdrew his diamond hard cock and leaned his hips away, proudly showing the room the weapon he possessed.

“You should feel that thing in you,” Janet said. “Have you ever felt a big cock?”

“Yes,” Penny said. “Recently.”

Janet’s face lit up.

“Oh! Was that the man your husband shared you with? I bet it was. I bet that’s why he shared him with you. Such a good husband, taking care of his wife’s needs while he heals. Too bad more men aren’t like him.”

Janet was high and chatty, but I didn’t care. If I wasn’t watching John fuck Tina, I was gawking at Janet’s pretty face and tight body in the warm glow of orange light. Penny was riveted. My wife had eyes only for John. So mesmerized, in fact, that she did nothing when Janet started to unbutton Penny’s top. Once the lacy bra was exposed, Janet reached behind to pop the clasp. Penny moved her arms this way and that, unconsciously helping the sexy pixie. Janet’s eyes grew big when Penny’s breasts came into view. She grinned like a fool.

“God, I love big tits,” she said, lifting a breast and delicately circling the areola with the tip of her tongue.

Penny shivered. Janet eased her dainty hand down the front of Penny’s pants. I saw where all this was headed. I had a decision to make, but the sexual tension in the air was addictive, and my voice would shatter the spell. I was loath to do so. Janet closed her lips around Penny’s nipple and gently sucked. This petite girl was slowly undressing my wife and I wanted to see how far Penny would allow it to go.

Gary groaned and held Tina’s head tightly. His hips jerked and she coughed around a mouthful of dick, swallowing most of what her boyfriend pumped out, but spilling some of his huge load from the corners of her mouth. She rested her weight on one hand and teased his balls with the other, enhancing his strong climax.

Penny gasped as Janet lightly bit her nipple and pulled away, stretching the sensitive flesh into a point. My wife growled at the sight and the sensation, staring down at the girl teasing. She grabbed Janet by the face and forced a strong kiss.

That was all the surrender Janet needed. She moaned and threw herself at Penny, grabbing both tits, forcing her tongue into my wife’s mouth. Janet released a breast and quickly opened Penny’s pants, dropping to her knees to bury her face in Penny’s crotch. My wife grabbed the girl’s head and forced her deeper. Janet ate Penny’s pussy in the way that only a woman can eat another woman. She helped Penny shed shoes and socks. Pants and underwear went flying too. My wife was now as naked as the rest of them, and Janet’s tongue was stealing her away from John.

Gary climbed to his feet and staggered out, collapsing, by the sound, onto the broken couch out in the main room. John pulled his cock out of Tina again and turned the young girl over, showing her his massive throbbing erection. Predictably, she reached for it, drawing the man forward between her open legs. They laughed at the joy of sex, and she guided his stiff member into her steaming hole.

Penny tried to sixty-nine Janet, but the girl wasn’t having it. She wanted Penny’s pussy to be her sole focus. My wife stopped trying and just welcomed Janet’s lavish attention, allowing the starving girl to lap and suck and lick every inch, inside and out. Penny curled her legs around Janet’s head and buried her fingers in the girl’s hair.

At last, her eyes came to me. Janet did things to her, and I watched them play across her face. Her lips parted, her breathing turned shallow and quick, her eyebrows furrowed but then rose as Janet discovered and pleasured some special sweet spot. I studied her every wave of delight. I savored her every gasp of sensation. Janet was going to make my wife cum, and cum hard.

Tina placed a foot on John’s chest and shoved. He fell backward, laughing, hard cock popping out of the girl. Tina flipped over and crawled to her friend, shoving Janet’s head aside as she buried her face in Penny’s crotch too. They adjusted their positions and my wife suddenly had two tongues and many fingers pleasuring her. Penny gasped loudly and her back arched.

“Oh my God!” she cried.

Penny tried to guide them, a hand on each head, but they had ideas of their own, driving my wife insane. I heard them giggling down there, playfully teasing and licking and nibbling until Penny writhed on the floor.

“OH MY GOD!” Penny bellowed.

Her back arched high, and her fingers clawed at the girls. She growled and groaned and came like an earthquake into the two mouths torturing her. Tina pumped several fingers and Janet attacked Penny’s clit and moments later Penny cried out even louder and orgasmed again. John had wandered close to see the action, but Tina looked up and smacked his dick.

“Get that away from us,” she laughed. “Girls only. We don’t need dick.”

Janet laughed too but Penny was too far gone into her second orgasm to know what happened around her. John looked at me like, yikes! and jumped a step back. Penny tried to rise to her elbows, but Janet held her down, licking fervently. Tina moved higher to suckle Penny’s breasts and kiss and caress her bare skin while pinning my wife’s arms. John gazed down on the sapphic display and took his large cock in hand, stroking slowly.

“That might be the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” he said.

The lantern’s glow gave them all a luminous shine.

He moved beside me and lifted the bong Janet had abandoned. He lit the bowl and pulled hard, tilted his head back and exhaled a dense cloud. I took that opportunity to look at his pulsating cock. He was a few years younger than me, fit, flat stomach, lean muscles. He stood with legs braced, feet about shoulder width apart. His cock throbbed with need. The thing was big around, capped by a large mushroom head, and had a fat vein running up the side before it disappeared. The length had a gentle curve from root to tip.

How delightful possessing such a tool must be for him. Throw in a nice body, a handsome face, and mommy and daddy’s money, and this fucker was living the good life. I had no complaints, but John was like a king of some kind, a demigod. He must have suffered horribly in a former life because he had truly scored in this one.

I was studying his hard and menacing cock when Penny orgasmed again, and I returned my attention to my wife. I discovered, like me, she stared at John’s throbbing penis. The sight had fueled her strong climax. Tina and Janet provided a sensual and intoxicating feminine touch, but it was hard man-meat my wife craved most.

A conflict rose in me. Could I repeat what I’d allowed her to do with Howard? Why not? I’d allowed it once. Why not again? Because once could mean it had been a special event, but a second time meant there was no argument against a third, or a fourth. By allowing a second indulgence, I removed any future protests. Was I prepared to make such dalliances a permanent thing?

Did I truly have any protests?

I studied my wife’s face as the girls devoured her body. Her lust for that hard dick, not John himself, just his dick, pumped adrenaline into my blood. Penny looked so sexy having sexy. That’s an epiphany few husbands ever get to realize. It’s not something you can experience while having sex with your wife. It’s something that can only be seen by standing apart. Her twisted expressions, her writhing body, the fantastic carnal noises she made. The realization hit me hard.

I couldn’t simply hand her to him, could I?

Could I?

The truth is, I wanted to. That big cock needed attention. Tina and Janet were intentionally ignoring John. They stayed away to make him more tempting to Penny. John wanted my wife, and they were going to help him have her. This whole scene was staged. They’d timed it with our return, hoping to get us stoned too, and then turning John loose on Penny. They all played their parts so well I was sure they’d done this before many times. John had access to the money which allowed them to live this carefree life of hedonistic pleasures. I saw all that now.

John took another big hit and blood surged to his dick. He caught me looking and laughed. He grabbed his erection around the root and shook it like a stick.

“Getting high gets me hard!” he cackled.

He approached the knot of writhing women, cock in hand. If I was going to raise a protest, now was the time. He sank to his knees beside Tina, offering her his hard dick but presenting himself dangerously close to Penny’s mouth. Tina kissed my wife on the lips, a slow and sensual kiss, and John leaned his hips forward. Tina turned slightly and kissed the head of his cock. Penny gazed at the thing, so close, and closed her eyes.

“I can’t,” she said. She rolled away, drawing her legs up and turning from the girls. John’s cock bumped her head as she maneuvered out from the tangle of bodies. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I hate to ruin everyone’s vibe. Maybe I should just let things happen and go with the flow, but it feels wrong. I’m so sorry.”

“Didn’t your man already let you play with another?” Janet asked, clearly disappointed to see Penny get away.

“Yes. He did. But that situation was so different. That situation felt almost innocent. This one feels indecent. It’s all so deliberate. I can’t do that to my husband. It isn’t fair. Leonard can’t join us. It’s not his fault he just had surgery.”

“But you’re soaking wet,” Janet said. “It’s obvious you want John to fuck you.”

Penny looked at the ground, embarrassed. I felt a powerful mix of relief and disappointment. I’d need months to sort out my own head. Tina and Janet turned to me.

“Can she?” Tina asked me.

“Penny is her own woman,” I said. “I’m not going to push her to do something she isn’t comfortable with.”

My naked wife came to my side, sliding under my arm.

“I’m sorry, you guys. You are all so sexy and beautiful. Please understand I’m not rejecting you; I’m just sticking with Leonard.”

Janet shook her head.

“We understand, Baby. It’s all good. Everyone is free to make their own choices. If you change your mind, please know we’d all love to have you.”

“If you want to crash alone,” Tina said. “There’s a second room we aren’t using. You can set up in there.”

“Thanks,” Penny said.

My wife gathered her clothing over an arm. She may have declined their offer, but she still liked being naked in front of them. We moved to the room they mentioned, and I left her to walk back to our car and unload our equipment. I soon had our sleeping gear set up. The door stuck halfway closed but we didn’t care. I stripped to boxers, and we laid on our mats.

“I am desperate for you to fuck me,” Penny mumbled.

“That was an amazing scene with you and Tina and Janet. Normally my dick would be rock solid. When I can finally get hard again, I’m going to fuck you to death.”

She nuzzled me. My wife was exhausted, physically, from her many orgasms and emotionally, from her many orgasms. She’d never done anything like that with women before. This road trip would be forever etched into our minds.

End Book One.

Epilogue

I awoke, as I had so many times on this infernal road trip, to Penny absent from our bed. I waited, but she did not return. Curiosity set hooks in me, and I decided to go looking for my wayward wife. Given her actions from mere hours ago, surely, I had nothing to worry about. Perhaps she simply couldn’t sleep.

I crept from our bedroll and eased down the short hallway. Ahead, the flickering lantern light danced. Someone was up with my wife. I heard the murmur of voices kept low. I peeked around the corner.

Perhaps I did have something to worry about.
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