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CHAPTER 1

A lone drop of sweat, vainly trying to
provide relief from the heat, slowly made its way from her jaw-line
to the bottom of her neck. Britt slid her hand along the cherry-red
paint of the 1959 Chevrolet Impala. She liked the car. She liked
that it had fins and a big, hard, plastic steering wheel. She liked
the radio and its push buttons. The line of sweat ran from her neck
to her chest and then dissolved into her lace top.

“It’s hot, daddy...”

“You shouldn’t call me that,” he looked over
at her and she smiled. “You’re eighteen and I’m thirty-seven -
that’s only nineteen years,” Branden said. “And we’re not related.”
Branden turned the convertible through a curve in the road and
glided it into a deep dip. The sun was setting around the Joshua
Trees but the temperature had yet to drop. He was sweating as much
as Britt.

“But you take care of me.” Britt pulled at
the embroidery on her top; sweat had glued it to her skin. “And you
got me out of that fucking house.”

“Don’t cuss…”

“It’s just a meaningless intensive.” Britt
turned to Branden and gave him a small punch in his side.

“It degrades that natural class you emanate.”
Branden said almost sarcastically. He turned the car out of a
swopping turn. On a rise he saw a long, seemingly endless expanse
of road before them. His pushed hard on the gas.

“You say it.”

“No I don’t.”

“You sure do.” Britt pulled off her cowboy
hat. “You say it under your breath a thousand times a day.” Branden
only laughed and pressed the gas pedal further to the floor. She
was right, he did say it under his breath a lot. Another town,
another job, Branden thought. What would it be this time, he
wondered, bartending? Maybe he would land a roofing job or maybe
something in construction. Another town, another shitty, dead-end
job, he thought, then, absentmindedly, he whispered, ‘fuck’.

“Whoa, that’s more like it…” Britt’s long
hair began to whip around the car as Branden watched the
speedometer reach eighty.

“Put your hat back on…”

“No.” Britt reached down and undid the top
three buttons of her blouse. Her breasts bounced along with the
convertible’s taxed suspension.

“Close that back up and wear a damn bra…”
Branden said. Britt twisted in her seat and raised her cowboy boot
and set it on Branden’s thigh. “You know you look real classy with
your legs spread like that,” Branden stared at the mound that was
trapped in Britt’s jeans and then darted his eyes back to the road.
“You’re going to make us wreck…”

“I’m tired of driving. This desert is so
empty.”

“It’s not really,” Branden said. He had
lowered his speed to fifty-five and was now running his hand along
her long leg. “There’s all kinds of stuff out here, tortoise, big
horn sheep, cactus, sidewinders…”

“Let’s stop and see if any of that stuff
comes up to the Chevy and introduces itself,” said Britt. Ahead
Branden saw a dirt lane winding from the road and toward a group of
pale mountains. He began to wonder if his face was flushed; for
some time on the highway he had been feeling a familiar buzz. It
was the, ‘I’m going to stop and Britt’s going to pay for being
slutty,’ buzz. He blocked the thought out, took a deep breath and
then reminded himself that she was just a young girl with a lot of
energy. He would respect their boundaries. Knowing better, he
pulled the car onto the dirt lane and left the highway. He shut the
ignition and the headlights off. It had grown dark but an almost
full moon made Britt’s form visible. She had the clean lines of a
girl who kept her body in shape.

“I’m going to find a bush.” She turned to
him, “sidewinders?”

“I’ll walk with you. Don’t worry, I’m not
going to look…” Britt only smiled. “Watch where you put your feet.”
Branden said. Britt pulled on the big buckle of her belt, undid her
zipper, squeezed her jeans past her hips and squatted. Then and
there Branden decided that the boundaries could go to hell. Then
and there he decided, that, once back to the car he would fuck
Britt.

“You’re looking… you big
fat liar,” Britt said. Brandon was
looking. He was staring as hard as he could. She
rose above a little dark puddle and pulled up her jeans.

“My turn,” Branden said. He unzipped and
pulling at what seemed like a thick rope, managed to get his penis
out of his pants. He was almost completely hard.

“Jeez dude,” Britt said. The moonlight made
her eyes and teeth glow. “Somewhere there’s a horse missing a big
dick…” she said with a laugh. Branden barely pissed, and only with
effort did he get his member back into his pants.

“Let’s get back to the car,” he said. At the
trunk of the car Branden turned on Britt. He grabbed the back of
her neck and kissed her hard. He reached down and took her small
hand. He pressed it hard against his jeans, where his legs
joined.

“We said we weren’t going to do anything,”
Britt breathed when Branden released her mouth. “We’re just buddies
going across country…”

“I lied.” Branden kissed her again and let
loose her hand. Her hand stayed at his crotch and continued to rub.
She kissed him back hard. Brandon put his hand between Britt’s
legs. He was surprised how warm she was there. Warm and damp, he
thought. ‘Ride this cowgirl hard,’ the voice said. ‘Ride her hard
and take her deep.”

“We probably better… better not…” Britt said.
She moved her hand away from his jeans. ‘Bend that beauty over and
take her!’ the voice in Branden’s head shouted. ‘If she makes a
fuss, fuck her anally - then maybe the next time she won’t squawk
about her precious boundaries so much…’ the voice said. But Branden
only sighed.

“Don’t tease me, Britt.” Branden said, “wear
a bra, keep your top buttoned up and your legs to yourself,
okay?”

“Sure, I’m sorry, Branden.” She kissed him on
the cheek. Now that the moment had passed Branden’s heart began to
subside its pounding. “I really am. I’ve been a cunt.” Branden
laughed.

“Don’t use that word. Women don’t say it,”
Branden said. “Let’s go find some eats and a motel with two rooms,
okay?”

The Starview Motel was a slagheap, but it was
mostly empty. Its neon lights were faded and half of them were
burned out. Only two cars sat outside its twenty-odd rooms and
Branden was sure one of those belonged to the clerk.

“This place looks pretty dive-ish, you okay
with that?” Branden asked.

“Sure,” Britt said, looking around, “if you
are… I mean it makes me feel like a truck-stop hooker.”

“Sometimes, with the way you act and talk,”
Branden said, “I almost think you are one.”

“That’s not fair or nice,” Britt said, “I
said I was sorry.” Branden ignored her. His attention was caught by
a large sign. “WE RERT HORSES” the banner said.

“Boy, they can’t even spell RENT.” He and
Britt walked to a chain link corral occupied by six large,
tired-looking horses.

“Poor guys!” Britt said.

“Yeah,” Branden said, “Great corral, huh?” He
pulled on the chain link and it swayed easily in the cooling
evening. “This is something straight out of a Hitchcock movie…”
Britt looked around. The motel sat in a large dirt lot lit by neon
that was not much brighter than the moon above. In all directions
there was nothing, no light, no cars, nothing. She saw only a
scattering of telephone poles and Joshua Trees.

“That sign back there said 1231 miles to
Barstow,” Brit said. “I don’t think we have much choice but to stay
here.” Branden looked toward the office. It was lit but looked
deserted.

“You want me to get two rooms or one?”

“No way am I staying in this creepy place
alone… one!” Britt said. “We’ll just be cool about, you know,
boundaries and stuff…”

“Room number 20,” Brandon
said. “At the end.” Branden pointed to the end of the ‘L’ shaped
building. “It’s by the street but it’s also the furthest away from
everything else.” Branden moved the Chevy into the space before
number twenty and popped the trunk.

“What was the clerk like?”

“You should have come inside.”

“No way!”

“He was a young guy. Said his dad owned the
place.” Branden said. “Big ‘O desert-rat kind of hard-looking
guy.”

“They don’t have a restaurant here…”

“I got sandwiches and snacks,” he said, “you
like beef sticks and red licorice?”

“GREAT!” They grabbed their bags and Branden
stuck the key in the door. It swung open. The walls had stains and
the furnishing looked like it was a carry-over from the great
depression. “Whoa…” Britt said. It was a hissed whisper. She
instinctively grabbed the top of her shirt and clamped her hand
there. It was like she didn’t want the room to see her
cleavage.

“I’ve seen worse.”

“WHERE?” Britt asked. “Prison?”

“It’s one night,” Branden said. Go take a
shower, I’ll take off the bed spreads - stay away from them… and
I’ll check the beds and sheets.”

“For what?”

“Bedbugs.”

“GREAT!” Britt took her roller suitcase
quickly off the bed and dropped it onto a very varnish-challenged
table.

Britt came out of the bathroom dressed in a
towel. She was still drying her hair, fluffing it with another
scratchy-looking bath towel. Branden tried not to stare. He
squeezed by, closing the bathroom door behind him. He was sure she
would find the snacks laid out on the table. Her suitcase now sat
in a nearby chair.

He put out apples, cheese, sandwiches and
chips. He had two colas from the motel’s vending machine as well as
beef sticks. The showerhead was rusty and coated with calcium, but
the water was coming out strong and hot. He felt every pore open.
The familiar voice returned. ‘What’s the worst that can happen if
you just fuck her?’ it said. ‘What’s she going to do out here?’
Branden ignored the voice and finished his shower.

“Did you find the snacks?” he asked. He asked
it to an empty room. Her boots were gone. Alarmed, he peered out of
the window and saw something moving in the moonlight. Britt was
being kidnapped. She will be subject to unspeakable crimes, his
mind shouted to him. He’ll spend his whole life searching for her
while the police finger him as the only suspect in a fowl-play
investigation. These thoughts ran through his mind in less than a
second. Throwing on his jeans, Branden ran out in his bare feet
only to find Britt safe and sound, standing by the chain link
corral.

“What the hell you doing?” Branden asked. It
was almost a shout.

“I left you a note.”

“Well, I didn’t see it.” Branden said. He was
now more in control of his voice. “What the hell are you
doing?”

“I’m feeding the horses the apples you left
out,” Britt said. She looked a little wounded. Right then and there
Branden decided he would never touch her. Nor would he ever again
listen to that voice. “The poor guys look abused,” she said. She
turned away from Branden and held out a piece of apple. She pushed
it up to the chain and a horse, pushing in front of the others,
snatched it from her hand. Britt laughed. Branden watched as the
other horses began jockeying for apple-snack positions. Britt broke
off another apple piece and fed another horse. A large black from
the back push forward, only to be bit and jostled by the other
horses.

“Britt…” Branden began, “maybe these horses
are…” In the coral the horses began stamping and running and
charging each other. It was happening too fast for Branden to catch
it all, vaguely he heard a voice from behind him. ‘WHAT THE FUCK’
it had said. The horses now were actually stampeding. Branden
pulled Britt away just as the corral fence fell to the ground and a
rush of dusty, angry, wild horses burst past them and into the
night.

“WHAT THE FUCK?” This time the shout was
closer. Core, the motel attendant, began running after the horses
while blowing ear-deafening whistles with his fingers in his mouth.
Branden grabbed Britt and in moments they were back in their
room.

“Britt, what the hell?”

“I just wanted to feed them,” she said. “I’m
sorry, I’M REALLY SORRY…”


CHAPTER 2

“Not only am I going to charge your card for
the fence, whatever horses I can’t get back I’m going to charge for
too.” Core, tall, lanky and red-faced grimaced out the words with
barely controlled rage. “And you two can get the fuck out of here
right now.”

“It was an accident,” Branden said. “Let’s
talk…”

“The fuck it was!” Core shouted. “Who told
you to mess with my stock?”

“It’s my fault.” Brit said. She was
shaking.

“No it’s not Britt.” Branden squared up to
Core, and the two men began to face off.

“You want even more trouble, butt-fuck?” Core
asked. It was a whispered shout. Britt put her hands on the men and
began to separate them.

“It’s my fault,” she said. “I can make it up
to you…” she said to Core.

“And how are you going to do that?” Britt saw
in his eyes that the man had switched tactics. He looked her up and
down.

“I’ll do a strip-tease for you,” she said.
Branden saw the girl was still shaking.

“No, you’ll suck me off.” Core said. “And
then we’ll just pretend this never happened.”

“NO CHANCE…” Branden began, but Brit cut him
off.

“Okay.” Britt said. Core looked clean and was
quite handsome, Britt thought. He had more of a western-outlaw look
than a desert rat, like Branden had mentioned.

“No way, Britt,” Branden said.

“In ten minutes this will all go away,’“
Britt said. “Then in the morning we can head off to L.A. and I can
become an actress, or waitress or something. I’ve done worst
things, Branden. This is no big deal.” She bit her lip and
unbuttoned her top. “Besides, you can watch.” she pleaded. “You
game?” Branden’s breath literally stuck in his throat. ‘YESSSS’ the
voice shouted. ‘Let the gal fix this,’ the voice said. Britt
already had her top off. Her bare breasts pointed skyward. She
reached for Core’s shirt and undid the buttons. She pulled the
shirt off him. He had a hard, toned body with full pecks and deeply
tanned skin. He was almost hairless, but not shaved. His biceps
were heavily veined and sculpted to and impossible degree.

“You be cool,” Branden said to Core.

“As a cucumber…” he replied. Britt slid up to
Core and a moment later the girl was on her knees before him. She
unzipped his pants. Branden pulled a chair close and sat down.
Britt pulled out Core’s member. It was even larger than Branden’s.
Core was completely erect. The tip of his penis had a clear drop of
semen clinging to it that Brit wiped off with the back of her hand.
She hesitated, and looked at Branden. ‘She’s having second
thoughts’ the voice said.

“It’s okay honey…” Branden said, “You don’t
have to do anything you don’t want…” Britt’s mouth slid onto and
slightly over the mushroom head of Core’s cock. With his hands on
his hips, Core took a deep, deep breath.

“That’s it, girl. We gonna get along just
fine…” Core said. It was said in a placating tone meant to make
Britt feel like a tramp, Branden thought. This may not turn out so
good, he further thought. ‘Too bad. Whip it out and stroke it…’ the
voice said. Show the slut that she’s getting off two guys with one
mouth.

Britt took Core into her mouth. She had
hesitated a moment to build up saliva, when she looked over at
Branden. He was ashen and flushed at the same time, she thought.
She kneeled on her knees and tried not to think about the deed she
was performing on a total stranger as an act of repentance. Instead
she closed her eyes and concentrated on being a star, on being an
award-winning actress, like her plan stated when she set out with
Branden so many weeks ago.

She kept her teeth back, letting her lips and
saliva do the work. She pressed her cheek against Core’s dick. She
let it go deep into her mouth - as far as she could go without
gagging. ‘Please cum,’ she begged. ‘Dude, please cum and get this
over with. She could vaguely tell that Branden was doing something
close to them. Pulling off, and taking a breath, Britt looked over
at her friend. He had his penis out. She then felt a strong hand
grab the back of her head and push her forward. Core’s member
entered her mouth hard and deep enough to make her gag. When she
tried to pull off he grabbed her head hard with both hands and held
her mouth on his cock. She began to feel very wet between her legs
while at the same time wondering what she had gotten herself
into.

She almost hoped Branden would say something
about being a gentleman when she remembered that he was jacking off
to her servicing Core. He was, she knew, ENJOYING this. She
resolved to cooperate with Core and resist the urge to touch
herself, even though she knew that if she did she would instantly
come.

Just as her cowboy friend was about to stick
up for his girl, she slid his member into her mouth. Core was
flabbergasted. He didn’t really think she would do it, but there
she was, stroking his penis with her lovely saliva-filled mouth.
She was obviously trying to get him off fast, but Core knew he
could last and that he could get her off too. Her boyfriend had
begun stroking himself just two feet from them and she had paused
to see that he was really doing that, here, now.

Core had grabbed her and had pushed his cock
back into her mouth. He was in charge and he wanted her to know it.
Soon, he would begin to talk the talk he loved so with his own gal,
Isabella. She put up with what he said to her during oral, and so
would this bitch, he told himself. But first, he would make sure
she would get off too. This was not supposed to be abuse or just a
service; he wanted her to feel it too. She was going to come,
period. He pulled out of her mouth and pulled her up. He undid her
pants and pulled them all the way down to her knees. She blinked
hard at him, while also glancing at Branden. Branden only continued
to stroke away, Core noticed.

“You touch yourself while you suck on me,”
Core said. It was a loud whisper. “You understand?” She put her
hand between her legs.

Branden couldn’t believe what was happening.
Not only was eighteen-year-old Britt taking a stranger in her
mouth, she was doing it in front of him while he stroked his
member. Just an hour before he had resolved that he would never
touch her and that she was all but a pure snow-white virgin. He had
been wrong, he decided, on both counts. He resolved to fuck her the
first chance he got.

Britt was almost shaking. Things had greatly
escalated. Except for the jeans around her ankles, she was naked -
completely naked, in front of a stranger and a friend. She had a
penis in her mouth. Core had taken a very condescending stance
about this act, she saw, and had even removed her hand from his
dick, causing only her mouth to make contact with him. She was at
the mercy of his strong hands and thick, hard cock. She had her
hand between her legs. She was also about to come.

Core decided it was time to take it up a
notch. He swept her hand away from his cock so that only her mouth
was touching him. He had swept her long hair into a ponytail and
was controlling her head movements. He sometimes put his other hand
under her chin.

He wanted absolute
obedience, and he sensed he had it, then and there. Just an hour
ago this hot girl had been nothing but a stranger, and now she was
a slave to his cock. She was obediently rubbing herself between her
legs. He could feel she was about to come by the little jerky
movements of her hand and mouth, and by the little groans she had
begun to make just after he pulled her pants down. Now it was time
for her to know what Isabella, his girlfriend knew. She would get
to know the words that would make him come.

“Start making some noise,
sweet-mouth,” Core said. “I have nice big surprise for you coming,
love-mouth.” For some reason condescending, dirty-talk always made
his blood run. “Make umm, umm sounds. Show me you like it as much
as I know you do. And, sweetie, really start rubbing yourself.” Core
watched and listened as Britt did as she was told. “Now love-mouth…
that’s my name for you, you like it, love-mouth? Make love to me
with your mouth!” Core all but shouted this last sentence. “That’s
good, love-mouth, that’s real good. Now you do EXACTLY what I tell
you, understand, girl?”

He watched as Britt nodded with his member
still deep in her mouth. “I’m going to get down on my knees and I
don’t want you to slip off of me, understand?” Again he saw her nod
and watched as she slid him all but out of her mouth and then
sucked him deep back almost all the way to her throat. Core slid to
his knees. The act forced Britt to move to all fours. Core saw she
was now on her hands and knees with only her jeans around her
ankles. They were like shackles, he mused. Her breasts, which he
had been fondling, now hung loose, swinging free with the rhythms
of her oral movements. They were soft but firm and she groaned when
he squeezed them. “Boyfriend,” Core began, GET ON YOUR KNEES BEHIND
HER.”

Branden was begging his self not to come. He
had stopped stroking and was only watching in a horror-awe-shocked
state as Core defiled and dominated Britt. She was still sucking
him in and out of her mouth but she was also shaking for real now,
and Branden wasn’t sure why. ‘She’s been coming, you idiot,’ the
voice said. Then Core began to speak to her as if she were his own
slut-slave. Branden saw that not only did Britt not object, she
seemed to shake and come even more. When Core said for him to slide
behind the girl, Branden did it without hesitation. ‘GOOD BOY’ the
voice said.

Britt could feel her heart beating like a
trip-hammer. She could also feel her orgasms shutter through her
like little earthquakes. She was coming against her will. She had
Jesse James’ cock in her mouth and was masturbating in front of her
friend. She could sense that Branden had stopped his own
manipulation and was now just watching her. She took another large
dive onto Core’s cock and pushed her fingers into her sex while
rubbing hard. If this was what it would take to feel this kind of
freedom, this kind of sexual release, this kind of elation, then so
be it, she said to herself. He told her to make noise and she did.
He told her to get down on the filthy motel floor, on all fours,
and she did. Now Branden was on his knees behind her. She closed
her eyes and waited. She wanted to concentrate on the sensory
physical feelings without visual distractions. She wanted to feel
Branden’s cock enter her.

“Now, boyfriend, NOW” Core
said. It was a whisper and a shout. “Fuck miss love-mouth!” Branden
surged forward as Core pushed his member as far into her mouth as
he could. Branden grabbed her hips and began thrusting. Britt
pulled her mouth from Core and yelled. She groaned and spit out
words Branden thought he’d never hear from such a lovely girl.
‘Hard as you can,” Britt yelled, “Branden, GO!’ Core placed his
cock head at her lips and pushed. He was rewarded with a warm, wet
coupling that made his spine tingle.

Branden pushed and entered Britt. She was
tight. She was also so wet that he slid all the way into her with
one push. Britt began to come in earnest and as she did she yelled
and thrashed about. She yelled his name, she yelled for him to go
hard! She shivered and racked, and groaned as Core re-received her
into her mouth. Branden pushed, withdrew and pushed. It happened
time and again. Over and over he withdrew and then pushed, withdrew
and pushed. The rational part of Branden’s mind shut off, he was
now just running on instinct. He ripped off his shirt. He knew he
looked almost as good as Core, and that as Britt glanced back he
wanted her to see skin. He wanted her to see his sweat gleaming
working her, giving her all he had.

Britt saw the motel room
disappear and then reappear in sepia tones. She saw Core’s face for
what seemed like the first time. He looked like western movie star.
The kind that would squint and talk in a raspy, breathy voice. She
glanced back at Branden behind her and marveled at his intensity.
He had removed his shirt and it was obvious that he worked out. Now
he was working out on her. The boys were loving her and she
was loving the boys. Branden filled her in a way she needed, in a
forceful, carnal feast of lust and pure physical want. The full and
empty feeling of his sex driving and withdrawing inside her body
made her quiver. He showed no sign of slowing or even stopping. She
grabbed the dirty shag carpet and let herself go.

All was right with the
universe as orgasm after orgasm racked her body. She began to
experience them in slow motion. She gave herself up to the boys and
their cocks. She would be the whore and they would get all that she
had to give. This, she said to herself, this is what it’s about.
All the makeup, all the hot clothes, push-up bras and short
dresses, brings this. She resolved to wear her shortest skirt and the tightest top
at the very next opportunity. Another orgasm blasted through her
hips and ran like a wave up her spine. The top of her head began to
tingle. This, she said to herself, THIS.

Core lost himself and his lust. While Branden
thrust behind Britt, Core pulled himself from her mouth. He crawled
very close. He cradled her head and kissed her while caressing her
breasts. She was panting and shaking. “Go with it, let yourself
go.” He said. He began to kiss her mouth with his in earnest. She
responded like she had seen him for the first time, kissing him
back hard. She moaned out the name of a spaghetti-western star who
was very famous. Then a shudder shook her almost off her knees.
Branden, face contorted in a mix of agony and ecstasy, pulled out
from her and thrust back in hard enough to slide her and Core a
foot down the carpet. Then with a low wail, he came on Britt’s
back. At the same moment Core, who found Britt’s hand stroking him,
came with such force spittle flew from his mouth. He was just able
to turn his head and from Britt’s face but her shoulder caught some
of the spray.

They had all come simultaneously. Now they
lay, backs on the stained motel carpet, the three of them, and as
each tried to focus on the popcorn ceiling and as each tried to
understand exactly what just happened, Core laboriously rolled onto
one shoulder.

“What, can I ask, are your names?”

“Britt.” she said. Britt the orgasm-ator.”
She began to laugh.

“Branden,” he said, also laughing.

“We got to get off the stinking floor. I’m
Core, by the way.” Britt burst out with a shouted one-breath
laugh.

“HARD CORE!” She said. “And someone get me
the fuck off this FLOOOOR!” She yelled. Core picked her up and
gently laid her on the bed. Branden joined them. The three of them
we all but laughing and crying at the same time. Core had retrieved
her hat ands put it on. In it he looked exactly like the guy in the
westerns, whose name she blurted out right before orgasm. He turned
to her.

“So…” Core said, “WHEN DO
WE LEAVE FOR CALIFORNIA?”

“Are you sure you’re okay
with this?” Even before the sun was up Britt and Branden were
packed and out of room 20. Branden leaned on the driver’s side door
and Britt sat on the hood of the Chevy. The sky was turning from
grey to yellow as the sun began to rise above the horizon. Britt
was wearing her cowboy hat and daisy-duke shorts. Probably, Branden
thought, because her jeans rubbed the carpet burns on her knees.
She was wearing a very tight, white button-down top.

“Yeah,” Britt said. “Core’s
cool and Isabella seems awfully nice, besides, the more the
merrier, right?” Branden watched as an invisible hand placed a
“CLOSED” sign in the motel’s front window. A moment later all the
lights, neon included, flashed and then went dark.

“We don’t even know
them…”

“Well, we certainly know
Core better than we know most,” Britt said. Branden didn’t bother
to button up his western shirt. He let his smooth, ripped chest
free of the bonds of cloth and stitching. He hoped Britt would
notice. He wanted Britt to call HIM by a movie star’s name. He also
noticed a subtle change in Britt. Even by just judging from the few
hours they were with Core and Isabella at dinner Branden noticed a
change in the gal. She was less flirty, but more physical. Last
night, after steaks with Core and Isabella at their BBQ, Britt,
instead of being her usual playful teasing self, kissed him. She
let her breasts rub often against his arm. With a smile Branden
realized he liked the new Britt. “What?” Britt asked. “We
do!”

“It’s not that. I was just
smiling about how you’ve changed.”

“In what way?” Before them,
at the motel’s dark lobby, Branden watched Isabella and Core kiss.
Isabella had dragged a suitcase that Branden didn’t think would fit
in the Chevy’s trunk. It looked like it weighed about ninety
pounds. Core, however, handled it easily.

“You seem less like a silly
girl and more like…” Branden could not find the words.

“… a what?”

“Just more like… a woman.”
Branden all of a sudden felt lame. Core and his giant suitcase,
followed by Isabella, had almost reached the car.

“Thanks for noticing,”
Britt said. Isabella gave Britt a hug. Isabella had jet-black hair
that set off Britt’s highlighted auburn strands in a perfect way.
She was as busty as Britt, but had slightly larger hips and was
shorter. She also, Branden thought, wasn’t too bright. That was
offset, Branden decided, by a kind of shy sexiness. He wondered
where this was all going when he realized Core was speaking to
him.

“…you don’t, do you?” Core
asked. “I mean, have second thoughts?” Core asked. Branden realized
he had been staring at Isabella. He flushed when he caught Britt
smile and shrug at him.

“I just was noticing that
Isabella looks as good in cowboy boots as Britt does.”

“Thanks!” Isabella said.
“That’s sweet!” she said, even though she wasn’t even wearing
boots. She kissed Branden on the cheek. Core ignored Isabella and
looked as if he was still waiting an answer. The man seemed less in
control and sure of himself outside the closed motel than in the
open one.

“No, no second thoughts,”
Branden said. “We got our plan, as improbable as it may seem, to
got to L.A. and all become movie stars.”

“Or food servers,” Britt
said with a laugh.

“Or motel maids,” Isabella
said through a rack of giggles. Branden noticed that Isabella
giggled a lot.

“…or even a writer…” Core
said.

“You’re going to be a
writer?” Britt asked.

“As soon as I learn to
write, I will.” Core said. Isabella and Britt both giggled. Britt
looked at Branden, who laughed. He gave Britt a great big, ‘I gave
you a chance to get out of this,’ grin. Britt only shrugged and
turned to Core.

“What about the
horses?”

“They’ll be alright.” Core
said, “I called my dad and told him the fence gave way in the wind.
There’s a ranch about a mile away from the road, my guess the old
man will find them there, watering and standing in the
shade.

“Hey Britt,” Isabella
asked, “how’d you skin-up your knees?”

“Let’s get some booze
bottles!” Isabella said. The Chevy, with Branden and Britt in front
and Isabella and Core in the back seat, rolled down the desert
highway in heat that topped one hundred.

“Just the bottles?” Britt
asked. Each girl had hair whipping about the convertible’s
cab.

“No, the booze inside too.”
Isabella said. “Besides, I’m tired of driving around.”

“You understand that this
is a road-trip,” Branden asked while staring at Isabella in the
rear view mirror. The girl was so dumb, he decided, that she was
sexy. He felt that a 14-year-old could fool her into coitus. “And
that L.A. place, it’s somewhat far away.” Branden looked at Core in
the mirror and saw he was all but staring off into space. It was
the same thing he did when Isabella brought up that the shimmering
blacktop of the road looked like magic fairy dust and that the
desert sun seemed awfully hot. Core, Branden noticed; spoke
infrequently when Isabella was around. This gal must give some hell
of a blowjob, Branden mused.

“Booze Bottles! Booze
Bottles! Booze Bottles!” Chanted Isabella and Britt while clapping.
Even a jab in her side would not shut Britt up. She seemed to enjoy
Isabella’s antics, joined right in, adding that she thought that
cactus looked awfully prickly and green.

“Stop!” Branden said,
“look, in the next town we’ll find a liquor store and a motel with
air conditioning and a pool, alright?”

“Air conditioning! Air
conditioning! Air conditioning!” Someone chanted.

“Pool! Pool! Pool! Pool!”
Chanted another female voice. After checking in the mirror Branden
saw that Core was finding the scenery in the far left distance
fascinating.

Branden pulled the convertible into an empty
space just below the ‘A&J Liquor’ sign. He exited the car and
buttoned the bottom half of his shirt. Britt and Core got out and
stretched. The air about them felt as if it had been heated in a
coal furnace. Isabella, on exiting the car, tripped and sent her
purse and all it’s contents spewing across the parking lot. A small
object rolled to a stop at Branden’s feet. He picked it up. Branden
saw it was about four inches long and about three-quarter’s of an
inch in diameter. It looked like a giant white lipstick. When he
pushed the button on the bottom it began to buzz and vibrate.

“Gimme that!” Isabella
yelled. She snatched it from Branden. Core turned red. Britt
laughed.

“Just in case Core goes to
bed early,” Britt said.

“It’s a personal massage
device…” Isabella said.

“We get that,” said Britt
while laughing.

“…for my… neck.” Isabella
said.

“So that’s what they call
it now,” said Branden. The liquor store was brightly lit and had
muzak playing in the background. They grabbed beer, chips, beef
jerky and then waited in a short line before a clerk that stood in
front of an assortment of hard liquor in bottles. In front of them
was a couple waiting for a fat man checking his lottery tickets. To
Branden’s left stood a woman trying on sunglasses. She was staring
at the couple in front of Britt, especially the man.

“Wow, that is the biggest
man!” Isabella said. The man in front of Britt, turned. Branden
tried to stare at the floor, as did Core. Britt giggled.

“She thinks’ you’re big…”
Britt said. The man in front of Britt was big. He was very big. At
six-foot-six, Britt saw he towered over the rest of the customer’s
in the store. He wore an off-white western shirt, jeans and cowboy
boots. He was carrying a hat. Beside him stood a girl that Branden
thought could have been Polynesian. The girl was showing a lot of
cleavage and Britt thought that the guys, all towering over the
petite black-haired beauty, could see all they wanted.

“Uh... huh…” the man said.
He turned back to the counter. His broad shoulders looked like they
could moonlight as billboard space.

“How tall are you?”
Isabella asked. Core kicked Isabella’s boot. It was only a tap but
Isabella still glared at Core with her arms spread. The man,
turning very slowly, regarded Isabella. Isabella also was showing a
great deal of cleavage. After scanning Isabella up and down, the
man spoke. He had a deep gravely voice.

“Six-six, six-seven, give
or take the boots,” said the man. He turned around and his petite
girlfriend, after a quizzical look to Isabella, grabbed the guy’s
arm and held him close.

“What’s it like to be that
tall?” Isabella asked. Britt laughed but heard Branden whisper the
word ‘Jeez’. The man again slowly turned again.

“Don’t rightly know,” said
the man, “it’s been a hell of a long time since I’d been short.”
The man turned back toward the counter. The lottery ticket man was
still having the clerk scan his losing tickets.

“What kind of booze bottles
are ya getting?” Isabella asked. Britt out and out laughed. Branden
was relieved when the man actually smiled. He again looked at
Isabella and her cleavage as his girl held his arm.

“Booze bottles?”

“Yeah, what are you going
to get?”

“One-hundred and fifty-one
proof, rum,” the man said. Now even the man’s gal was smiling. The
whole thing, Branden thought, was funny and probably saving the fat
lottery guy from being squashed like a bug.

“Wow, that’s strong stuff!
You gonna buy a whole bottle?”

“Yeah, but I’ll probably
not drink the whole bottle at once…” Finally, Branden saw, the
lotto ticket guy found that he wasn’t a millionaire after all, and
the huge guy got to the clerk, a heavy-set woman with thick
glasses. He bought his bottle and placed his cowboy hat on his
head. He tipped it to the group as he left. The woman pretending to
try on sunglasses watched him leave and rushed to the
counter.

“Was that who I think it
was?” Both her and the clerk were peering out of the store’s
blinds, watching the large man leave. Through the door Branden
could see the man talking to his girl before a large pickup
truck.

“…that was every bit of who
you thought it was…” the clerk said. “Marshal Jud Trask, every
six-foot-eight inch of him.” Both clerk and the sunglass tester
were animated and excited. After a long wait for the lotto guy
Branden could think nothing worse at that moment than some gossipy
woman distracting the clerk.

“He’s buying the hard
stuff,” the woman said, “ain’t he?”

“Been so ever since… it…
happened,” the clerk said. “Ever since he got canned.”

“That’s a shame. Marshaling
is a damn good job…” Branden sighed loudly and got jabbed in the
ribs for his trouble by Britt.

“Well, if you shoot a
protected bird out of the sky just to impress your friends,” the
clerk continued, “you just may lose that good marshal job,
that’s…”

“One bottle of Jack,
please…” Branden had all but shouted it. The clerk left her window
and grabbed a bottle of whisky from the shelf. She talked as she
rang up Branden’s order.

“He shot the bird right out
of the sky at a mile away,” she said “and one of the guys with him
there ratted him out.” She gave Branden his change while talking to
the woman. “Sure is a hell of way to lose a good marshaling
job.”


CHAPTER 3

In the parking lot Branden loaded up the
girls, the chips and the whisky into the ruby-red convertible. He
reminded himself to ask Britt not to sit on the hood. Core caught
his attention with a nod. Branden looked over his shoulder and was
surprised to see a petite girl behind him. A few yards away stood
an ex-marshal by his truck.

“I’m just going to blurt this out,” she said,
“and you can do with it what you will…” Oh, god, thought Branden,
they’re going to shoot us or make us apologize… She turned to
Branden and he noticed that another button of her top had come
undone. “We’d like to hang out with you, you know, party with you…
or maybe do… you know… whatever else…”

Branden thought Marshal Trask’s house would
be more cabin-like and rustic. It wasn’t. Instead it looked like
something he thought someone would find in Palm Springs - aluminum
and green-tinted glass enclosed a sprawling house with a pool and a
pool table. It was a low building with a gently sloped roof. The
group sat in lawn furniture under a large umbrella around the pool.
Asia, Trask’s petite girlfriend served drinks.

“I figure instead of just stare’n at each
other all day we’d play a game,” Trask said.

“Does it involve shoot’n eagles?” Isabella
said. Core jabbed her in the ribs and Britt said ‘shit’ under her
breath, but still loud enough to be heard. Branden just laughed and
stared at his drink.

“No ma’am,” said Trask, “I ain’t got no
hanker’n to shoot no eagles today. Damn clerk at the store
recognized me, didn’t she?” He took a deep breath and met eyes with
each one of them. “I swear by God I thought it was a turkey
vulture. It was so damn far away I thought I’d never even come
close to it. But I did.” The big man said. Rooster Cogburn to my
left, Branden thought, Rowdy Yates to my right - all we’re missing
is Eli Wallach in a sombrero. “One shot in a million and it turns
out to be a damn protected bird. During my career I save at least a
dozen lives, do they call me ‘Life-saver’? No. I stopped two bank
jobs. Do they call me Bank-saver’? No. But you shoot one goddam
bird…” Trask sighed. None of the others said a word. “Contrary to
what you may heard, when we drove up to that bird and I saw what it
was I knew my career as a peace officer was over. I brought the
carcass in and resigned that very day.”

“Well, good for you!” Isabella said. Track
laughed. He looked at the others and shook his head.

“I swear you are the cutest, dumbest lady I
ever met.” Track said. “Sexy as hell, too.”

“Thanks!” Isabella said. “Okay, what?”
Isabella asked. “Did you say dumb…”

“But in a good way,” Core said while patting
her arm.

“In a very good way,” Track said. Britt and
Branden just grinned at each other.

“Now we gonna play a sexy game or not?” Trask
asked. “I seen you too watching my gal, and we’re pretty open
to…”

“New things,” Asia said.

“I LOVE NEW THINGS,” Isabella said.

The group moved to the house which was airy
and cool. Trask brought out two cowboy hats, one black and one
white. He had a deck of cards and pads of notepaper. He had pens.
Branden decided Trask reminded him more of Ben Johnson than John
Wayne. Trask set a whisky bottle before the group. Asia and Britt
moved a glass coffee table and the six of them sat in a circle in
the living room.

“Okay, it’s like strip-poker but more fun,”
Trask said. New my ass, Branden thought, they’ve done this before.
He met eyes with Britt who looked a bit nervous.

“Britt are you okay with this?” Branden
asked.

“Jeez boys, I just need a day to
recover…”

“Recover from what?” Isabella asked.

“The bends,” Core said.

“Scuba diving?” asked
Isabella.

“In a pool,” said Britt.

“Don’t worry. I get your meaning, little
lady.” Trask said. “This is strictly for fun and everything’s
optional and voluntary. No one’s gonna to look at you sideways if
you pull yourself out of the game and sit on the sidelines,” Trask
said. “An if anyone tries that, you come to me. I’ve straightened
out a few people in my day.”

“Okay, here’s how we do this,” Asia began.
“And it’s a work in progress, so speak up if you have any ideas or
improvements.” Asia had almond eyes, a square jaw and what Branden
decided were ‘enhanced breasts’. She very petite and was wearing
black, tight, spandex pants and cowboy boots. She wore a bright red
top open almost to the navel. Underneath that was a black bra and a
lot of cleavage. At her left sat Trask in a western shirt, jeans
and boots. The man had the broadest chest Branden had ever seen. He
had unbuttoned the top three buttons of his shirt and a tuft of
hair peeked out. To his left squirmed Isabella - she was wearing
tight jeans and a white, see-through top. Underneath Branden could
just make out a front-clasp, lacey bra. She was the only one in the
circle not wearing boots. She instead wore spiked heals that
Branden called “fuck-me-pumps”. To her left sat Core. Core had
unbuttoned his shirt to reveal a perfectly chiseled chest. He had
the abs and peck muscles of a body-builder and was showing them
off. Asia especially seemed to notice. He wore boots, a denim
cattleman’s shirt and jeans with holes in their back pockets. At
Core’s left sat Britt. She wore a spaghetti-strap red top and no
bra. She had on daisy-duke shorts and cowboy boots, that, open at
the top, showed off her long, bare legs. Branden thought she was
the only one in the circle not trying to be sexy, but the only
person truly pulling it off. Both Asia and Trask spent a lot of
time studying her. Branden sat between Asia and Britt - it was
boy-girl, boy-girl all around.

“Everyone here know how to play poker?” Asia
asked.

“Is that like when a nine beats a jack?”
Isabella asked.

“That’s a ‘NO’, Asia,” Core said. Asia turned
to Trask with raised, finely plucked eyebrows.

“What about Blackjack?” he asked.

“Is that where you get twenty-one?” Isabella
asked.

“Exactly,” Trask said. He shrugged at Asia
and Asia continued.

“Okay, then, strip Blackjack. The lowest hand
does three things - one, they take a drink. Two, they take off a
piece of clothing. Three, they pull a piece of paper from one of
the hats. The black one is for boys and the white for girls.” As
Asia spoke Trask began handing out pads of paper and pens.

“Tear off four sheets, please.” Asia said.
“Now, tear those in half. You each have eight sheets before you. On
four sheets you will write a dare for the boys, and then you will
put those in the black hat. On four sheets you will write a dare
for the girls and those you will put in the white hat. Now everyone
start writing.”

“Oh shoot!” Isabella said.

“You know, Isabella, with six of us you don’t
really need to hit on seventeen.” Britt said. She was also
laughing. “But you earned your three steps…” Isabella took a
shot.

“Jeez!” Isabella said while choking. “This is
whisky!” Britt laughed, as did Trask. The others just looked at
each other. Isabella sighed and took off her top.

“You know, you got those shoes on…” Britt
said.

“My top is see-through, so it’s not like I’m
even showing anything,” Isabella said.

“Yeah, sitting there in just your bra is way
better than not wearing shoes,” Core said with a laugh.

“Are you guys laughing at me?”

“No.” Trask said. He gave everyone one the
circle a hard look. “You’re doing great, Isabella. Take a note from
the white hat.”

“It says go around the world in 79 days,”
Isabella said. Again more laughs went around the circle.

“I think someone missed the point…” Asia
said.

“You’re supposed to put like a sexy dare on
the note, Isabella.” Core said.

“How do you know that was mine?”

“Just a guess…”

“I know what she means,” Trask said,
“Isabella go around the world, or the… um, circle, and kiss each
member of the group.”

“Seventy-nine times?”

“Once will be okay,” Trask said. Isabella
started to her left and kissed Core. He pulled her close and kissed
her deeply while cupping one of her breasts. Isabella smiled and
turned to the circle.

“So I should have put something… like if I
wanted to do two guys at once, I should have put that on the
paper?”

“YES!” Shouted all three guys at once.

“We’ll let Isabella revise her dares as they
come out, Isabella, finish the dare,” Trask said. Isabella
crab-crawled to Britt. She bit her lip. The boys had all eyes on
the two girls. Isabella, quick like, pecked Britt on the lips.

“No!” said Core. “Kiss her like you kiss me,
either play or don’t play.” Branden watched as Trask elbowed
Asia.

“Ops, I forgot this.” Asia said. “And we all
have to agree. Anyone at anytime can get out of the game, but to do
so you have to do the following: for five minutes, the person that
wants out has to jump up on one leg with the other leg placed
behind the knee, place their thumbs in their armpits, flap their
elbows like a chicken, and for five minutes CHANT, “I’m a
SuperChicken.” The others laughed and Isabella even tried it. She
hopped up and down like a chicken.

“I can do that,” she said.

“Do we all agree,” Trask asked. One by one
everyone in the circle agreed.

“Now, kiss her for real,” Core said. Isabella
put her lips to Britt’s and gave her a long sloppy kiss.

“Well, I hope the boys get to kiss each
other…” Isabella said.

“Get ready for three chicken dances,” Branden
said to a round of laughs.

Isabella slid next to Branden. She didn’t
just kiss him, they made out. Not only did Branden kiss the girl
back hard, he rubbed his hand all around the girl’s breasts.
Isabella slowly pulled back and smiled. She next saddled up to
Asia. As Isabella came close to the girl’s face, Asia grabbed
Isabella’s chin and deep tongued the girl. As Isabella pulled back
Asia quickly placed a hand between her legs. Isabella pulled back
flushed. She then hopped over to Trask.

“Hi darling,” Trask said.

“Hi Trask,” Isabella said with a giggle.
Slowly at first, and with building momentum, Isabella and Trask
kissed. Trask only placed his hands gently on the girl’s head,
holding her near and kissing her softly. As they kissed Isabella
rubbed her hand slowly down Trask’s chest, until it came to a stop
at his crotch. They parted, both smiling wide. Asia dealt.

“Oh, shoot!”

“Oh come-on, man…” Branden said. “Isabella,
don’t hit on sixteen.” He gave the card back to Asia. It was a
ten-of-hearts. Branden saw Asia bury it in the deck. Core had a
Jack and a nine and waved her off. Brit had a King and a
four-of-spades. She looked at Branden.

“Any ideas?”

“Well, you lose if you bust and you lose if
don’t draw, because you have low hand,” Branden said. “You have to
take the chance.” Britt drew an Ace, and then a King. She took a
shot. She took off her boots. She reached for the white hat.

“Have the boys give you a two-hour
backrub…”

“Let me see that,” Branden said. She held it
near her chest but Core grabbed the paper from her.

“Rip the top off of one of the other girls…”
Core read.

“No... way…” Isabella said. “We’re all living
out of suitcases…”

“Just a minute,” Trask said. The big man rose
and returned with a bra and a women’s top. He had a pair of
scissors. Strategically, he snipped at parts of the clothing. He
handed it to Britt.

“Okay, you got either Asia or Isabella,” he
said. Britt looked hard at Asia and then at Isabella. She crawled
near Isabella.

“Sorry girl, Asia’s dressed just too nicely…”
Brit said.

“Shoot,” said Isabella.

“Isabella, you can put your bra back on
after.” Trask said. “Now slip into those.” Isabella turned away
from the circle; removed her bra and put the other bra and top on.
The room quieted completely. Britt kneeled before the sitting
Isabella. Isabella squinted and looked away. Britt placed a hand on
each of the bra cups. In one quick, hard, and almost violent move,
Britt ripped the entire front of the clothing open. Isabella
grimaced as her large breasts swung and shook from the movement.
Finally they came to a firm stop.

“Man!” Isabella said. Many in the circle
looked at each other. Most were flushed and grinning.

“I don’t know about anyone else, but I think
this is fucking awesome!” Core blurted.

“Said the guy who’s really good at cards…”
Britt said. Asia dealt again. Core busted by hitting a Queen and a
two. He took a shot. He took off his boots. He reached into the
black hat. He read the card. He began to laugh. He turned to
Britt.

“Fucking bitch…” he said in a whisper. He
also laughed. Isabella, at Core’s immediate right, snatched the
card and read it to the group.

“Bury you face into the crotch of a girl of
your choosing. She must still wear whatever she is wearing now.
Make umm, umm, sounds while the girl says: ‘Now love-mouth… that’s
my name for you, you like it, love-mouth? Make love to me with your
mouth! That’s good, love-mouth, that’s real good. Now you do
EXACTLY what I tell you, understand, little boy bitch? MAKE LOVE TO
ME WITH YOUR MOUTH!’

“What’s all that mean?” Isabella asked.
“Britt did you write this? When did you have time?”

“I’ll tell you later, girl.” Britt said.
“Right now I think Core’s got a Chore!” Core laughed and shook his
head. Asia frowned, as did Isabella. Trask turned to Asia and
whispered in her ear. Branden heard the petite brunette say, ‘oh…
the knees,’ and giggle.

“I have a guess as to the girl you should
choose, Core…” Branden said. But Core shook his head. He started to
slide over to Asia when Trask caught his eye. Trask clearly
motioned toward Britt. After a slight hesitation, Core slid over to
Britt. She stood. He knelt. She knocked his cowboy hat to the floor
and grabbed his hair, hard. She pulled his mouth to her daisy duke
shorts and pressed him to her crotch.

“Start making the umm, sounds,” she said.
Core obliged. Britt made him her love-mouth, just like the card
said. She said it over and over and pushed Core’s head until her
jeans had begun to rub his mouth to a bright red color. Finally she
let him stop.

“Core’s right,” Isabella
said, “this is a
fucking awesome game…” Asia dealt. Suddenly the room got very
quiet. The game had taken on a new feeling, everyone now focused on
their cards. Isabella squealed when she got two Jacks. Core built
to twenty and folded his arms across his chest. Britt blew out a
‘whew’ when she was able to hit to nineteen. Branden got a
Black-Jack. Asia built to twenty-one with a King a seven and a
four. Trask had a ten-of-hearts and a three-of-diamonds
showing.

“Nice and easy, Asia, hit me with an eight or
less.” Asia, slowly, with all but fear in her eyes, drew a card.
She looked at it. She laughed and smiled and put another three down
before Trask. Trask frowned.

“What?” Asia began but she stopped herself.
“Still not enough, huh?” She drew another card and grimaced. She
laid down and Ace-of-Hearts. “Still not enough.” She drew another
card. A Jack-of-Spades now lay before Trask. He took a drink. He
stripped off his boots. He took a piece of paper from the black
hat.

“I have a feeling the chicken dance is coming
up…” said Core.

“Not in your lifetime, mister.” Trask said.
He read the card. ‘Put a belt around your neck until it acts like a
dog leash. Let one of the girls walk you on all fours around the
backyard. By lifting one leg, pee where she tells you’. “Now that’s
a big drink of downstream water with a pisser standing upstream,”
he said.

“See…” Core said, “told ya…”

“Now, the first person that
even breathes a joke or comment about me getting that dare done gets
the ass-whipp’n of a lifetime.” Trask said. “This shit is supposed
to be sexy, not humiliating…”

“Yeah, and guys don’t ever ask gals to do
anything like humiliating?” Britt asked. She was barely able to
control a laugh.

“No,” Trask said.

“Ever suck a dick?” Britt asked.

“Now that’s different.”

“Try it and get back to me,” laughed
Britt.

“Let’s just get on with this game,” Trask
said, also with a laugh. “And missy, I’m not saying you don’t have
a point, let’s just play...” Asia dropped two cards in front of
each player in the circle. She dealt Trask a King and a Queen.
Isabella got eighteen, Core had two fives, Branden had two aces in
front of him and Asia dealt herself a six and a nine. Core built to
twenty and Branden hit and received a nine. Asia busted with a draw
of an eight. She took a shot, took off her boots and pulled a note
out of the hat.

“The reader of this card will have the other
two gals kiss and fondle her breasts for three minutes.” She
read.

“Now that’s more like it,” Trask said. Britt
grabbed a reluctant Isabella and, moving the hats and whisky bottle
from the center of the circle, pulled both girls together. With the
boys all around, Asia stripped off her top. Asia’s breasts were
completely round, top and bottom, and had rigid cleavage even with
no bra. Asia’s breasts were very hard. Both Isabella and Britt’s
breasts had a slight slope on the top and a full roundness about
them on the bottom. They also swayed and jiggled more.

Cupping the bottom of Asia’s left breast,
Britt began to kiss the sides and top, while pausing to lick the
areola. She flicked her tongue at the nipple, making it perk up.
Asia groaned. Isabella watched Britt and then, clumsily, followed
suit. Together they both continued to kiss and flick, flick and
kiss. Asia began taking little breaths and then she blew them out
quickly.

Lightly at first, and then continuing with
greater intensity, Britt began to slap Asia’s breast. She smacked
the top, and Asia squeaked. She smacked the bottom and Asia made an
‘oh!’ Noise. The boys began to close in on the circle. Isabella
pressed her mouth to Asia’s right breast and began making motorboat
sounds. Asia squirmed and protested. Britt followed suit on Asia’s
left breast and then took little light bites on the nipple. Soon
after Britt placed her mouth over as much of Asia’s breast as she
could and began to suck in earnest. Isabella did the same.

“Okay… okay…” Asia yelled, “You’re driving me
crazy…” Britt reached her hand between Asia’s legs and the boys
watched as the girl clamped down on the petite brunette’s sex. The
boys began to clap and cheer. Britt grabbed the girl’s mound, hard.
“It’s up! Three minutes is up!” Asia groaned. Britt looked over to
the big man. The ex-marshal looked at his watch and nodded.
Everyone returned to their place in the circle.

“Good girl,” Trask said.

“Man! That tingles…” Asia said. “I swear I
almost came…” Asia took her bra and slowly covered her now
bright-pink, tender breasts. She grabbed them both and seated them
tenderly in the cups. “I’m glad it didn’t say an hour,” she
muttered, almost to herself. “I don’t know I would have done -
Britt you have a wicked strong mouth.”

“Here, here…” said Core. After frowning at
Core, Asia reached for the cards. She dealt. Everyone built a
strong hand except Branden, who busted. He took a swig of whisky.
He removed his shirt. He took a note from the black hat. He read
it.

“The holder of this card is to have the girl
to his left spank him,” Branden read, “HARD.” Branden looked over
at a now grinning Asia. “Great,” he said.

“Get on all fours, cowboy…” Asia ordered.
Branden obliged. The girl stood, walked over to Branden and knelt
behind the man. She stuck her hand underneath him. She undid his
belt. Branden looked at Britt who was grinning from ear-to-ear.
With a quick pull Asia had Branden’s jeans around his thighs. He
wore no briefs. She scrunched the pants around his knees and spit
into her hand. Branden’s clean ass and everything else was in plain
view. Asia put her hand between Branden’s legs and grabbed his
penis. Branden again looked at Britt, who was now laughing quietly.
Then, drawing her arm back, Asia hit Branden’s ass with a
spit-covered hand. An impossibly loud ‘smack’ reverberated through
the room. Asia hit Branden a second time, harder. She did it again.
Small five-fingered fiery hand-prints began to pepper Branden’s
ass. He also, those in the circle noticed, was becoming completely
aroused.

“You’ve been a bad little boy,” Asia said,
“Clapping and cheering while I almost come because of those horny
girls munching my boobs…” She pronounced horny, “Ho-nee”. “Spread
your legs, boy,” she said. Again Branden obliged. She smacked his
ass again and again. Then to everyone’s surprise, she kissed his
ass. She bent his cock toward her with her small hand. She put her
mouth on it.

“Asia!” Trask called to
her. “One thing at a time, little girl…” Sheepishly, Asia crawled
back to her place in the circle. Branden, looking a bit confused,
pulled up his jeans and crawled back to his place in the circle. He stared,
open-mouthed, for just a second, at Britt. Britt just put her hands
up and shrugged. She then smiled and gave Branden a big sarcastic
‘thumbs-up’.

“Deal,” Trask said. “If everyone agrees,
instead of a dare on a note, the third step will be a strip-tease,
all the way to the buff.”

As Asia dealt the cards, everyone in the
circle, one by one, agreed. Asia busted. The girl stood and pulled
off her clothing one piece at a time. She undid her bra, showing
breasts that still had pink marks on them. She pulled off her
leggings and thong. Her pubic area was shaved - all that was
visible was a slightly darker triangle of puffy skin, centered by a
darker cleft-like line.

Core had the next low hand. Mimicking a male
dancer, he rose, gyrated and stripped off first his shirt and then
his jeans. He pulled on himself until he was hard, while undulating
his toned abs and pecks. He danced for the girls, who whistled and
catcalled at him.

Brendan was next. With a smile and a short
look toward Britt, he simply disrobed. He appeared to be
semi-aroused.

Britt followed Branden. She stretched one
long, lean arm up toward the ceiling and with her right hand she
stripped off her spaghetti-string top. She flung it at Branden. She
wore no bra. Then she turned away from the circle and bent down
until her face was between her knees, while at the same time she
pulled her daisy-duke shorts down. Her firm ass and puss was on
display for all that would look. All did. She then turned around,
and, with her boots still on, flung her shorts into the circle with
a kick. She was not wearing panties. Britt had what Branden called
a bacon-strip. Her public hair was shaved into a small swatch, an
inch above her pussy.

Isabella giggled the entire time she
stripped, but made an impression on the others when she bent over
as Britt did and then dropped in a split position. While doing the
splits she bounced her boobs, and licked one of her nipples
herself. The boys applauded and Isabella beamed.

Trask rose and shredded his shirt off with
his bare hands. He pulled off his jeans. His cock was also
semi-hard. What it lacked in length, it made up for in girth. Britt
thought that Trask had the thickest cock she had ever seen.

“Okay,” Trask began. “Here’s what’s next, if
any or all want to participate, let everyone else know,” said the
ex-marshal. He reached into a black bag pulled out a small box.
“This is a special timer-clock. I can set it to go off at any
interval I want. I usually set it for one minute. The game is
similar to musical chairs.” Trask said. Britt and Branden looked at
each other. Isabella giggled. Asia bit her lip.

“We alternate the givers and the takers.”
Trask said. “First, three of the same sex get down on all fours,
dog style, lined up in a nice row - they are the givers. The clock
is set to go off every one minute - it buzzes an alarm.” The big
man made the alarm go off. It buzzed. “Next the opposite sex
circles around them - the are the takers. Crawling on their knees,
while always keeping a hand on a body part of one of the three
givers, the kneelers, they crawl in a circle waiting for the
buzzer. They do that until the alarm goes off.

The circler then gets to do anything they
want to the body part they are touching, until the alarm goes off
again, and then we start over.” Britt was smiling but Isabella
looked as if a chemistry instructor was teaching her the elemental
chart. “Every six minutes we switch - the circlers become the
circled.”

“Anyone game raise your hands,” Trask said.
Everyone in the circle raised their hands. “Okay, let’s start with
the boys lined up in a row, and the gals circling.”

Branden, Core and Trask were each on their
hands and knees, shoulder-to-shoulder. Asia set the clock. Britt,
Isabella and Asia began to crawl around the men in a circle. Each
placed and then replaced their hands on a body part of the man in
front of them. The girls moved from right to left. Brit had her
hand on Branden’s mouth. As she crawled toward Core she moved her
hand to the back of his head. As she got to Trask she first placed
her hand on his huge bicep, and was about to crawl around him and
place her hand on his butt when the alarm went off. Isabella had
her hand on Core’s ass. Asia had her hand over Branden’s mouth.

“So,” Isabella asked, “what do we do
now?”

“Whatever we want,” Britt said, “but we’ve
only got one minute. She sat in front of Trask and his big arm. She
turned her back to him. “Start the backrub, big guy…” Trask began
to massage Britt’s back with his huge arm, the one Britt had been
touching when the alarm went off.

Asia crawled under Branden and spread her
legs. Her hand had been on Branden’s mouth.

“Start licking me my big handsome, boy…” she
said. After a look toward Britt, who had turned only her head to
peer at him, Branden buried his face in Asia’s puss. She responded
by thrusting her hips and pushing his head deeper into her
crotch.

Isabella sat with her hand on Core’s ass,
stunned, and looked around. Suddenly she rose, straddled Core like
he was a pony, and began slapping his ass like a jockey would whip
a horse in a race.

“Giddy-up, sweetmeat…” she shouted. “Bad
pony,” she said and she slapped Core’s ass with abandon. “You are
such a bad horsey…” She began to pinch and scratch Core’s butt.
“Horsey is rotten to the Core!” Isabella laughed. The other girls
began to giggle. The boys only looked at each other. The alarm went
off. Each girl began to circle the boys again. This time they all
circled very slowly, each girl pausing at different intervals but
moving if another girl came up behind her. Britt circled around
Trask and put her hand on the next boy, Core. She touched his feet.
She moved to the back of Branden. She reached under him and lifted
her hand onto his penis and balls. She gave him a gentle squeeze
and quick rub. He was hard. She moved around him to his front. She
placed her hand on the back of his head. She moved onto Core, where
she placed her hand on his mouth. He let her put her thumb between
his lips. He sucked her thumb. The alarm went off. Isabella was at
Trask’s ass, holding his cock. Asia was at the back of Branden
touching his dick. Britt turned her back on Core. She bent
over.

“Kiss my butt, Core.” Britt said. “Nice and
gentle, and all over.” Core did what he was told. He planted little
kisses all over Britt’s ass. Isabella burst out laughing behind
Trask.

“Make Mooo sounds, Trask.” Isabella said. She
began pulling on Trask’s large balls like she thought they were a
cow’s udder. With her other hand she was treating Trask’s thick
cock like a teat. Trask looked at the others, who were stifling
giggles. He looked over his shoulder and frowned. Isabella kept at
it. “This cow’s gonna give some yummy cream…” Again she pulled hard
on the ex-marshal’s dick. “MAN IS THIS GAME FUN!” she said.

Asia laid down with her head between
Branden’s knees. “Fuck my mouth, cowboy,” Asia said. Branden did as
he was told.

After a minute, the alarm went off. The girls
again circled until the alarm rang once again. Britt had her hand
on the back of Branden’s head. She began to deep kiss him while
rubbing his chest. Branden french-kissed Britt and fondled her
breasts.

Isabella was at Trask’s front, touching his
mouth. She pushed her puss toward Trask. “EAT THIS SNATCH, Wyatt
Earp!” Isabella bellowed. Trask obliged. Isabella began quickly, in
little bursts, slapping each of Trask’s cheeks with each of her
small hands. Whap, whap, whap went her hands, left and right, right
and left. “Eat, eat, eat, Marshall Dillon!” Isabella said. “That’ll
teach the bad boy to shoot nice eagles,” she said. “Bad
eagle-killer!”

Asia was at Core’s back, holding his penis.
She tapped Core’s legs until he moved them wide enough for her to
crawl underneath him. In the missionary position, Core plunged deep
into the petite girl. He pulled with his abs and brought his penis
into the girl with force. Again and again he stroked and plunged,
withdrew and then surged forward again. The alarm sounded.

“Damn,” Trask said. “I reckon it’s about
time.” He rose up and stared hard at Isabella.

“What’s that mean?” Isabella asked.

“It means we switch,” Britt
said. “It means we’re the ones lined up and they are the ones that
circle us.”

“Oh boy…” Isabella said.
“Oh… Boy… Shit…”

The alarm went off. The boys circled. First
came Branden, then Trask and in the last position crawled Core. The
girls were lined up, right to left, Britt, Asia and Isabella at the
end. Branden touched Britt’s head, then moved on to Asia. He also
placed a hand on Asia’s head. He did the same to Isabella. He moved
to the back of Isabella patted her ass and then moved to the back
of Asia. He watched as Trask and Core choreographed their
movements.

They placed themselves very carefully on each
side of Isabella, front and back. They began to move very slowly.
Branden made it to Britt’s front. He placed a hand on the back of
her head. The alarm went off. Branden was in front of Britt. Core
was in front of Isabella, with his thumb in her mouth. Trask was at
the rear of Isabella with his thumb between her butt cheeks.

“Oh, boy,” whispered Branden to Britt. “I
hope dumb-shit knows what she’s gotten herself into…” Branden
peered over at the other two boys in time to see Trask push a
little button on their alarm clock. Britt saw it too and laughed.
Branden began to kiss Britt on her mouth. Britt kissed back.

“Now, I say this little filly needs a good,
HARD, workout.” Trask said. Asia was next to Isabella. She had no
boy before or behind her. She reached over and grabbed Isabella’s
breast.

“I recall someone really liked to give a boob
a HARD work-out,” Asia said.

“The operative word being… “HARD,” laughed
Core, who had his thumb still in Isabella’s mouth. Isabella looked
as if she were trying to say something. “You trying to speak,
honey-mouth?” Core asked. Britt watched as Trask stroked his thick
member. He had it poised just before Isabella’s firm ass. “Don’t
try to speak, sweet-meat,” Core said. “You’re going to have
something in the way…” Core was stroking his cock and had it poised
before Isabella’s mouth.

“I reckon she wants to tell us how fun this
game is…” Trask said. Asia had pulled one of Isabella’s breasts
into her mouth and was sucking, hard.

“Shall we go on the count of three, Marshal
Dillon?” Core said. “Or wait, was Wyatt Earp?” Core asked.

“I think it was eagle-killer, if I remember
right…” Trask said. Asia began smacking Isabella’s breasts with
hard upward slaps. Asia placed Isabella in what to Branden looked
like a wrestling hold. She had her arm wrapped around Isabella’s
waist. Isabella was on all fours, with Core at her head and Trask
at her tail. Each man had large, firm, strong hands holding
Isabella’s ass and head.

“Hey Britt,” breathed Branden. “Out front is
a parked, 1959 cherry-red Chevrolet Impala convertible, that’s just
perfect for two…” Branden whispered.

“I think I know what you mean.” Britt said.
Britt and Branden were close, still kissing but breathing little
words to each other. Branden was naked but Britt still had her
cowboy boots on. Branden searched the room. The boys and Asia were
still taunting Isabella. They were also speaking in hushed tones.
Branden saw his boots sat by the coffee table to his immediate
left. Britt’s shorts were to her left, and her red top was crumpled
in a small ball by the sliding glass doors that led to the
pool.

“ONE…” Core said.

“The pool area has a gate.” Branden quickly
whispered. “I think it leads to the parking pad, where the Chevy
is.”

“What about our clothes?” Britt whispered.
Branden’s jeans were in a heap by an end-table. His shirt lay by
his side.

“They are somewhere around…” Branden
said.

“TWO…” Track said

“All I want are my boots and jeans,” Branden
said. “And at the car the first thing we do is unload their
stuff.”

“How do we do this?” Britt whispered. She
watched as Trask spit in his hand. She watched as Asia held a hand
up to the boys as a signal to wait. Britt heard the girl say, ‘her
tits aren’t ripe enough yet’ and watched as Asia began to slap
Isabella’s breasts hard.

“You know the Mission Impossible theme?”
Branden asked. Britt frowned but nodded. “Hum that tune to
yourself: Bum, bum, bum-bum, bum, bum, bum-bum, diddle doo…” He
said. Britt watched as Asia let her hand down. “We make a grab for
whatever clothes we can and we get out of here like they do in that
T.V. show.” Branden said. He was speaking very fast. His eyes were
also on the trio around Isabella. Trask was again spitting into his
huge hand. “At ‘THREE’ I stand up and shout ‘POOL PARTY - TIME TO
SKINNY DIP’. Then we dart to the poo…”

“THREE!” Core shouted.

Branden leapt up and shouted, “SKINNY DIP
TIME - POOL PARTY!”

Isabella wailed. Branden wasn’t sure if it
was an exclamation of pleasure or pain. He decided it was both. He
watched as both Core and Trask entered Isabella. For a moment
Branden laughed, in his mind was a picture of a corn-on-the-cob
being skewered at both ends with those impaler things.

“YESSSS!” Isabella shouted. She had just been
able to pull Core’s cock out of her mouth. In a second it was back
in.

Britt had her top and shorts in her hands and
Branden had his boots and shirt. He grabbed a pair of jeans.

“YESSS!” Isabella wailed again. Core and
Trask began treating Isabella like she was some kind of marionette
seesaw, up and down, in and out. Trask plunged into her ass hole as
Isabella gurgled and choked on Core’s dick. Only Asia turned her
head as Branden announced his pool ‘party’.

“Harder, Trask!” Isabella yelled. Core
grabbed her head and thrust his penis again into her mouth. Asia
slapped Isabella’s breasts.

Britt had her meager clothes clasped to her
breasts and ran toward the sliding glass door in her cowboy boots.
Branden had his hands full of clothes and ran with his penis
swinging between his legs. “Pool party, everyone!” he shouted
again. Again, only Asia turned. Trask and Core were still
book-ending Isabella with their cocks. Isabella was shaking and
shivering. Branden saw the girl’s eyes roll to the back of her
head.

YESSS… I’M COMING…” Isabella shouted.

Britt was out, passed the sliding door. It
had grown dark, but the neon-green of the brightly lit pool made
the back yard easy to navigate. Branden pushed up against her and
nudged her toward a gate in the back of the yard.

“I’M… COMING…” Branden heard Isabella shout.
“TO… THE… POOL… PARTY…” Branden and Britt both turned. They could
see, past the glass and into the living room, the four of them
still coupled in a knot. They were brightly lit by the house
lights. It looked to Branden like some kind of kaleidoscope
show.

Britt and Branden made their way to the gate.
It was locked. “HEY… GUYS… IS… A… MINUTE… ABOUT… UP?” Isabella’s
voice was just barely audible from the back yard gate.

Britt, her bare ass bouncing in the
moonlight, turned to Branden with a quizzical, worried look and
pointed. A key operated padlock hung on a metal gate latch. Branden
grabbed the lock, and, with all the force he could, pulled. The
entire assembly, lock, latch and screws ripped free of the wood.
Branden dropped it at his feet. Britt and Branden ran through the
gate and rounded a large cactus-lined hedge. There, on the parking
pad, stood an old pickup and a 1959 Chevrolet Impala convertible.
Branden stopped before the trunk that housed Core’s and Isabella’s
suitcases. With both Britt and him standing naked before the Chevy,
he unfurled the jeans he carried. They were huge. Their pockets
were empty.

“Shit…” He said.

“What?” Britt asked. She had quickly put on
her top. She was now only wearing boots and a spaghetti-string red
top with a flower in the center of it. She was unrolling her
daisy-duke shorts, that seemed to have grown in volume.

“These are Trask’s jeans.” Branden said. “I
think mine are still in the house. They have my wallet and keys in
them.” Branden let out a sigh.

“We’ll just…go… back…” Britt began, but she
stopped herself. Her daisy-dukes had unfurled into a pair of
full-sized, man’s jeans. They jingled. Branden grabbed them from
her.

“FUCK!” Branden shouted. He had his keys out
and the trunk open in less than a minute. “I love you, Britt,
you’re such a fucking damn good-luck charm…” he said. They both
dragged a giant suitcase from the Chevy’s trunk. They also tossed
out a duffle bag. Britt kissed Branden hard. He closed the trunk.
He threw his boots and his jeans in the back of the Chevy. He
tossed a giant pair of jeans on to the luggage. He pointed Britt
toward the car’s passenger seat. Bare-assed, he hopped into the
driver’s seat. Britt had paused. There, before the girl wearing
only boots and a red top, stood an older couple walking a dog.

“REMEMBER THE ALAMO!” Britt yelled. She was
in the front seat and Branden was screeching out of the driveway
before the old couple could close their mouths.

“The Alamo?” Branden laughed. “We’re in
Arizona!”

“And we’re off to L.A to become movie stars,
right?” asked Britt.

“You bet your sweet ass,” Branden said. He
looked over. Britt did have a sweet ass. As he pulled the Chevy out
onto the lonely desert highway, he added, “or dishwashers or food
servers or whatever.” He said. Then he added, “I love you
Britt.”

In the moonlight, on a dark Arizona highway,
in a slightly swerving cherry-red 1959 Chevrolet Impala, two people
in love kissed. And kissed. And kissed.

###

THE END

If you liked this story look for other
chapters of naughty Britt’s adventures every month or so. Also
check out my other books under author William A. Patrick III.

Leave a review, if you can, and THANKS!

khingemail@yahoo.com
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