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Excerpt

 


The thick one took a half-step back and
turned me to face the lanky one. He was just standing up from
having removed his shorts. My eyes lit up and I'm sure my job
dropped at what I saw before me. Like him, his chocolatey dick was
long – longer than his compatriot's, though just a bit thinner.
Neither one was anything to sneeze at and I was about to take the
both of them!

 


The thick guy wrapped his
strong, muscular, dark arm around my midsection and bent me over
it. I reached out for the lanky guy to stabilize myself as I felt
my feet being prodded to spread. Oh,
gaaaawd! This is it!

 


I shuddered and moaned as
he ran the fat head of his hard, thick dong against my hungry pussy
lips, coating it with my constantly flowing juices. Bent over as I
was, I found my lips just an inch or two away from the lanky one's
bobbing cock. And then I felt the first thick black cock being
pushed into me...


Blacked at the Rest
Stop!
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Chapter 1

 



"This should do," said my boyfriend,
Todd.

 


"Do for what?" I asked.

 


"You said you were getting sleepy," he
replied. I looked around. We were parked in an otherwise-empty rest
stop out on one of the smaller highways.

 


"Yeah, I know, but I meant we should go to a
motel and get some sleep. Not this." I motioned around at all the
desertion.

 


"It's only a few more hours to my Mom and
Dad's," he said, completely ignoring my objection. "All I need is a
couple hours' nap and I'll be good to go. No need to be spending a
hundred dollars for that."

 


"I'm not asking for the Four Seasons," I
countered. "We just passed a place that was only 25. It's got to be
better than this. It's deserted. It's creepy." Todd snorted.

 


"If you saw this place during the day, you'd
be all excited and want to go for a walk in the woods. It's
beautiful country around here."

 


"Maybe," I said, "but right now it's dark
and creepy as hell." But he wasn't to be dissuaded so I decided to
make the best of it. I let him calm down a bit, putting his seat
back and trying to relax. I started talking to him, softly, then
reached out and touched him. I was trying to get something
started.

 


"Babe," he said, pulling away. Never a good
sign. "Come on, let's get some shuteye."

 


I pulled away but just for a moment. I let
them settle down, then touched his thigh, seductively. Again, he
squirmed. "What's wrong with you?" he asked. Oh, that did it!

 


"What's wrong with me?" I said,
incredulously. "We've been in this car together for four days and
you haven't touched me once, that's what's wrong!"

 


"I told you," he explained. "I'm tired. I've
been doing all the driving."

 


"And I told you I would do
some of it but you won't let me." And so it went, back and forth,
for several minutes but then I realize he was going to be stubborn
and somehow turn it all into my fault. Every night, every place we
stopped, it was the same thing. We were on the road, alone… A girl
has needs, you know? And I knew that once we got to his parents'
house, there wouldn't be any loving because "They might overhear."
More excuses. That's been happening a lot,
lately, come to think of it.

 


Eventually, I cut my losses. I just told him
I was overtired. He gave me a little bit of a hug and a quick kiss
on the cheek. "It can be tough, cooped up in a little car like
this," he said. "Someday, we'll have a bigger one, just you wait
and see." And then he laid back and closed his eyes and somehow,
within a minute or two, he was fast asleep. I was still fuming but
I tried to put it aside and catch a few winks, myself.

 


I guess I waited a little too long to try
and sleep. He beat me to the punch and that meant snoring. In a big
room, I could turn and even put a pillow over my head and that
would help. But in this small car, it just reverberated off the
windows. It seemed far louder than it really should. You would
think that in the two years since we started dating and then moved
in together, that I would have gotten used to it, but no. Try as I
might, I just couldn't fall asleep. Even if he had a couple of
minutes where he wasn't making noise, the moment I started to
actually slip into unconsciousness, he would snort or rattle or
groan and that would be that.

 


I gave it the old college try, working at it
for over half an hour. Finally, I couldn't take it anymore.
Besides, I was getting the urge to pee. I sat up and quietly opened
the car door and slipped out, gently closing it behind me. I may
have been mad at him but I still loved him enough not to
purposefully try to wake him up.

 


The moon was out and it bathed the
surroundings with its muted light. I could see the tall trees of
the woods that surrounded the rest stop. I smiled as I admitted to
myself that I probably would, indeed, love the place during the
day.
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