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Gun Play

By

Norm DePloom
I

'm driving to a little store in the country.

I'm going there to fix their burglar alarm.

It's a warn summer night.

I'm hot and sweaty.

I want sex.

I see her hitchhiking on the side of the road.

My cock throbs, and twitches at the sight.

I slow down and stop.

She climbs into the cab of the truck.

I can see her hard nipples through the thin T-shirt.

I don't ask her name.

She doesn't offer it.

I sneak glances at her cut-off-jean-covered crotch.

She sneaks glances at the bulge in my work pants.

When we get to the store I suggest that she come inside with me.

She hesitates, then accompanies me.

I lock the door behind us and take her into the storeroom.

In the half dark storeroom I pull out the pistol and point it at her face.

"Take of your clothes, bitch."

I say in a cold even tone.

She tries to tell me that I can fuck her if I want to.

She tries to tell me that I don't need to point the gun at her.

I grab her by the neck.

I choke her as I push her up against the wall.

"Take off your clothes you fucking little whore."

I scream at her.

Then release her.

She almost stumbles then catches her balance.

I watch and stroke my cock through my pants.

She slowly undresses with trembling hands.

She gives me begging looks not to hurt her.

When she's naked she tries to cover her breasts and cunt with her hands.

I force her to put her hands to her side.

"Don't cover yourself, slut"

I walk slowly around her looking at her from all sides.

When I get back to her front I put the end of the gun barrel on her cheek.

I slowly drag it across her skin.

I drag it down her neck.

I drag it up her left breast to her nipple.

I push the barrel onto her hard nipple forcing it to sink into her breast.

She watches the cold blue steel move over her skin.

Despite the heat, goose bumps cover her body.

I spiral the gun barrel down her left breast.

I drag it up her right breast to the other nipple.

Her breathing is jerky and labored.

I run the gun barrel down over her stomach.

Her stomach muscles twitch and try to pull away from the cold steel.

I step closer to her, towering over her.

She can feel my hot breath on her cheeks.

I slip the gun barrel between her legs.

She winces as I rub the rough front sight back and forth over her clitoris.

"Please..."

She says softly with a sob.

I don't know if she's saying please continue, or please stop.

I don't think she knows either.

I grab a handful of her hair.

I force her to look up at me.

I push the gun barrel back and forth over her cunt lips.

I tell her what a slut she is.

"Only a slut would get into a car with a strange man."

"Only a dirty little whore would come into an empty building at night."

Tears roll down her cheeks.

But the gun barrel slips easily on her slick cunt lips.

Her breathing is rapid and excited.

Her nipples are hard and begging for attention.

"Only a fucking whore slut would have a wet cunt when she's being fucked with a gun."

"You're a slut and you want me to fuck you."

I tell her.

I push the gun deeper into her pussy.

I lick a tear from her cheek.

I pull her down by her hair.

I force her to lie on a pile of rough burlap bags.

I spread her legs.

I kneel between them.

My cock throbs with impatience.

I start over with the gun barrel on her cheek.

I run the gun barrel down her body.

I concentrate on her nipples.

I drag it across her stomach.

I can feel the heat radiating from her body.

I can see her cunt juice oozing out.

I can see it running down the crack of her ass.

"Look at the little whore's wet cunt."

I say not taking my eyes off it.

She's oozing so much that her ass is almost as slick as her pussy.

I bring the gun barrel down to her cunt.

I push the first inch inside her.

I cock the gun.

"You better hope I don't loose control."

I tell her with an evil grin.

The fear in her eyes makes my cock twitch and jerk.

(She didn't see me remove the bullets.)

I fuck another inch of the barrel in and out of her cunt.

I pull it out and move it to her ass.

I fuck just the tip of the gun barrel into her tight rear hole.

I watch in fascination as the cold steel stretches her crinkled little pink ass.

I can feel her sphincter muscle twitching on the gun barrel.

I move the gun barrel back to her cunt.

I tease her with just the tip of the barrel.

I tease her until she looses control.

She begins to hump her hips.

She tries to fuck her self on the gun.

"Fuck yourself on the cold steel, you fucking slut whore."

I yell.

I fuck the gun barrel faster and harder in and out of her cunt.

I fuck her with the cold blue steel until she screams and cums.

I pull the gun barrel out of her cunt and replace it with my cock.

I'm flooded with joy as my cock sinks into her tight wet hole.

I force her to lick her juice from the gun barrel.

"Suck it like a cock, bitch."

I scream at her as I fuck her hot wet cunt.

I fuck her tight cunt and hold the cocked gun while she sucks on the barrel.

She starts to cum.

I squeeze the trigger.

Her body spasms as the gun clicks.

She arches her back.

Every muscle in her body tightens and spasms.

Her cunt grabs and milks my hard cock.

"Oh god, fuck me."

She screams.

It feels like her cunt is going to rip my cock from my body.

I cum buckets into her grasping cunt.

I pull the gun from her mouth.

I fuck her mouth with my tongue.

I roll off her hot sweaty body.

We slowly get dressed.

"Can you give me a ride home?"

She asks.

