

NEW BEGINNINGS

Story Codes MF, rom, cons, snuff
This is a fictional story regarding an invasion of the west coast of the United States by a fanatical radical religious military force.  They attack the I-5 corridor of Washington State from Vancouver BC and sweep south taking all the cities along that corridor from Blaine of the northern us-Canadian border to Vancouver Washington on the Columbia River.  The fighting is fierce but the occupation is worse in that they recruited drug dealers and thugs to form multiple insurgent gangs as their occupying influence.  These antiestablishment gangs routinely disemboweled all US troops, police, or other authority figures caught or left behind.  The females were repeatedly raped and used while many of the males were sexually mutilated and anally abused prior to being disemboweled.  The male civilians were sexually mutilated and enslaved while the females were repeatedly gang raped prior to enslavement.  Every one over fifty or those kids under ten, anyone grossly over weight, disabled, sick or otherwise infirmed are killed outright as not being useful slave material.  By the time the invading army reached Everett the news of the type of occupation to expect was well known all down the I-5 corridor so mass suicides were common both among civilians and any military personnel that are certain to be captured.
The army formed special search and destroy units to remove potential gang members ahead of the main troop withdrawals these units normally comprised of combat hardened Special Forces personnel and K-9 handlers with dogs that are trained to spot potentially suspicious people attempting to hide from the unit as well as drugs and or explosives.  The personnel forming these search and destroy units were rotated in and out on a regular basis to hopefully prevent them from becoming as hardened antisocial individuals as they were after.

The most successful areas for these search and destroy units to operate in are the more isolated island and peninsula sections of Puget Sound and the rural agricultural communities off the main highly populated parts of the I-5 corridor.  Both the Olympic and the Cascade mountain ranges with their wilderness areas formed natural barriers to hold the invading force to the main I-5 corridor.  Those renegades that wandered off the beaten path along the high densely populated I-5 corridor path were quickly neutralized by local gorilla action so that the thug gangs couldn’t really get a god foothold in these areas making the teams even more effective in eliminating the gangs.
In the early spring about a year and a half after the first invasion of Washington the troop withdrawal had reached the banks of the Columbia River at Vancouver Washington.  The US Government had written off the whole western part of Washington State and decided to make its stand on the Oregon side of the river after blowing every bridge crossing the river between the Bonneville Dam and its mouth to the Pacific Ocean.

The military demolition teams effectively leveled all the buildings in the city and all the residents that couldn’t get across the river in time committed mass suicide leaving the invading forces and occupying thugs a wasteland of rubble and death.
Dan a Special Forces Master Sergeant is the sole survivor of his unit assigned to provide rear guard for the withdrawing US troops to give adequate time to blow the city, get as many civilians as possible across the bridges and get across themselves before the bridges were blown.  His squad was ambushed twice in the northern outskirts of the city.  By some miracle he survived both ambushes with only minor flesh wounds while all of the thugs in both gangs and the rest of his squad were killed.  The ambushes delayed his arrival at the river where he witnessed the last bridge blow and fall into the river from a vantage point over half a mile away.  In stead of committing suicide right then he radioed the troops in Oregon telling them of his plight and volunteering to find a lookout vantage point in the rubble from which to spy on the invading force.  Also advising them that he should have some uninhibited time because his squad had annulated two gangs of thugs on their way into town and from previous experience in other cities there are normally only two active gangs per city.
He cast about on the highest ground which afforded a view of both the river in the south and I-5 approach in the north for a suitable pile of rubble to hide in.  He located what was once a large multi story building with concrete roof deck and floors that had been collapsed into a pile with the roof and floor diaphragms still in one piece and with a relative large secure clearable space below them.  He found an entrance at what had once been the loading dock and that the mechanical equipment and utility tunnel provided space to crawl in under the stack of cement diaphragms and as an added bonus there were slots in the rubble that provided good useable view ports to both the north and to the south.  The central ex-lobby area provided a relatively large area to setup a camp in.  After he radioed in his position to the Oregon military command he sat back to relax for a while.
About an hour after his position transmission he heard some noise outside in the rubble on the northern side of his location.  He raised his weapon ready to fire through the lookout slot.  What he saw caused him to hesitate.  First he saw a German Shepard queue in on his lookout slot followed shortly by a pair of army combat boots topped by Army combat camouflage pants.  Not releasing his grip on his weapon he yelled out “WHO GOES THERE SQUAT AND BE RECONIZED IMMEDIATELY!”
A face appeared outside the slot in the rain answering his hail “Oh my god Dan is that you Command said that a single GI had reported in from this position but failed to give a name.  We missed getting across the last bridge also and were directed here to assist you in your lookout duty 

“Jan is that really you and is that Shasta with you Good God if I have to be trapped on this side of the river there is no one in the world better to be trapped with.”  Hearing Dan’s voice call out her name Shasta’s tail started going like a plane propeller she had located and queued her human pack’s Alpha-male and now with her Alpha-female her pack is complete all together once again this made her the hippest dog on the planet.  Yipping for joy she attempted to crawl through the lookout slot to get to him.

As a team Dan, Jan, and Shasta are one of the most productive search and destroy and special combat team in the Western Washington Command.  Shasta had taken to Dan as her pack’s Alpha-male and second handler.  Most K-9s will respond to only a single handler/master but in the case of Shasta Dan and Jan meshed together like real pack dual Alpha leaders so she responded to either one individually or both as if they were a single individual handler.  Even though their relationship is truly a plutonic friendship (due to military regulations more than personal choice) Jan also feels that Dan is her Alpha-male counter part and Dan feels that Jan is his corresponding Alpha-female counter part.  They are extremely and deeply in love with each other even without the more traditional physical act of sexual love. 
Dan directs Jan to go around to the North-East corner of the rubble pile to where the loading dock area saying that he would meet them there.  Shasta continued to try to get at Dan through the slot until he directed her to go with Jan which she promptly did.
They were waiting there when Dan pushed away the crumpled remains of the mechanical room door to allow them access.  Once inside Dan replaced the crumpled door once again obscuring the entrance and Shasta shook the accumulated rain water off her coat and rose up on her rear legs to greet Dan.  Jan shook his hand in a friendly semi military greeting.  Dan led Jan through the utility tunnel to his camp in the lobby area of what once was a office tower following way behind Shasta who ran ahead following his scent.
Jan set up her bed roll next to Dan’s with a space for Shasta’ blanket between them as is their normal pattern when bivouacking while on a team patrol.  Dan noticed that the left arm of Jan’s shirt is bloody and she is favoring that arm.  At the same time Jan spotted the blood soaking through multiple places on Dan’s shirt and pants from his wounds.  Being closer to her pack she pulled out her First-Aid kit to take care of Dan neglecting her own wounds.  Dan stopped her as she moved over to care for him saying “your left arm appears to be the most injured item between us; you can think about dressing my wounds after I take care of that arm soldier.  Having put it that way, reminded Jan that they are still a military squad member and he out ranks her so she removes her shirt to allow him access to the wound on her arm.
He finds that she has been grazed by either a piece of shrapnel or a bullet that also made a shallow cut across her ribs on her back slightly under her bra strap.  He cleaned; field stitched and dressed her arm then informed her of the scratch on her back under her bra strap.  She told him to go a head and remove her bra and he put some anti-bacterial ointment and bandage in it saying “You should leave the bra off for a few days to give this time to heal.  Do you have a clean shirt that I can get for you?”
She said “I’ll get it; you have done enough for me already.  Does this mean that you don’t like the view?”

Dan comments “Jan I have been dreaming about you and getting an opportunity to have this kind of view ever scene we meet for our first mission over a year ago.  I realize that you as a normal woman are probably very sensitive about the small size of your breasts because the popular concept that a woman’s worth is equal to their breast size.  Personally I feel that any person’s worth originates in their mind and personality not in the size of a woman’s breasts.  What see and believe your (he picks up her bra and reads the size label) size ‘B-Cup’ breasts matches your physical body shape and personality perfectly.  I think that you have a very perfect body in all aspects you are a beautiful and you are a very desirable woman.  If we ever get out of this situation alive I would like the opportunity to take you out on a romantic date where we could legitimately share a lot more than this topless view.  I would wish for a complete view along with a lot of intimate contact but for now we are still in the US Army with a mission to attend to.”
She gets her shirt puts it on blushing at his comment.  Then she orders him to strip his bloody shirt and pants off so she can attend to his wounds.  As he sits on his bed roll in only his Government Issue skivvies she cleans and dresses his wounds finding that none are as deep, large, or as serious as her arm wound.  “Dan if we ever get out of this situation alive I accept your invitation to a romantic date.  From my perspective this view of you is better than my wildest dreams that I have had about you.  Now you better get dressed before I loose my will power and jump your beautiful but injured bones.”
About that time they hear some noise from outside and move to the slots Dan taking the North and Jan taking the South which is closer to the campsite.  Using hand signals they direct Shasta to lay and be quite.  Dan spots a single scout vehicle that travels to the river edge at the base of what was once the interstate bridge and turns around heading back north.  Dan puts on clean pants and shirt while Jan radios in the activity report that she has joined forces with Dan and describes the action of the scout vehicle.  The lookouts of the other side of the river have also spotted the scout vehicle and their report confirms what they saw and what they suspected that the main attack force is located somewhere out of sight north of the city limits probably waiting out the worst of the rain before moving south.  Now that the bridges are gone there is no great rush to reach the river bank so they can take their time moving through what was once Vancouver, WA.
They ask for her exact location but she hesitates glancing at Dan who shakes his head and comes to the radio telling them that this contact has already compromised their location with the present length and content of this transmission and that they are now on the move to a new location and it may be some time before they contact Oregon Command again.  After shutting down the radio Dan asks “Jan what do you think?  Just now they acted more like they want us caught than the want further information I think that from now on we are on our own.”
Jan agrees with his assessment of the situation saying “Your squad may have taken out two gangs this mourning but based upon past performance there will be at least one more gang operating in this place by tomorrow mourning with the specific instructions search us out and kill us hopping trapping us here till we either are caught, starve, and/or commit suicide.  Teamed with you again I have way too much to live for to be willing to just sit here and do nothing as living decoys for any origination that doesn’t respect either our position or welfare.  I’m all for packing it in right now and heading east toward the Cascades maybe we could find a way to get across them and rejoin the military and possibly have a chance at a future together but if we stay here were much longer we’re nothing but dead meat.”
Before she finishes her speech Dan is already starting to pack-up as well as is she is as she talked.  As soon as they finished packing Dan went to the North lookout slots where he noticed movement on the far edge of his field of vision.  Time wise it was dusk and the setting sun (which was peaking out though some of the western clouds) was being reflected off rain slick helmets and gun barrels of troops on the move.  He has Jan bring both the night glasses and the binoculars.  Using the visual aids we see that the major attack force is on the move south and that as they pass any relative large rubble (larger than a single family residence) they are using a flame thrower to set fire to the debris in each rubble pile.  We exchange quick looks and Jan runs her finger across her throat in a cutting action saying “were out of here.”
The space under the rubble quickly became too dark to see their way around without either lights or night vision glasses.  We followed Shasta out of the rubble pile through the old mechanical room.  Once in the loading dock Dan replaced the crumpled mechanical room door so it was not real obvious that they had been there.  Once away from that rubble stack they kept low to the southern side of any high ground heading east.
After we had travel over about a mile we found two useable bicycles which we use to speed our progress east.  When we reached a hollow about four miles east of our rubble hideout Dan keyed up the radio and informed Oregon Command that the attack force is on the move south being lead by a foot soldier force and are setting the rubble piles aflame as they pass presumably to kill us.
He was on the air less than 30 seconds (which was too short to get a good position fix) not waiting or acknowledging a response before getting underway again.  Oregon Command attempted multiple times to acknowledge the transmission and raise us again but we were already off the air and a quarter mile from where we sent the message.  Jan monitored the radio channel and later commented how hard they tried to get us to answer their calls.  We both imaged how badly the enemy wanted us to key-up our radio so they could get a fix on our position.
We were able to cross I-205 on NE Fourth Plain Blvd without being seeing anyone with our night vision glasses.  We traveled east-north-east as fast as we could on what appeared to be larger arterial roads until we until we reached a gas station convince store on the outskirts of the city which appeared that it was still open using Coleman lanterns and a portable generator.  The owner/operator would not accept any money or trade goods from us saying that they supported the troops as much as possible.  They warned us about a thug gangs operating in the general area and told us that to get through the mountains to the east we would need horses and that they have friends up the road that may help us with some horses.  They showed us on a map how to find their ranch and said that the phone system is out so they wrote a letter of introduction for us.  Shasta is so well behaved that they welcomed her into their store and fed her some caned food and filled a water dish for her as we talked.  We shared the news from Vancouver and the I-5 corridor north and the general actions of the local gangs in the other cities.  They produced two pump action shotguns each plus hand guns saying that they were not as well armed as we are but that if someone wants a piece of them they will defiantly take a piece out of their attackers first.  For them suicide is a last resort after all ammunition has been expended and all other options have been exhausted.
As we approached the ranch Shasta alerted on the ranch area.  Don and Jan ditched their bikes and their packs taking only their collection of arms and associated ammunition with them.  With Shasta’s help and direction we moved in on the ranch house where Shasta indicated that the main house building is clear of people so we went through it finding two abused and tortured dead bodies that we assumed were the owners and the friends of the convince store owners.
Shasta lead us out to the barn where she alerted us to the existence of some gang members in the barn.  Jan and Shasta went around to the far side and got ready to enter.  She keyed the mike and blew once into it which is our prearranged signal to that she is ready to go (the mike is keyed too short a time to enable a trace and the message is normally unrecognizable from background static noise).  Dan keyed his made and gave two distinct blows into it and moved to the barn’s man door flinging it wide open, stepping through and backing solidly into the wall beside the door with his automatic assault riffle level and ready to fire.  Simultaneously at the other end of the barn Jan entered using the same exact move and was also ready to fire.  Shasta hearing the double blow from Dan jumped through the partially open door  before Jan an opportunity to enter and went for an open stall about the middle of the building attacking the first thug that stuck his head out into the central run passageway in the center of the barn.  Shasta’s attack sparked both Dan’s and Jan’s attack runs down the barns passageway.  Shasta let go of the thug as soon as he hit the ground and charged into the stall barely ahead of Jan.  Dan hit the thug in the face with his gun butt and followed Jan into the stall to find a very spooked male colt and six more tuffs grouped around him in the stall.  When faced with a angry 70+ Lb German Shepard and two army troops with assault weapons at the ready they give-up immediately and got face down on the stall floor with their arms and legs widely spread as directed.
The seventh thug was drug back into the stall to join his friends.  The terrified colt was First clamed down by Shasta and then the two of us.  Shasta licked his bruised nose where one of the thugs had held him in place by fingers in his nostrils.  Both Jan and I petted him on the neck, head and shoulders saying calm words to him.  Once he was calm he was released into the corral.  Shasta was given the command to guard the tuffs while Jan and I searched for cords to bind then.  Coming back into the stall Jan kicked the foot of the closest thug commanding it to “Strip”.  This thug happened to be female and she hesitated and starting to protest so Jan fired a slug through her left hand saying “the next slug will be through either one of your knees or one of your shoulders in five seconds one, two,” the thug jumped up ripping her clothes off and throwing them in random directions.  Jan told her to lie back down.  Dan tied her wrists together behind her back with the palms of her hands in contact, her thumbs, her elbows, her knees and her ankles together effectively totally immobilizing her.  Then he located her panties and grabbed her nose until she opened her mouth to breath then he stuffed her panties in her mouth as a gag.  He then cut two strips of cloth from the legs of her pants using them as binding straps for her gag and to form and blindfold.  Then he cut a bandage from her shirt to bind her injured hand.
Jan kicked the next tuff thug saying “strip” this one and all the other six thugs responded to that command immediately without having to fire another.  They were all tied, gagged and blindfolded in a similar manor.
The colt in the mean time ran from the corral into the pasture going to his mother.  She was frantic not knowing where he had gone to.  Now that they were reunited she wanted to know what had happened and where he had been.  He told her how a herd of two legged ones and caught him and took him into a small space where one held his nose while others did indescribable painful things to his peter.  Then more two-leg came with a four-leg hairy thing they stopped the bad two-leg herd and let him go.  The other horses listening ask if these new two-legs could be trusted to take care of them.  The colt affirmed that he felt that they could be trusted to be kind.
Jan and I went back into the house searched through the kitchen for some hot sauce and through the bathroom medicine cabinets for some Ben-Gay ointment.  We went back to the barn with our find.  We liberally applied the ointment to each of their ass crack making sure that some got pushed through the muscular ring of their anal sphincter the hot sauce was applied to either the head of the male’s penis or to the end of the female’s clit.  The screams of agony and distress were loud even through the gags.  All of the thugs rolled around on the stall floor crying and screaming from the burning effect of the materials used on their extremely tender body parts.
We closed the stall door and went into the house to check out everything there.  First we moved the two bodies out into the back yard.  I located their tractor which happened to have a backhoe attachment on it which was used it to dig a large single grave.  Jan and I put the two bodies into the grave posing them in a loving embrace that will last for ever.
During the burial both Dan and Jan individually started thinking about their future actions and what to do with the tuffs that they had tied up in the barn.  After everything was complete and the tractor was replaced in the equipment shed they went back into the house and found enough unspoiled fresh and preserved food in the refrigerator, pantry kitchen shelves to allow them to fix themselves a decent meal.  Over this meal they discussed their individual thoughts is great detail deciding on a generalized course of action.
They first went through the Long’s cloths in the house and discovered that they could wear most of what they found by size so they picked out six separate decent civilian work outfits each five would be packed to take with them the sixth would be worn.  Next they turned their attention to the book and map collection which had a number of editions on horse backpacking and wilderness living such as eatable plants which also contains a chapter of piousness plants, wild animals and birds of the cascade mountains, wilderness wood working techniques including a listing of required tools complete with example projects, wilderness cooking and food preservation techniques to be used when there is no refrigeration or canning available which also included animal hide tanning and use, basically the books covered everything that survivalist would need to learn and have available to refer to in order to survive for an extended period in the mountain wilderness areas of the cascades.  The maps that they found covered the cascade mountain range in great topographical detail extending from the Canadian Northwest Territories down to the southern border of Oregon.  They placed everything out to be packed then they turned their attention to the hunting Arms Collection which contained both modern hunting firearms some with high power laser assisted optical scope sights making them effective sniper wepons, hand guns, shotguns, bows and crossbows all weapons came equipped with large quantities of the required ammunitions or arrows.  They selected what they thought would be the most suitable for them to take and use in a wilderness camp and set them aside to take along with their standard military issue weapons.  Their selection included the two longest range scoped rifles, a compound bow each a long bow each, a couple of cross bows each and a selection of knifes along with all of the available ammunition/arrows.  While Jan went through the kitchen and pantry Dan went to the workshop to collect suitable hand tools.
When they had finally brought all their discoveries together in the growing pile of things to pack independently they seriously started to consider giving up their present military life in this isolated no-win situation on the north side of the Columbia River and become mountain survivalists.  Both had been through every survival class the Army had.  They also had been instructors in at least one of the classes (but at different times) so embracing this new way of life would be as natural for them as their past military life had been.  Due to the existence of the toughs and their commitment to the owners of the convince store that they were looking for a way to rejoin the troops neither one voiced their thoughts.
Some how each sensed the thoughts of the other so spontaneously, they came together for the first time in a short passionate embrace which ended as quickly as it had begun.  They immediately realized that hey were still in the house of a enemy murdered couple, that they had the murders tied up in the barn and that whether they liked it or not they were still in the Army as long as they are west of the mountain wilderness area they are in a potential combat zone.
They renewed their search of the Long’s house and out buildings with new purpose and enthusiasm collecting medications, first aid items, additional cooking and kitchen hardware, additional clothes and sundries until they had essentially stripped the place of everything that would be useful in setting up their own wilderness home but the furniture and electrically powered devices with the exception of a hand crank powered multi band radio receiver that could be programmed to scan both military and civilian broadcasts and a pair of hand crank flash lights.  The only battery dependent device that they had is their combat radios.
Then they arranged everything into approbatory sized piles for transportation in horse packs.  In their exploration of the place they had discovered over a half a dozen horse transport packs and a large enough herd of horses to carry the packs plus have one each to ride.
In the end they packed six horse packs with the primary goods plus grain for the horses.  In addition to two double sided saddle bags for their personal goods, maps and books.  In the barns tack room where they had found the horse packs they also found a notebook with horse packing dos & don’t including instructions on how to pack the packs with the proper load balance for each side of the horse along with a portable light weight pack scale.
The instructions indicated that for 20 mile day a horse could comfortably carry 1.500 Lb and for a 10 mile a day trip it could carry up to 1.750 Lb. plus 20 Lb per saddle bag they estimated that they could carry a maximum load of 1,800 Lb leaving the ranch.  They started by weighing each pile and shifting items around to obtain an even load without food stuffs for either them or the horses.  Next the divided the food stuffs into six piles adding an appropriate amount to each pack to give them a starting load of 170 Lb per horse.  Next they turned their attention to the saddle bags where the packed personal cloths and other personal items plus guns and ammunition.  There was still some room/weight to move the how-to books into the saddle bags making them more accessible while traveling.  They made sure that Shasta had a dominate presence in their plans and selection of supplies.

While they sorted out the supplies and packing arrangements Shasta went out into the field to locate the colt.  She found him with his mother in a herd of horses.  She pranced up to him and greeted first him and then the other horses.  In their animal language she explained what had happened to their owners and the ones that had killed them and were tormenting the colt.  They ask her about her humans and what they are like.  She told them that we are the best and will take care of them if they want us to.  The colt had already told his mother and most of the herd how we had embraced him to calm him down after the bad humans were all lying on the ground.  He said that he would follow Shasta and her humans anywhere.  The biggest stallion (the colts sire [father]) spoke up for the first time saying that he was ready to serve us long enough to get away from the ranch and if we prove to be as good as Shasta and his colt say he will stick with us for a lot longer but if not once free of the ranch at their first camp he would take the herd and hit the hills on his own.  Shasta convinced all of them to migrate back to the barn and wait for us to finish what we had to do before we could leave.
When all of that packing had been accomplished we went back to the stall that held the gang of thugs where Shasta met up with us.  All seven were quite with a few in physical contact with some one else.  Jan roughly kicked the contacts apart then started removing the gags with Dan’s assistance.  They wanted to ask some questions about the murders in the main house.  The apparent leader (the one that had come out of the stall when they first came into the barn) spoke up right away saying that they could go fuck them selves that their gang is the new order of things in the land and when he gets loose he will report us to his organizer and that the three of us (Dan, Jan, and Shasta) would be hunted down and slowly killed.  The others yelled at him attempting to shout him down trying to get him to shut up.  Before either Jan or I could reach him Shasta had taken a good neck hold on him; her fangs drawing some blood with her neck hold.  He got the message then that he really wasn’t in any position to be saying those things to us.  Jan called her off while I stuffed his gag back into place.  Jan then took a liberal amount of Ben-Gay and smeared it all over his cock; paying particular attention to his cock head under the foreskin, his scrotum and his asshole there she paid particular attention to getting a generous amount inside through his sphincter.  As its burning reaction really started to become intense she asks “who do you think is really in charge around here now you loudmouth stupid ass hole?”
With their leader yelling out his new round of agony through his gag, she went to the girl, whom she had shot in the hand earlier, and asks her if she would be willing to do something to get out of another dose of pain.  The girl eagerly agreed to do anything Jan desired as long as she is not to be subject to another dose of agony like her leader got.  Jan nodded to me and I untied her legs helping her to her feet and guiding her out of the stall into the central passage way.  For her benefit I verbally commanded Shasta to guard her along with a silent hand signal.  Jan had moved to the least muscular developed wimpy looking male of the group and asks him the same question receiving the same answer.  I untied his legs and led him out of the stall to join his friend who told him to stand still because they are being guarded by the dog.
We moved to the other four thugs and inserted the gags back into their mouths.  Jan then went out to the two in the aisle way and ask “do you know where the closest gas station and convince store is located do you think you can find your way to it?

Both of them responded that yes they knew where the store is and how to get there from here.  I said good, we have letters for you to deliver to the store owners.  With that said and clear statements made Jan put a jeweled necklace around each of their necks with letters were attached to them.  They were guided around the main house to the road.  We replaced their gags and removed their blind folds telling them to run all the way to the store without looking back at us.  To give emphases our command both Jan and I shot a few rounds from hand guns that we didn’t plan to take.  We aimed at the ground close to their bare feet saying move!  They took off running like two scared rabbits with their tails on fire being chased by hungry foxes.
The two letters are similar but the girl’s was written on the back our introduction note to Carol and John Long while the guy’s was written on a blank sheet.  Both letters said that the Longs had been tortured and murdered before our arrival and that the barriers of the letters are members of the gang that had done it.  We buried the Longs in their backyard and have disposed of the other five gang members.  We sent these two to inform you about the Long’s death, also to give you a warning of what to expect from the roaming gangs in the area and to give you folks an opportunity to form a self defense league in order to neutralize these gangs before they take over around here.  We strongly recommend that these two receive a generous dose of 12ga buckshot as a reward for their actions at the Long’s ranch.
The two gang members reached the store nude and out of breath with both sore muscles and bruised feet.  The store owner saw the girl pounding on the door with her head so he had his wife cover him while he went out to investigate.  He couldn’t believe what he saw (two gagged nude people with their arms bound behind them both with jeweled necklaces) so he removed the letters telling them to sit in the shade beside the station.  He took the letters inside sharing them with his wife who cried over the death of their friends.  After they read the recommendation agreed that it would probably be best because if the let the two go they probably would come back with a new gang to kill them.  They went out and lead them out back of the store to a field where they shot them both in the lower stomach in the general pelvic region and left them to die.
In the mean time Jan and I roughly loaded the other gang members into the front-end-loader bucket, took them around to the front of the house where we dumped them on the ground at the edge of the road.  When all five were lying in a line along the side of the road we removed their gages and blind folds so they could see what happened to each of their buddies.  We left them there nude under guard of Shasta while we changed into our blood stained Army camouflage uniforms so as not to soil our clean uniforms.  I said “you folks may believe that you’re a part of the new order as your big mouth leader said.  But we are members of the old order and we have absolute control of both the situation and your body’s.   We really don’t give a tinkers dam about your new order and what you-all believe you can get away with.  In our civilization a person must take full responsibility for their actions all of you as a group tortured and murdered the two people that lived here therefore as judges, jury and executioners we sentience  you death.”  With that being said Jan and I placed the barrel of a handgun at the base to each of their skulls and fired a single round through the junction of their spine and their skull leaving five executed bodies at the edge of the road.
We stripped out of our old torn & bloody uniforms leaving them by the bodies along with the emptied handguns.  In a very predominate location inside the house we left a letter saying that the five were executed for the torture and murder of Long’s who owned this ranch and had lived here prior to their death.  We buried them together in a common grave located the backyard so they will always be close to each other and their life here at their ranch.  We are two US Army soldiers that were separated from our active US Army forces when the Columbia River bridges were blown.  We bowered some of the Longs stuff and their horses to get us into the mountains to the east so we could have a chance to rejoin the US Army on that side of the mountains.  We accept full responsibility for the apparent theft of their property but they were already dead before we arrived and due to the invasion of this country life and times in this part of the country are not normal therefore we felt that the Long’s would excuse us for putting their stuff to good use instead of not leave it laying around for the invaders to steal and plunder.
After the executions and the cleanup we saddled and packed the horses heading for the trailhead indicated on the map.  By the time we entered the forest at the trailhead it was dark so we navigated the trail using the army’s night vision glasses.  Fortunately the trail is wide and well marked so that the horses had a relatively easy time of it plus we took it very easy making less than about 10 miles that first night.  Somewhere around midnight we came to an established campsite along side a small stream on the edge of a meadow.  We unpacked, unsaddled and cared for the horses before setting up our own camp and turning in for the night.
The next morning we were awakened by the sounds of nature and the combined attention of Shasta and the colt (which we named Lucky).  We got up and had cold rations for breakfast while Shasta and Lucky rounded up the horses for the day’s trip.  In many ways those two animals are smarter than their human companions.  We were back on the trail by 06:00 after the best and most restful sleep that we’ve had in well over a year.
Roughly about an hour after we got moving we came to a trail junction giving us three choices.  The right fork lead South directly toward the Colombia River and the potential of encountering either the invasion forces or a potentially hostile Army combat patrol this direction we felt is a gamble as to who would shoot us first.  The straight fork leads East-South-East eventually to the Eastern Washington cities of White-Salmon/Bingen with the high probably of meeting up with more friendly US Army troops.  The left fork leads generally north to northeast through the heart of the Cascade Mountains through multiple wilderness areas in the center of the mountain range between the Columbia River and the Canadian border.  We dismounted and sat down with the maps spread those out on the ground between us discussing each route and where it leads to and what is available in each area that trail leads to.  Shasta came over and sat listening to us so we talked to her as if we were talking to another person then we ask her whether she wanted to go back into combat or live in the wild mountains for a while.  She got up and walked up the left fork about a block away turned and yipped at us telling to hurry up.  Lucky joined her with his mother’s lead rope in his mouth.  The other pack houses followed his mother.
Jan and I laughed she said “who ever said that animals are dumb?  Those two may not be able to answer us in English but their methods of communication say volumes and are just as effective as human speech if you take the time to listen to them.”  We mounted up heading up the north trail away from immediate additional military service.

That morning the owners of the convince store sent a couple of their neighbors out to the Longs to see if what the notes said were true.  There they found the executed bodies of the gang members, our note, and the common grave in the back yard.  Then the searched through the place for stuff we left to take back to the store basically stripping the place of anything useful.  One of the search party was a hunting friend of John Long so he went to search his armory cabinet where he found our second note identifying what armament we had taken with us plus in a cryptic message that is a part of the note the location where we had hidden the stuff from the cabinet that we had left behind.  He went and collected the guns and ammunition we had left behind distributing them between the members of the search party.  After they returned to the store with the two notes plus the stuff we had left in the place.  Everyone agreed that we had done everything correctly and vowed to resist the ‘New Order’ to the death.  The store owner and his neighbors loaded the two bodies he and his wife had shot in the back of a pickup truck and dumped them in front of the Long’s house with the rest of the gang.
As we traveled north the trail was wide and easily navigated until after we crossed National Forest road #90.  While we traveled we courted each other like young lovers.  We did not get sexually passionate with the courtship because Jan was in her period and felt very strongly that an intimate relationship is inappropriate at that time in her life cycle.
That is not to say that we were prudes.  After we turned north and openly declared our intention to desert the Army the sun came out and weather turned real warm.   I first removed my shirt riding in my tee shirt soon after, Jan removed her shirt riding along in a elastic sports bra she had found at the Longs.  I rode over beside her and checked her arm wound which I determined was healing very well.  I ask about the cut on her ribs and reached for the bottom of her bra so I could pull it up slightly to check the condition of that cut.  She said “Hay you horn dog what are you trying to do?  Get a look at of my miniature tits?”
I responded “I was thinking about that shrapnel cut on your ribs but now that you mention it you do have two very beautiful tits.  It is a shame for you to hide behind that sports bra.  Having you riding here with me topless would really light up this forest trail.”

Jan commented “my tits are only small mounds of flesh with colored areas on the top what is so special about seeing them?  Both of us have seen plenty of human flesh in the last few days those three gang bitches had way bigger tits than I do.  After getting such a good long look at them why in the world would you be interested in lowly little bumps?
“Jan my love I realize that human anatomy is basically the same for all of us.  Your body is configured much like any typical woman’s and therefore similar to that of those three bitches.  I love only you so it is only your body is very special in my eyes.  In my point of view your body lights everything around you.  I agree those bitches had large expansions of tit flesh which it turns out are nothing more than fat sacks or put it another way milk udders.  Size alone doesn’t mean that much to me your proportionally sized tits are really perfectly balanced for your overall figure.  The only change I would care make to your body is to put a ring on your left hand.”
“Oh Dan you say the nicest things.  I’ll go topless if you do the same.  Your body lights my trail as much as you say that mine lights yours for all the same reasons I love you.”  Together we strip of our tops.

I put my hand over my eyes saying “oh god you better turn off those twin headlights before I go blind.”  She slaps me on his shoulder “Oh you faker cut it out.”  I lean over to check her rib cut and found only a slight red line where it was healing very well.  Then I slid my fingers around in front of her to gently tweak her left nipple.
She let out a real long drawn out moan saying “I’ll give till the twelfth of never to stop that” grabbing his wrist holding my hand in place over her breast.  I leaned in even more and planted a passionate kiss on her lips.  Our horses glanced back and seeing what we were up to they lip nipped each other in a horse style kiss then tossed their heads and moved apart to miss a bad spot in the trail separating their riders.
Jan comments “Hay partner I can not believe how much I have come to love you.  I was really suppressed when Shasta accepted you so completely.  In my initial K-9 training the instructors stressed that the dogs will accept only one ‘master’ and take commands only from their one and only handler.   Out of all of the other K-9 handlers that I have meet only one other handler was partnered with some one that their dog accepted as a co handler.  What Shasta instantly saw in you it took me so long to be fully aware of and accept unconditionally now wonder if I was stupid?”
“Jan you are not stupid in fact just the opposite you are very smart and wise person.  The problem wasn’t you it was the military atmosphere in which we meet that discourages fraternization between its male and female members confused your natural instincts.  Somehow our association caught the eye of our commands and we were separated even though we were one of the best K-9 teams that the army ever put together.  Maybe one of the other top teams is the other team where the dog chose both the team leaders as dual handlers like Shasta chose us.  I knew for certain that I have loved you since our first real mission combat together.  I have known for a long time that I love you and Shasta more than anything else in this whole world.  I guess that I just couldn’t hide it well enough from my command to keep the team together.”
“Oh god Dan I realize now how much I have loved you since you first meet Shasta.  You did not just stand there and give her a pat on the head, as everyone else was doing when they met their new partner’s dog, that first day in training.  You got down on your knees right in front of me to greet her like she is another person even before you even shook hands with me.  I think that it was probably me that messed up with my command and got us separated.  I have been frustrated in my feelings for you and I guess that I didn’t hide them very well from my supervisors.  Until time we met in the Vancouver rubble with the bridges down I have been unwilling to openly acknowledge what I really felt for you.
We were emotionally and physically separated from each other by that ridged military command structure.  There in the rubble when you had me topless to dress my wounds was the first time I finely felt free to express myself.  If you had come on to me then or if you had touched my nipple like that in the rubble hideout I would have jumped your bones on the spot.  I have been dreaming about being with you forever and you are my number one fantasy and ideal partner.  If I wasn’t on the rag starting this morning I would be jumping your bones right here now.  You have hid your feeling so well that day in Vancouver I had no idea that you even cared for me at all other than I’m another human being.  I always thought your primary attraction to our team was only for Shasta.  You have always treated me with complete respect as an equal partner but you never once gave me any hint that you liked me anymore than any other GI partner.”
“I couldn’t express myself either because both us were under the military regulations and command scrutiny.  Additionally I was afraid that if I ever openly acknowledged my feelings for you and as a result you got hurt or killed I couldn’t go on living.  If we ever confirmed our feelings for each other in the combat field we would loose or objectivity and effectiveness as combat solders.  Looking back at it maybe the Army’s no fraternization policy is not so stupid after all.  Now that we have decided to go off on our own we are not going to be in combat together constantly.  Though we will watch each others back we will not pose a danger to either our selves or to each other.”
Shasta had come back to walk with her pack mates after she had her name said so many times in such a short time by both of her pack’s alpha leaders.  She had seen them come together soon after she and her acknowledged Alpha-female pack leader mated with her pack’s Alpha–male who recently came back into her life everything had really came together for her.  She realized that she would do anything or everything that they ask of her or die trying.  She had protected both of them innumerable times.  What she couldn’t understand is why her pack alphas acted so strange so remote around each other like they weren’t really an alpha mated pair until just recently.  After they came together this time they have been acting more like real mates treating each other like she had always envisioned that the Alpha-male and Alpha-female should.  Now with these new four lagged animal friends to take care of especially that little one that insisted on being her companion she was in doggy heaven.
They talked about their individual likes, dislikes, prejudices, religious beliefs and their past sexual history.  Though they came from different family backgrounds they couldn’t have been better matched if some higher power had chosen them from some data base matching program.  Dan grew up behaving like a typical male that chased skirts but he figured out that quality in the relationship is better and more meaningful than quantity since meeting Jan and Shasta he has been celibate by choice.  Jan was a late bloomer in both the puberty realm and in the sexual realm she lost her cheery as a collage freshman and slept around quite a bit that year experiencing sex with both men and women but she also came to the conclusion that quality in the relationship is much more meaningful than quantity.  Unlike Dan she has experienced sex since the met she bedded another female K-9 handler twice before they met in Vancouver.  Both times were out of frustration over not being with Dan.  Both of them had experienced some kinky sex and enjoyed it.  She never told anyone but during her second and final night with the other K-9 handler she learned that that handler commonly had sex with her male dog.  Jan couldn’t accept the concept of allowing her dog join them in bed but she quit pushing Shasta away when she masturbated and Shasta seams to like licking her pussy and even tried licking her ass once.
As the sun got close to the western tree tops they came upon an ideal camp site it has a old forest service shelter with a wood stove, a fire pit, along side a small creek which runs through a medium sized meadow all within a protected valley.  First they unloaded unsaddled the horses then watered them, combed out their hair and fed them an allotment of grain before turning them out into the meadow hobbled to graze  After all that they built a small smokeless fire to heat their rations.  As they eat Shasta was fed also.  They speculated about hunting around here and maybe staying put for a couple days.  Dan got out their night vision glasses and the compound bows along with some arrows.  They made it out onto the meadow looking for their horses and possible game animals.  The horses had herded up together under the watchful eyes of the lead stallion.  They appeared secure and serine at this time as Jan and I pass around the herd Lucky bounded out to greet us and get petted.  Shasta greeted him and ask in their common animal language if the stallion had decided to stay with her humans.  Lucky said yes he likes them even better then the other humans that had made all the horses work much harder with whole lot less loving care.
We saw deer grazing on the meadow also and walked slowly toward them.  When we got as close as they would let us Jan and I knelt down in the grass and pointed out what we are after to Shasta who conveyed it to Lucky the next thing that we see is Lucky meander over toward the deer who are skittish but stand their ground against the horse.  Then we see something remarkable Shasta slides out from under Lucky to sniff the dear up close.  As soon as the deer realize that a dog is in their mists they disperse rapidly heading for the trees.  Shasta takes of chasing barking at them but because they are so completely dispersed she couldn’t decide which one to chase.  We laugh at the antics of the two animals and their reaction to what the deer did.  Then we call Shasta and take Lucky back to his herd on the way back to the shelter where we turn in for the night after some heavy kissing and petting.
The next morning we woke up at the same time as yesterday crawling out of our sleeping bags before dawn we headed out together to pee.  I started to wander off to the side away from Jan to give her some privacy.  Jan asks “Dan where are you going?

“I’m going to water that tree yonder to give you some privacy.”  We grew up and have lived in a society that expects that men and women have individual privacy to relieve themselves.

Jan responds “Dan don’t be such a prude we are out here in the woods all alone I don’t mind you coming with me as a matter of fact I love you so much that want to share every aspect of our lives together even including our latrine business unless you object.”
I say “I have no objections to what you are asking for.  I have nothing to hide.  I love you so much and my primary thought is to respect your privacy but if that is what you want we can pee anywhere you like together.”  They moved together joined hands to walk a short ways away from the shelter where Jan undid her belt, pants snap and zipper lowering both her pants and panties together to her ankles.  I undid my belt, pants top snap and zipper lowering both my pants and underpants to my mid thigh as Jan squatted I took a hold of my cock and we both started to pee together.  Shasta followed us and squatted by us to relieve her bladder also.  When we finished I ask “Jan what are you going to use to wipe with?”  About that time Shasta stepped over to her and licked her pussy clean of any residual pee drops.  “Oh I see what you do now how long has she performed that service?
Jan a little embarrassed said “she has been doing that once and a while for about a month now.”  I am so astonished and surprised that I still had my pants down and my cock exposed.  Shasta turned and licked my cock after she was finished with Jan which surprised me even more.  Watching her give Jan a tongue cleaning had given me a unexpected thrill that caused my limp cock stand up and take notice.  Jan laughed at the display of my erection as Shasta proceeded to lick it.  Jan reached out and wrapped her hand around the shaft of my erect cock saying “Oh Dan I knew you have a lovely body but even in my wildest dreams did I ever imagine such a magnificent tool.  This is mine isn’t it?’
I slip my hand into the moist folds between her legs saying “if you are claiming my cock as yours than I’m claming this honey box as mine.  I locate her aroused clit and gently circle it with my finger before letting it drop lower to her very tight love canal where I inserted first one then a second finger while still fondling her clit with my thumb.  In the mean time she continued to fondle my cock jacking it like a pro.  The combined effects of our combined exotic manipulations and the forced abstinence both of us had a rapid build up to combined mutual orgasms.  Even before we came down from our combined euphoric heights Shasta moved in between us licking all my semen from both Jan and my body, licking the head of my spent cock and Jan’s pussy.  Not to be outdone I licked the hand that I had used to pleasure Jan clean while she licked what ever semen that had gotten on her hand off.  Shasta danced around the two of us licking each of our asses in turn 
Jan asks “Do you get the impression that she is happy that we are getting intimate with each other?”  I answer “It sure would seam so.  I have seen her happy in the past but never anything like this.  That is sure one sex loving dog.”
Jas Responds “ It sure appears that way but she takes after her pack leaders in that sense because I sure enjoy playing around with your sexy body lover boy but we better get our pants back on and get hunting before we lose the whole day besides I’m still on the rag.”  I comment if you mean that by being on the rag you are considered uneatable I beg to differ with you.  I was able to remove and sample my fingers before Shasta got to them and I may have to fight her for licking rights because you are a mighty tasty lady.”
Pulling up my pants and fastening my belt I say “I read someplace that giving a woman on the rag orgasms makes it go faster and reduces the side effects associated with having the period.”  Jan pulls up her pants and fastens her belt also responding I intend to devote the rest of my life to researching that theory.  Grabbing Dan’s hand she leads him back to the shelter where they grabbed a bite of breakfast before heading out with Shasta and their bows.

Out on the meadow they stopped by the horse herd to verify that everything was ok and then went off to the side where they had seen the deer the night before.  Soon they spotted deer sign and pointed it out to Shasta commanding her to seek.  She cast about for a second or two and then headed into the woods with following closely as she flushed a spike buck from his bed hiding place.  As he rose both Jan and I loosed an arrow apiece which hit him morally wounding him.  But he still maintained enough adrenalin to take off on a dead run away from the danger.
Jan and I sat down on a felled tree and called Shasta to us.  We hugged and petted her telling her that she done something that we had never experienced before.  She scratched at the fly of our pants whimpering softly.  Jan ask “what is wrong with her?”  I guessed that she wants to get into our pants and said “it appears that she wants into our pants.”  Jan said “Oh you nasty horn dog you want me to open my pants for you.”  She reaches down lowering her zipper and Shasta lapped her face and then stuck her nose into Jan’s open zipper and lapped at her clit through her panties.  Jan said “oh my god you are right she is licking my clit through my panties.”
My comment is “either take your pants off or discipline her for wanting to love you.  Personally I don’t blame her I only wish it was my tongue.”  Jan stood up and dropped her pants and panties to her ankles and sat back down to Shasta oral ministrations.

I surprise her by dropping down in front of her slipping her pants completely off her lags.  She parts her legs wide allowing Shasta full unrestricted access to her honey box.  As I stand up she grabs my belt and pulls me to her so she can push my pants down.  Once they are down around my knees Shasta transfers her attention to my rising cock while Jan guides me back down to sit on the log while she pulls my pants completely off.  She than moves Shasta aside and starts to lick then takes me deeply into her mouth.  I enjoy it for a few minutes then lay back grabbing Jan’s hips guiding her over me to a 69 position and I dive into her sweet honey box for all that I’m worth.  Shasta not to be out done climbs up on the log and alternately licks Jan’s ass and my face.  Jan has a sizeable orgasm flooding my mouth with her sweet honey which triggers my orgasm flooding her mouth with my semen.  We lay still for a few minutes then she turns around giving me a big kiss where we share each others sexual discharge.  Shasta gets into the act with both of our groins together she licks both Jan and I clean at one time.
Jan and I figure that the deer has had enough time to lie down and die with our any pursuers so she gets up getting her knife from her pants walking off in the direction the deer went.  I follow her example but also bringing my bow and arrows.  “Jan I have no problem with this display of nudity but I think that we should wear a belt at least so we can carry our knives and some other necessities.”  She readily agrees.  By that time we have spotted the buck lying next to the deer trail I reach out and stop her while I send Shasta in to investigate.  There is no movement so we move in finding the deer dead.  We butcher it and quarter it on the spot then transport it and our discarded pants back to the shelter.
We went through the book on wilderness life for the best way to preserve the meat, tan the hide and cook the rest.  We cooked up two pots of dear meat one a stew for us and the other a dog food pot.  One shoulder and foreleg was cooked over the fire on a spit the rest of the meat was cut into strips for smoking.  We made a teepee frame smoker over the stone lined fire pit which we covered by the hide.  Jan and I went out with the eatable plants book and gathered fruits and vegetables for dinner.  By bed time we were full, most of the meat was in the smoker, we were plenty grubby so we walked across the meadow nude in the moon light to a wide spot in the stream way down stream of our camp and horse watering area and bathed.
That night we opened both sleeping bags and combined them into a double bed sleeping arrangement.  While we bathed Jan checked her blood flow finding it to have been unusually heavy for the day so she buried that tampon and inserted a clean one before going to bed.  That first night that we slept together nude we cuddled and necked but that was the extent of our sexual activity.
The next day we remained fairly close to the camp leaving to check on the horses and to collect more eatable plants.  We kept the smoker going, and the fire going while Jan fashioned tool pouches for our belts and I made a carrying pouch for the smoked meat out of the hide that wasn’t used over the smoker.  Shasta hung around with us for a while then wandered off to be with the horses for most of the day while we worked in camp.  It turned out that this stop had been extremely informative for both of us in finding out what works and what doesn’t work well.  We just realized how well we could live together on a full time basis and how well we team together to live well not just to survive in combat.

About mid morning Jan came back into camp from a pee break holding up a white Tampon with just a couple small pink spots saying “having orgasms must help because it normally takes a couple more days before I come out this clear.”  I put down my work and embrace her asking “are you comfortable with us going all the way now darling?”  She responds “Oh god YES!”  Passionately returning my embrace with a deep sole probing kiss and grinding her groin into mine getting a rapid response from my cock.  By the time we broke the kiss she had ground and maneuvered her groin around to the point that I was already entering her tight love tunnel.
The size of my cock in her long time inactive vaginal canal was a tight fit so she took me in slowly.  Yesterday’s activity had relieved the sensation of needing to cum in a real short time so I was able to hold out long enough for her to have at least three minor orgasms before I finely released my load deep in her belly triggering the most intense orgasm of this session.  She had planted another deep love lock kiss on my lips by that time yelling her passion into my mouth.
I lay her down in the grass at the edge of the shelter camp site and started to clean her box but she quickly moved me around to a 69 position so she could clean me off at the same time.  I licked her from the top of her clit hood around to a point above her ass hole in her ass crack and then back to her clit.  While rimming her asshole I started to tongue fuck it to an orgasm making this the second since we started to lick each other clean.  She returned the favor to my asshole while I was working her hole.  I was very stiff again by that time so with her assistance and urging I turned around stabbing her again with my tool.  She pushed my head down to suck on her nipples while I fucked her hot box.  After she had numerous small orgasms she pulled my face back up to hers and kissed me again holding the kiss until we both climaxed together.
Shasta had realized what we were doing and hurriedly returned to lap both of us clean as my now limp cock was ejected from Jan’s box by her vagina muscles.  When we were both cleaned to her satisfaction Shasta licked both of or faces voicing a sound somewhere between a whimper and a light low growl.
After we got up and went back to work making up the pouches and keeping the smoker fueled being bored by our new activity and conversation Shasta wandered back to the horse herd.  Jan stated “Lover boy you are the best male partner that I have ever been with.  You are the first to suck his own semen out of me and the first to tongue fuck my asshole without a any persuasion.  You are easily as good as the best of the female partners that I have been to bed with which is saying a whole lot.  I know that I have loved you for a long time but now I can really see why, you are so tuned into what I want; to how to give me the most pleasure in any given moment.  Plus you know just how to do it to be most effective lover that I have ever had it is scary how well you can read me.  Did I ever tell you that I REALLY LOVE YOU?”
I comment “you are one up on me in having female lovers.  I have never done anything more than have a circle jerk with another guy.  Most of my female lovers have been either prudes or afraid to experiment but before we meet I went with a civilian woman (Betty) that was sexually real wild.  She taught me a whole lot about how to treat and pleasure a woman in the process introduced me into a whole lot of kinky activities.  She was the one that taught me how to really delight a woman and how to read her body language to tell if I was really doing things right.  She also showed me how much enjoyment an asshole can give if subject to the proper stimulation.  In addition she liked to take my cock up her ass some times when she did that she would suck and lick it clean after I fucked the ass.”
Jan remarks “I have had only one other male lover (Bob) that could make me feel anywhere near as special as you do.  I went with him for about two months in my freshman year of collage.  Like your friend Betty he was also real kinky and pressured me into trying things that I thought were so bizarre or dirty at the time such as anal sex but I would never clean him off in my mouth no matter how hard he pressured me to.  He started to get abusive and started to call me a bitch; slut or whore after I submitted to his will.  I dumped him the first night that that he raised his hand like he was going to hit me.  That same night my dorm roommate (Ann) seduced me for my first ever female sex.
For the remainder of that freshman year we had wild kinky sex involving anything two females could possibly do with or to each other including using dildos both the strap-on version and the hand held vibrating style.  We would fuck each other in all three orifices with the strap-on.  That is how I learned to deep throat a cock but yours is the first flesh and blood cock that I have ever done that to.  As I already told you in the Army I screwed around with another female K-9 handler (Joann) twice the first was right after our team was split apart the first time and then again soon after we were split apart the second time.  Both times were only one night stands and it was the second night with her that she brought her dog into the bed with us.
That was too kinky for me and I split soon after she invited him to join us.  I enjoyed my female sex and for a short time my male sex with Bob before started to get abusive.  But none of them can ever begin to hold a candle to the sense and degree that I love being with you Dan.”
I ask “your roommate fucked you up your ass did you like it?  What do you think about making it with my lowly flesh and blood cock that can’t stay hard for ever and spits semen?  When you say that you did kinky things did you ever play with urine or scat?”
Jan responds “whoa there big boy slow down there a little.  Yes I have taken it up my ass with a plastic cock but I really didn’t like it that much it was too rigid and hard some times she would get too rough with it causing me considerable pain in any of my three orifices.  I really love the feel of your flesh and blood cock even-though it is very rigid for a real cock it still has some give to it and the natural feel of your skin is wonderful compared to the hard plastic or metallic surface of a dildo.  The only thing that I kind of miss having is a vibrating device gently inserted in either my cunt or ass.   Not having a vibrator is a small price to pay to have such a wonderful friend, companion, and lover to be my life time partner.  Your real talented fingers combined with that wonderful mouth and very talented tongue all fused with your talent to sense the most effective technique for their efficient use more than makes up for the lack of a vibrator.”

She goes on “As far as what I consider to be kinky many of the things we have or are doing now.  I grew up in a very straight laced household that didn’t approved of any exposed skin so this nudity is one kinky thing for me.  My dad never talked or commented on any thing sexual except to say don’t do it.  My mother was basically the same except she told me about having periods and that masturbation alone in private and not to be ashamed as it is a natural activity of all people going through puberty therefore any shared sexual activity could also be considered a kinky activity.  But to answer your question more directly, Ann introduced me to yellow showers by peeing on me and to what you might call scat play by having me use my mouth to clean any dildo that she had used in my ass.  To anticipate your next question did I like this kind of kinky sex play, no not at first but after I came to realization that I wasn’t getting sick from it.  I saw that she didn’t ask anything of me that she would not do herself by using her mouth to clean the dildos that had been used her ass I came to accept it.  Before we split up for summer break we even cleaned each others dildos a couple of times.  I found out that a female’s honey discharge are very tasty and kind of miss having a cunt to eat out but I can always get some of my own honey even if I cant eat my own cunt.  I can very honestly say that I thought that my ass tasted better to me than hers did and comparatively your ass is heavenly but maybe part of that is love speaking.  I have tasted Ann’s but never really drank anyone’s urine.  I’m fond of the feelings and sensations of fresh warm yellow showers once and a while.  More recently I first allowed and then encouraged Shasta to join me in the toilet and then in bed while I masturbate.  Her participation has been strictly one sided in that she has used her tongue on me but I haven’t returned the favor to her.  Joann used her mouth on dog by sucking his cock she told me that he is a good fuck but I left her before it got that far.”
I inject my comments “Wow talk about a mouth full you really spit out just now.  This nudity is probably easer for me because I never had any real hang ups over exposing my self except in mixed public company.  By the time that I finely dropped my under pants for the first time in front of you I realized how deeply I loved you and how much I desired to share all of me existence and body with you so exposing my cock seamed like a natural thing to do.  Now that we have adopted nudity as a life style I know for sure that it was the expected action.  I also was introduced to yellow showers and the taste of Betty’s urine which I found to be tolerable but nothing special.  I’m looking forward to sharing some golden yellow showers and gleaning a taste of you.  If you ever want to try taking my cock up your ass I promise to be real gentle.”
“Oh Dan I know that I can count on you being gentle in everything we do that is not the issue I’m concerned about the size of your cock it stretched out my cunt some so I believe it is bigger than the strap-on dildo that Ann used.”
“Jan darling please don’t feel pressured to take me up your ass.  Just be aware that it is an option when and if you ever feel like trying it.”

They finished constructing serviceable pouches and dismantled the smoker before feeding the horses Shasta and them selves.  Soon after sundown they went to bed in the common doubled sleeping bags with Shasta lying beside them.  That night they cuddled together but didn’t fuck or fondle each other they just slept like two very contented lovers that enjoy being in each others arms.
In the morning they rounded up the horses and packed breaking camp hitting the trail about 07:00.  They soon learned that the hard leather of their saddles is too irritating on their bare skin so the stopped after about half an hour and put on pants to protect their tender thighs and asses.
About midmorning they reached the Lewis River which they wound up crossing of the Forest Road #83 bridge and followed the road north to the general of area of Ape Cave on the eastern side of Mount Saint Helens.  We came upon a little red river cave that has a perpetual stream and small lake that we could have ‘running water’ year around.  We also found a regain with multiple shallow caves that have protected entrances inside a much larger low (about ten to fifteen feet high ceiling) wide cave mouth.  Two of the adjacent caves we discovered we could use as a home and attached stable with plenty of good grazing land relatively close for the horses.  Both caves have sweet artesian water springs in them to provide a convent running water supply.
After cleaning those caves out we discover that most of the smaller cave (about 1,000 SF size) has a fairly level hard floor  The larger cave (about 3,000 SF size) has a sandy floor and a small passage leading to the smaller cave so that we can tend the horses in the winter without having to go out into the weather.  The passage has a wide spot about half way between the two caves so that we can used to store the horse feed grain in a convenient location that the horses can’t reach.  The area also has some smaller caves one of which we turned into a meat smoker and another can be utilized as a wood shed and a third would make a nice workshop.  The only thing missing here is a good sanitary toilet.
That first night we brought up a couple downed trees that we could span the larger cave’s mouth to make it into a stable for the horses.  After constructing a reasonable fire place in the small ‘home’ cave we brought up some fire wood to start a camp fire there.  We hung the smoked dear hide over the ‘home cave’ opening leaving space above it for the camp fire’s smoke to exit.  Once the opening was covered and the fire built the cave became nice and warm.  We unpacked most everything putting the packs down on the floor as a makeshift mattress for the time being. 
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