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During the last of the winter storms, a pothole began to form on the road leading to my house. At first, it was just annoying, and then it took out my front passenger tire when I couldn’t swerve around it. 

I swear I heard the damn pothole groan in ecstasy. 

Thank you to my readers who have the same twisted sense of humour I do. I love you all. 
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Ashley Phalt woke from a long nap. Despite the sun, it was colder than it had been when she’d fallen asleep. A trickle of liquid roused her. She stretched to relieve the sensation. Her movement caused an imperceptible dip in the pavement on the road that covered her, making the weight of the cars and trucks whizzing over her surface become irregular. 

She liked it. It felt like a sensual massage. The type a lover would give at the beginning of foreplay. Ashley had been in this position before, and she couldn’t wait for the deliciousness to come. She smiled to herself in anticipation. 

The sensations continued for days as winter eased and the sun strengthened enough to melt the snow. Trickles of water seeped into the tiny cracks that formed above her each time she shifted. At night those tiny streams froze, their volume expanding until Ashley felt faint vibrations as tires raced over her. They were feather-light and titillated her senses.

Each day the water formed bigger rivulets under her. Each night they broke through her protection even more, creating bumps high enough to crack the once smooth surface. Fissures zig-zagged across the blacktop, making her gravel shiver each time vehicles cruised over her uneven surface. 

Ashley writhed in pleasure as the first few pieces of asphalt broke away, exposing her tenderest parts to the whims of traffic. 

Her pothole grew every day. More loose bits of gravel broke free and tumbled away like discarded clothing. Each crack of her protective shell sent a shiver of need through her. The edges around her perimeter rose above her core, like a ramp. It created a breath of airborne space before tires plunged into her exposed center and then thumped against her outer edge like a nudge against her clit. The feeling was exquisite. 

Even when vehicles swerved to avoid the deepening void where she lay, she still felt the vibrations through the earth as they passed. 

Her screams of, “A little more to the right.” went unheeded until an eighteen-wheeler hit her just right. 

From her experience in this spot, she knew there was an intersection nearby. Vehicles always passed over her in groups when the lights turned green. Brushing her with masterful strokes of traffic. Each burst unpredictable, yet just as intoxicating. She lay back and enjoyed the feel of every tread that rolled over her heightened senses.

If there happened to be a vehicle coming from the other direction at the same time, she got a double whammy. Vibrations from the car in the other lane while the car driving over her dropped into her sensitive hollow and then pressed against her again as it breached. 

Her anticipation built, knowing each rolling thrust into her depths would resonate deep within her long after the last vehicle left her, and begin again when a new pattern of tires arrived to stimulate her.  

Like a vibrator with variable settings, Ashley never knew what vehicle was coming next. She loved the soft whisper of sedans stroking her surface as they rolled by, alternating with heartier pickups and the heavy multi-axle transport trucks. Each one provided different pressures, making her shudder with appreciation as their vibrations echoed down the cracks in her blacktop, through the gravel to the firm rock beneath, which sent an answering reverberation that aroused her from all directions. 

The water pooling deep in her hollowed core rippled into waves. She hummed with delight.

She arched her back again and raised her ass to the sky so more of her nerve endings could break free and be exposed. Her once barely perceptible dip became more pronounced, her ridges sharper, to maximize the benefit from every touch. 

The next frost froze the loose rocks into place, making them poke up like nipples standing at attention. Real pleasure spread over these new points like chain lightning and increased the sensations deep in her underlay.

The rain came and increased the current under her surface. Waves of pleasure intensified each time a truck passed over her bumps, often followed by whispers of tantalizing sensation when a car swerved at the last second to avoid her. 

Each day her edges frayed a little more, exposing her sensitive gravel layer to the elements and passing traffic. The wet rubber caressed her like a flattened tongue, teasing pleasure out of every pore. The thumps against her edges got harder. Often followed by a loud thunk and a burst of air rushing through her stones when a vehicle hit her edge too fast and popped a tire.

Ashey tried to feel bad for the drivers but couldn’t bring herself to regret the way it felt when their tires blew.

One day a car stopped on the gravel strip that passed for a sidewalk. The vehicle’s occupant tried to warn the oncoming traffic about Ashley’s alluring presence by placing a brightly striped traffic cone in her center. 

It lasted a day before the heavy transport trucks smashed it to smithereens. But what fun it was while it lasted. It teetered back and forth over her nerve endings, tickling her as the vehicles whooshed by, making her giggle with delight.

The rain on a mild day thrummed like a heartbeat. Filling her to the brim and then at night as the temperatures fell, it expanded even further into her depths and loosened more of her blacktop covering to make her an even wilder ride on her small section of road.

Vehicles beat out a new rhythm as they got caught in her depths, pounding like a lover then hitting her clit with precision. Her newest configuration meant that it was the cars that brought her the most pleasure. Their smaller tires fit perfectly inside her deep rut, landing with a bump and spinning slightly on their way out. 

Multiple axle tractor trailers rimmed her, never quite hitting the spot but edging her senses until she groaned under their weight.

Within days she was almost completely exposed. She shuddered every time treads caressed her sensitive spots. Their finger-like ridges delving deeper into her, leaving no part of her unpleasured.   

As her gash widened, the big, eighteen wheelers became her favourite again. Their repeated hits came in quick staccato, never leaving her unsatisfied.

She ecstatically shifted under their weight, pulling and stretching the pavement around the edge of her hole, cracking it further, so it could wash itself away as each orgasm flushed her with wetness. Ashley’s enjoyment flowed through her as she basked in the early spring sunshine. 

Then everything changed. 

A small truck with flashing amber lights didn’t swerve around her in a tease, nor did it dive into her exposed surface and bump her bits. Instead, it pulled up on the gravel sidewalk just in front of her and parked. It was followed by a larger truck that rumbled to a stop on the dirt beside her. 

Several tall, strapping humans with wonderfully heavy footfalls jumped out of its doors before the vehicle had fully halted. Even though the pitter-patter of their steps were light after the heavy bulk of the vehicles. They were as delightful, although in a different way, as the crew erected several ‘men at work’ warning signs. Then two of the fellows grabbed handheld signs to direct traffic around them as they worked.

They were here to ruin her fun. 

The traffic had worked her up into a frenzy of constant arousal, and the men were going to stop her enjoyment. Ashley was devastated.

Whether they intended to or not, they made her feel dirty and ashamed for wanting vehicles to continue rolling through her deep hole. As if her nakedness, her freedom from the asphalt coating, made her abhorrent and something to be avoided. 

She heard them callously discuss the best way to replace the pavement that had crumbled away. Then she felt the first shovelful fall into her with sticky heaviness. It clung to her sides before bottoming out and pushing the water from her depths.

She wanted to feel angry and violated, but the new sensations as the men stomped around her edges, filling her up were just as intense. They massaged her bumps and curves with care, pushing at them seductively, making her hot enough to shudder with another orgasm. Wet sprang from deep within her until it spilled over her perimeter and flowed over her still tingling surface toward the gravel sidewalk.

The foreman, whom the other men referred to as Patch, said to the crew wielding the shovels. “Finish it off, boys.” He pointed to the barrel holding the repair material. “There’s not much left in the bin.” 

“There’s no place to put it,” the man holding the shovel replied. “The hole is full.”

“Spread it on top. It’ll level out with the weight of the traffic. It will just slow us down if we wait to get rid of the leftovers at the shop.”

Ashley felt heavy and lumpy. She’d been svelte with concave curves only minutes before. Her happiness died. 

The extra pavement they’d piled on top of her dulled her senses. It muffled the tease of pleasure the crew gave her as they massaged her back with their feet.

Then they brought out a small two-wheeled machine, and she wondered what fresh torture they had in store for her. 

The engine started with a roar and her entire surface jumped with glee. The fast jackrabbit pulse of the flat bottom as it pounded at her rounded mound was almost as good as the big trucks plunging into her depths. 

She prayed they wouldn’t finish prematurely. The vibrations shook her until she quivered with need. Hidden liquid leaked out toward the roadside as satisfaction coursed through her once again. 

She sighed in contentment. 

At least they did something right before they packed up and drove away.
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After Patch and his crew left, waves of disappointment washed over Ashley with each new set of tires. 

She still felt their vibration, but with
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