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Greg thought he was God’s gift to women just because he’d spent a summer term in Australia.  And the sad truth? Greg was God’s gift to women just because he’d spent a summer term in Australia.  All he had to do was ask the question, “Want to see my didgeridoo?” and he’d have every girl in town hanging off him. 

There’s never much going on in our small town, especially where nightlife is concerned.  Greg was crafty that way.  He recognized that we girls needed entertainment, and the easiest way to put himself smack in the centre of our group was to bring out that damn instrument.

I’m cursing the didgeridoo now, but in truth I loved that phallic-shaped thing.  All us girls wanted to be near Greg when he played. He’d haul it out into the fields on a warm night, take a seat on the big plastic beer cooler Marie and me had lugged all the way out there, and prop the didgeridoo between his long legs.

Greg was kind of a scruffy guy, wore big baggy pants with lots of pockets down the sides, band tees and hoodies. The way he talked, you could tell he read a lot of books. Back when we were all in high school, lots of the guys would make fun of Greg, call him a fag right to his face, stuff like that.  Could be that’s why all us girls liked him, and why we trusted him.  But, boy oh boy, did Greg prove those guys wrong during our hot nights out in the fields.  

We’d all have a beer in hand before Greg sat on the cooler like it was a bench.  In those days, we dressed to impress—tight little tops with our tits popping out, bare middles to show off our pretty little belly rings, short shorts, usually cut-offs of jeans that had barely fit us in middle school.  Our butts were bursting out of those things. From the front we were all legs and painted toenails in our flip-flops.  We were irresistible and, as it turned out, when that didgeridoo started up, we couldn’t even resist each other.

I don’t know how Greg produced that sound, that deep bass vibration, out of what was essentially a big stick, but when he started to play I would feel the hum of it in my pelvis.  His music was inside me, and it was dancing.  The sound itself didn’t make my feet want to move, not the way R&B or techno or even hard rock made me want to.  No, the penetrating throb of the didgeridoo brought out something altogether different in me.  It brought out my inner slut.

At least one girl, usually two, would settle in between Greg’s legs, pressing the didgeridoo to one side while tearing open his fly.  Sometimes that was me pulling out his cock, diving into his lap, but we all seemed to like variety while Greg was playing his instrument.  

He said it took circular breathing, and I never did understand how he could breathe in through his nose and out through his mouth at the same time.  I tried it once while I had his cock in my mouth, buried to the hilt, my lips closed around that thick shaft.  

After he’d bucked into my throat and I’d sucked unrepentantly, I tried to breathe in while blowing air down his hot shaft.  It didn’t work for me.  I just ended up feeling faint, and I had to put my head down on his thigh while another girl took over the blow job.

Often, if there were two of us between Greg’s knees, we would go at his dick together.  There was something in the low tone of his music that made us high, and we would grasp at his shaft, at his balls and his belly with four hands, like a mirror goddess.  We both wanted him at once.  

Hovering over his cockhead, we’d lick that thick red tip, letting it spill sweet precum over our tongues.  It was a threeway sort of kiss, the way we played together, two tongues and a cock.  That was my favourite sort of kiss.

If Greg’s erection was fully inside the other girl’s mouth, I would keep mine close and snatch it between my lips the second she came up for air.  I’d swallow him down, wrapping my mouth around his firm length, sucking hard.  He wouldn’t generally move that much because he was concentrating on his music, but Greg’s lust came out through his instrument.  We could feel it, even if we weren’t between his legs.

My friend Marie and I would never have done this stuff in “real life”—in fact, we never even talked about it—but in the hazy hypnotic dream state induced by Greg’s didgeridoo, we couldn’t keep our hands off each other.  

I never remembered how we started kissing, but suddenly our tongues would be writhing one against the other, like there was a hot battle to be won.  Her hands would lift my top way up over my tits and pull the cups of my bra down under them.  Even in the warm night air, my nipples would get so hard they’d hurt.  Then Marie would pinch them and they’d hurt even more.  

Her shorts and cotton panties would always be down around her ankles long before mine were, but once our wet pussies were bare, we would splay them on each other’s smooth thighs and ride, ride, ride.  It was all so hallucinatory that what I’d remember of it later would be slow motion, gauzy and warm.  Her tongue on my tongue, her top torn off, bare tits pressing against mine.  

Naked breasts, hard nipples, bare pussies. 

Nothing had ever felt so good. Nothing.  

We would writhe against each other’s bodies until the swollen music in my belly burst with orgasm.  It would be huge, those sounds, Marie screaming my name while she rubbed her clit fast against my thigh.  I would hug her tight to my body, set my chin over her shoulder, and hold on for dear life.  And then we would collapse together in a heap.  It was exhausting, what we’d done.

Usually, by the time we girls woke up, Greg and his didgeridoo were gone. Marie and I would carry the beer cooler back to town as the other girls trailed behind us in silence.  After nights like that, there was nothing left to say.
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We park and he kisses me sweetly on the mouth.  I push him. I drive him back in his seat. Now I crawl like a sex kitten into his lap, licking his neck, his lips, that spot behind his ear.  

Drive me, boy.  Drive me crazy.  Drive me wild.  

He takes me by the shoulders. He kisses me hard. His tongue is as firm as the cock I’m pawing at. It’s so hard I pump it with both hands.  

I’m driven.  I’ve got drive, boy.  Tear off that wrapper. I’ll slide on the latex. We’ll get down and dirty right here, right now.

Yeah, I’m gonna fuck him so good he’ll forget where we’re at.  I take him in, take him all in, and he’s so big inside me it drives me insane.  I ride that boy’s shaft, thrusting my tongue down his throat until he goes into overdrive, squeezing me, pressing me, bringing me all in so there’s no space between us.  

I’m tight in his arms. I’m riding him hard.  

He grabs my ass to hurl me, throw me, push me down on his stiff cock.  

Overdrive, and we’re gaining on each other.  He’s gonna come, no I’m gonna come, but who’s gonna come in first?  Nose-to-nose, and the winner is me, followed by him in close second.  Speedometer’s crashing as we screech to a moaning, groaning, panting, gasping halt.  

Close race, boy.  Better luck next time.
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