A Weekend Trip 
ALL BRANDS AND PRODUCTS COPYRIGHT THEIR OWNERS
Warning: This story contains copious amounts of pot smoking and M/M sex.  If you don’t like, or if you're under 18, don't read.  You have been warned...
Jerry had just turned 20, and works for an over-the-road trucking company.  He owns a 1986 Chevrolet full-size k5 Blazer 4x4, which he got for his 16th birthday.  The truck has a 572 cid v8, turbo 400 transmission, NP 205 transfer case, and GM 14 bolt axles with 4.56 gears and air lockers.  It has a 6 inch lift with 35 inch Super Swamper TSLs.  He had just finished putting a new sound system in the truck, and was ready to go pick up his boyfriend.  He climbed into the truck and started it up.  When the engine roared to life, he looked at the gas gauge and frowned, because he only had a quarter of a tank. "Shit, I guess I better stop and get gas on my way to his house." he thought out loud. He dug into his back pocket and fished a $100 out of his wallet.  He slipped the hundred back into his wallet and put the truck into reverse and backed out of the driveway.  

As he pulled into the station, he pulled out his phone and called Cohen and told him he was stopping to get gas then he’d be on his way.  He pulled up to the pump and turned off the truck.  He got out and opened the gas door and took off the cap.  In went the nozzle and he filled the tank.  After putting the gas in the truck, he went inside to the soda soda cooler to get a Faygo.  When he got to the counter, he pulled out his wallet.  Showing his I.D., and pulling out the $100, he paid for his gas, the soda and bought a new lighter and a pack of cigarettes. Then he walked back out to his truck and climbed in.  Before he started it, he sent his boyfriend a text telling him he was leaving the gas station, and he would be there in a half hour. 

Putting the soda between his legs, he pulled away from the pump and waited for a clear spot in traffic for him to pull out.  While he was waiting, he plugged his iPod into his stereo and searched for some Tech N9ne.  Upon selecting the song, he smoked the tires pulling into traffic, and turned up the system.   He lit a cigarette, and rolled down the tinted windows.  When he finished his smoke, he flicked the butt out the window.  

About 25 minutes later, thanks to his habitual lead foot, Jerry turned into Cohen's neighborhood and fished his phone out of his pocket, and sent a text to his boyfriend telling him he'll be there in less than a minute.  As the text sent, he pulled into the driveway in front of Cohen's house.  He saw the door open and the 18 year old Bengal Tiger walked over to the truck, threw his bag in the back, and climbed in.  As Cohen climbed into the truck, Jerry reached under the seat and pulled out a small wooden cigar box.  "Hi babe." Cohen said, as Jerry leaned over and kissed him.  When Jerry opened the box, it contained enough weed for a fat joint and some rolling papers.  Jerry rolled the joint and put the box back under his seat. He lit the joint and took a hit as he put the truck into reverse and backed out of the driveway.  He took another hit and passed it to Cohen.  The two furries passed the joint back and forth until it was gone.  Then Jerry lit another cigarette and gave one to Cohen.  They smoked their cigarettes and chatted back and forth on the way back to Jerry’s house.

"Wow! This thing sounds Amazing!" said Cohen.  "What did you put in here?" He asked.  "I just finished putting the system in this morning, and I put the new speakers and head unit in last night.  All I had to do this morning was hook up the Amp, and remove the top." Jerry answered.  "I'm pushing almost 1500 watts.  Check this out." he said, cranking up the volume.  He turned it back down when the song ended.  "How'd you like that?" Jerry asked.  "It's fucking amazing!" Cohen replied excitedly.  "What are we gonna do this weekend?" he asked curiously.

"Well, when we get back to my house, I think we'll drive down through my field and go into the woods down to the creek, and go camping for the weekend.  We might hit the mudpit on the way down there." Jerry said as he reached down and picked up the iPod, to find a good song.  "Sounds good to me." replied Cohen, knowing what was down at the campground.  Halfway across the field, Jerry reached down and shifted the truck into 4 hi and stopped in front of a large mud pit that he had dug when he first bought the property.  "Hold on babe, this is gonna be fun." Jerry exclaimed as he floored the gas pedal on the truck.  The Blazer lurched forward into the mudhole, flinging mud all up the sides of the SUV, giving it a nice coating of brown.  After flying through the pit, he drove along the wood line until he reached the entrance of the trail he had carved out of the woods large enough for his Blazer.  Turning onto the trail they made their way back deep into the woods where the creek runs across his property.  

They eventually make it back the creek where Jerry had drug a small camping trailer back into the woods to create a campground next to a deep spot in the creek where they could go swimming.  He put the Blazer into park and shut off the engine.  He and Cohen jumped out of the Blazer, Alex grabbing his bag out of the back, and they walked up to the small camper while Jerry fiddled with his keys trying to find the right key for the door.  Once he found the key he was looking for, he unlocked the door and the two went inside, and closed and re-locked the door.  Cohen sat down at the small table, putting his bag on the seat beside him, and Jerry opened the door to the tiny bathroom and went inside.  He slid open the shower curtain and grabbed the large bong off the floor, and picked a large bud off the plant he had drying, hanging from the shower head.  He left the tiny room, closing the door behind him, and walked over to the fridge, grabbing a bottle of water.  He sat down at the table and poured a little water into the bong.  He reached over to the counter and grabbed a small tray and sat it on the table.  Then he slid one of the drawers under the sink open and grabbed his grinder.  He sat the grinder on the table and took the top off it and put a small amount of the bud into it.  He then replaced the top and began twisting it, grinding up the weed.  After grinding up the weed, he poured it out onto the tray and packed the bowl.  Once the bowl was full, he put it into the pipe and lit it.  He took a massive hit and held it in, handing it to Cohen.  Cohen took his hit, though it was smaller than Jerry’s, it was still pretty good size.   He slowly exhaled, and commented to Jerry how good it was.  The two of them passed it back and forth until the bowl was done.  

After smoking the bowl, they sat there and talked for a bit.  Cohen got up and moved to the small bed and sat down.  Jerry followed and sat next to his boyfriend.  The two started making out, and they pulled each other’s shirts off.  Upon pulling Jerry’s shirt off, Cohen started kissing Jerry all over his body.  He started kissing him on the neck, working his way down his chest, all the way to his belt.  Cohen undid Jerry’s belt, and slid his jeans down his hips, rubbing his sheath the whole time.  Once Cohen had Jerry’s pants off, Jerry grabbed Cohen and threw him onto the bed and started unbuckling his belt.  He pulled his pants off and threw them across the trailer.  Jerry grabbed Cohen’s sheath and rubbed it through his tight briefs.  He kissed Cohen and pulled his briefs down to his ankles and took his hard 7 inch cock into his hand.  He bent down and licked up the length of the underside of Cohen’s cock and rubbed his balls.  Jerry took the entire length of Cohen's cock into his mouth, slowly going up and down on his meat, tasting his salty pre.  Shortly after the hot blowjob began, Cohen lifted Jerry's head off his cock, and pulled him to the side and kissed him.  He then reached down and pulled Jerry’s cock out of his boxers, taking the 7 inch schlong into his mouth.  He gave Jerry the same blowjob he was just receiving, and out of nowhere Jerry told him to stop.  They positioned themselves into a 69, sucking each other off at the same time.  A short time later Cohen was unable to hold it any longer, and he came into Jerry’s mouth.  Jerry readily swallowed every drop Cohen squirted into his mouth.  This sent Jerry over the edge, and he too came into his mate’s mouth. Cohen swallowed most of Jerry’s cum, but he kept a little of it in his mouth. They them repositioned themselves and Cohen pressed his lips to Jerry’s, sharing some of Jerry’s own cum with him.
After lying in the bed for a while, Jerry decided to get up and go swimming. “You coming?” he asked Cohen.  “Yea, I’ll go with you, but I don’t have a suit with me.” Cohen replied with concern in his voice.  “There’s no use having one here, I’ll just pull it off you anyway.” Jerry replied, playfully pinching Cohen’s butt.  The two went out the door and walked a few feet to the edge of the campground, which was perfect for jumping off into the perfectly clear water.  They held each others hands as they jumped off the rocky edge, falling 5 feet into the cool 8 foot deep pool of water.  They swam over to the shallow end of the pool, and sat on the sandy bottom and talked and messed around until they both started to feel hungry.

They decided to go back up to the trailer and dry off.  They held hands as they walked back up to the camper.  When they went inside Jerry opened a cabinet right inside the door and grabbed a couple towels.  They dried off and gathered up their clothes as they moved back to the front of the camper.  After they got dressed, Jerry went outside and started the generator.  He went back inside and grabbed his keys, turned on the light, and asked Cohen to come with him.  They walked out of the small camper, closed the door, and locked it.  They climbed into the Blazer and Jerry started it.  When the engine roared to life he turned on the lights, put it in reverse, and turned around.  They drove down the trail and back out of the woods, back toward Jerry’s house.  Jerry stopped at the end of the mudpit again and told Cohen to hold on.  He then hammered the gas again all the way across the deep mud, coating the sides with a fresh layer.  They drove across the field, trying to get all the mud off the tires, on their way back to the road.  Jerry put the truck back into 2wd as they pulled out of the field onto the road.  They lit another cigarette and drove into town going to the local market to pick up some supplies.  

When they arrived at the store, Jerry turned off his Blazer, and they hopped out and closed them behind them. They walked to the door holding each others hands.  While they were at the store, they got some hamburgers, hot dogs, chips, a couple of Faygos.  They also got some stuff for breakfast in the morning.  They threw their supplies into the back of the truck, got in and headed back to Jerry’s property.  When they got back to Jerry’s property, he put the truck back in 4hi and headed for the trail.  They take the trail back to the camper, and when they get there, Cohen and Jerry grab the bags of stuff out of the back of the truck, unlocked the door, and carried it into the small trailer.  Then Jerry went out to the front of the trailer and turned the gas on so they could cook their dinner, then went back inside.  When he climbed up into the trailer, he asked Cohen to go to the creek and get some water to do the dishes with.  Cohen walked out the door, stopping at the Blazer to grab a bucket out of the back, and he walked down the short trail to the creek.  While Cohen is gone, Jerry started cooking dinner.  He fried a couple of hot dogs, and put them in the buns, putting some chips on the plate.  He turned off the fire and sat down and waited for Cohen to come back.  Cohen opened the door and stepped inside, putting the bucket next to the sink on the floor.  Cohen sat down across from Jerry, and the two talked while they ate.

“When we’re done eating, save your plate to use to start the fire,” Jerry said.  Nodding, Cohen finished the chips on his plate, and stood up.  He cleaned up the mess Jerry made while cooking, then sat back down.  Jerry was fast at work grinding another bud.  He slid the tray over to Cohen and asked him to finish grinding all the bud on the tray.  He stood up, grabbed the bong, and poured the water out in the sink.  Then he walked back to the bathroom, and went inside.  He put the bong away, and came back out, closing the door.  Then he turned and opened the cabinet by the door. He reached up to the top shelf and grabbed the large case.  He closed the cabinet and walked over and sat down.  He opened the case, and got out the contents.  It was a hookah that Cohen didn’t know Jerry had.  “Before we get too far, let’s go build the fire.” Jerry said.  So they go outside, taking their used plates with them, and grabbed a few small logs from under the trailer.  Jerry builds the fire while Cohen sets up the lawn chairs that were in the back of the truck.  After jerry finished building the fire, he went back to the trailer to pack the hookah.  It is a two hose hookah, perfect for him and his mate.  He packed the bowl with the bud and sheesha mix, filled the bottle with water from the bucket of creek water, and put the coal and bowl on top.  He came back out with the hookah, and sat down next to his lover.  He lit the coal and sat back.  The both of them sat there, puffing on the hookah, chatting, laughing, and watching the fire.  Cohen got up and went to the trailer and got some sodas for him and his mate.  "Babe, I brought you a Faygo." Cohen said, handing it to Jerry.  When he sat back, he picked up the hose and inhaled the smooth smoke.  Slowly exhaling, he got up then sat back down on Jerry's lap.  Taking the hose out of Jerry's hand, Cohen took another hit and held it in.  He tossed the hose onto the ground, smiled, and slowly blew the hit into Jerry's face.  Jerry just grabbed him, and kissed him deeply.  They sat there and made out for a short while.  A few minutes later, Cohen bent and picked up the hose from the ground, and handed it to Jerry.  He stood up, then picked up his hose from in front of his chair, and sat down and took a rip.  They sat there and finished the hookah, and when the small fire went out, they went inside the trailer and sat at the table.  Jerry had brought the hookah in with him, so he just put it into the bathroom.  He grabbed the bong while he was in there.  He grabbed the same bottle of water from earlier out of the fridge, and poured the rest into the bong, and then he set it on the table, and filled another bowl and sparked it.  He passed the pipe to his boyfriend, and Cohen took a rip too big for him.  Choking, he handed it back to Jerry.  When he went to give it back, Cohen shook no, still trying to catch his breath.  Jerry just shook his head and cashed the bowl.  

After that he got up and laid down on the bed.  Cohen decided to come over and he snuggled up tight to his mate.  Jerry rolled over and kissed his love deeply.  Making out turned into foreplay as they stripped each other, and Cohen rolled over on top of Jerry, and started kissing his body, starting at his neck, leaving a nice hickey.  Stopping to play with his nipples, Cohen worked his way down to Jerry's underwear, which he slowly pulled off as he worked his way down.  He took Jerry's cock into his mouth, taking it all the way down to his sheath.  A short time later, Jerry sat up and told Cohen to take his briefs off.  While Cohen took his briefs off, Jerry reached over to the drawer under the small TV, and grabbed the small bottle of lube.  He handed the bottle to Cohen.  Cohen squirted a little on his hand and rubbed it under the base of his tail between his cheeks, and a little on Jerry’s cock.  Cohen sat on Jerry’s cock, and hissed in discomfort as the large cock stretched him wide.  He sat there for a minute, letting his body adjust to the invader.  Slowly he started to rise up, taking all but the tip out.  He slid back down gently, the feeling getting better and better.  Cohen started going faster and faster until Jerry asked him to stop.  They rolled over and changed positions, with Cohen on his hands and knees, and Jerry behind him.  Jerry re-entered Cohen and mated him harder and harder.  Cohen was talking filthy, but it was barely understandable between his moans.  Jerry wouldn’t be able to hold out for long, and a few seconds later he screamed out loud, spurting his seed and filling his mate.  They both collapsed onto each other panting heavily, and Cohen purring loudly, coming down from the ecstasy of the fuck.  They laid there holding each other, then Jerry decided to get up and turn on the small TV.  He switched on the DVD player next to the TV and put in a Family Guy DVD. Jerry decided he wanted a cigarette, so he went out to his truck and grabbed them, making sure he had his keys, and closed the door behind him.  While he was outside, he walked to the front of the trailer, and turned the gas off.  Coming back in, he lit his cig, and tossed one to Cohen after locking the door behind him.  They smoked their cigarettes, laid back down, and watched a few episodes of the popular cartoon until they went to sleep, cuddling with each other.

The next morning Jerry woke up to something poking him in the back, and Cohen was stroking his head behind his ears.  “Morning babe, how did you sleep?" Jerry asked.  "I guess you’re pretty excited to see Me.” he said slyly, grabbing hold of his boyfriend’s hard cock.  “Let’s see if we can’t do something about that leaky boner.” He said with a smile.  Jerry kissed Cohen passionately, then bent down and took his tasty meat into his mouth, tasting his salty pre.  Sucking on the thick meat, Jerry soon brought his mate to orgasm.  As Cohen was about to cum, Jerry let his cock fall out of his mouth, and Cohen came all over his chest.  “Lets go get washed up.” Jerry said, grabbing a bar of soap and the towels from yesterday.  They walked down the short trail to the pool of water, and proceeded to bathe each other.

After the cool bath, they walked back up to the camper hand in hand.  Cohen went inside while Jerry walked to the front of the trailer, turned on the propane, and checked the gas in the generator.  He couldn't see any gas, and couldn't feel any on his finger, so he pulled a stick off a tree, and stuck it in the tank.  When he pulled it out, the gas only covered the tip of the stick.  "Damn, I guess I better go up to the shop and get some gas." Jerry thought out loud.  He went into the camper and got dressed.  "I need to go up to the shop and get the gas can, so I can fill the generator up today," Jerry said while getting dressed, "You wanna come with me?" he asked.

"I think I'll stay here cook us our breakfast," replied Cohen.  Jerry grabbed his keys, unlocked his Blazer, and climbed in.  He turned the key and the engine roared to life.  Jerry backed up, turned around, and took off down the trail towards its end.  He drove up to the shop, put the truck in park, then he reached up and pushed the button on the opener.  Leaving the truck running, he got out and walked into the shop.  He walked inside and grabbed the full gas can, put it in the back of the Blazer, and climbed back in.  He pushed the button again, closing the door, backed up, and drove back down to the campsite.  When he returned to the camper, he took the gas can out of the back of the Blazer, and filled the tank on the generator.  Jerry went inside the trailer, and Cohen had some eggs and sausage cooked and ready for him.  He sat down and ate his breakfast with Cohen, and Cohen reached into the fridge and grabbed him a soda.  When they finished their breakfast, Jerry went into the bathroom and grabbed another bud from his drying station.  He walked back out and sat down at the table and ground up the bud.  He packed the bowl, and sparked it up.  "Let's go to mars dude!" Jerry said as he toked up.  He slowly exhaled handing the massive pipe to Cohen.  Cohen took a smaller hit, remembering last night.  They passed the bong back and forth doming out the small trailer.  "This is some good shit!” Jerry said as he took another hit.  After the bowl was cashed, Jerry packed a second bowl and handed the bong to Cohen.  Cohen fired it up, tasting the freshness of the pot as he inhaled deeply.  They continued to smoke on the bowl until the smoke in the trailer was so thick, it was hard to see or breathe.  Once the bowl was done, the two decided to go outside and get some fresh air, and have a little fun.

Jerry locked the door, then walked over to the generator and turned it off, then to his Blazer. The two mates jumped into the truck, turned around and headed up to the shop to get out the toys.  They pulled up to the shop and Jerry pressed the button to open the door, revealing a pair of Polaris RAZRs.  Jerry walked over the first one, checked the gas, and started it up.  “This one is for you to use.” Jerry said as he started the second one.  They pulled the XTVs out of the garage, and took off tearing across the field.  They hit the various jumps that were scattered across the field, catching some pretty good air off the bigger ones.  After they had their fun jumping the XTVs, they decided to go trail riding up and down the creek, around the campsite, and thru the mudpit in the field.  “I have an idea,” Jerry said, motioning for Cohen to come over. “Let’s have a tug of war!” He exclaimed.  “I bet mine could out pull yours.” Jerry added.  “You’re on,” replied Cohen with a grin.  “Stay here; I’ll be back with a chain.” Jerry yelled, screaming away, tearing up the grass and flinging mud.  A short time later, Jerry returned with a chain in the back of his RAZR.  He stopped and hooked the two XTVs to each other.  He got back into his machine, and slowly pulled forward getting all the slack out of the chain.  "On three we floor it as hard as we can." Jerry instructed.  "1....2....3!!!" he yelled.  On three both furs stood on the pedals, and for a second, they were even.  But not for long, because a second later Jerry's RAZR started to drag Cohen's RAZR backwards. Both of them were coating the other with mud and grass.  He drug Cohen backward for a few seconds until he gave up.  "I guess I win!" Jerry proclaimed.  "You wanna race?" he asked.  "Once again, you're on." Cohen responded.  Jerry unlocked the chain, and the two of them rode over to the edge of the field.  "The first one to the other side of the field is the winner." Jerry stated.  "On three... one... two... THREE!!!"  They both took off leaving rooster tails of grass and mud flying behind them.  For the first few seconds, Cohen was in the lead, but Jerry came blowing by from behind as Cohen's RAZR topped out.  Jerry was the first to make it across the field, and celebrated with a couple victory donuts.  "Why is yours so much faster than mine; I thought they were the same?" Cohen asked as he pulled up to Jerry.  "When I bought these they only had one with the performance package in stock, and the other had to be normal." Jerry explained.  "I'm sorry babe," Jerry said, leaning over and kissing him.  "Lets go back to the camper and smoke a bowl, and get something to drink." Jerry said.  With that, they both high-tailed it back to the camper.

When they got back to the campground, they parked the XTVs, started the generator, unlocked the door, and entered the trailer.  Jerry reached into the bathroom and grabbed a large bud off his plant, while Cohen grabbed a couple of sodas out of the fridge.  They sit down at the small table, and Jerry grinds up a part of the large bud, leaving most of it intact on the tray.  He packs the bowl and sparks it up, taking a large hit and passed it to Cohen.  Jerry reached over and opened the drawer that had his grinder in it and pulled out a pack of blunts.  He ground another piece of the bud, while singing, "Roll roll roll your blunt, twist it at the end, spark it up and take a hit, pass it to a friend." while rolling a fat blunt.  He grabbed the bong and took another large hit, and passed it back.  They sat there and passed the bong back and forth until it was cashed.  Then Jerry sparked the large blunt, puffed and passed it to his love.  They got up and walked over to the bed, and Jerry turned on the TV and DVD player.  He changed the DVD, selected another episode, and they sat back and watched the TV, puffing on the blunt, idly passing it back and forth.  After the blunt was done, they threw the roach into the ashtray; Cohen lit Jerry and himself a cigarette, and gave one of them to Jerry.  He took the cig, kissed his lover and looked back to the TV.  "I'm starting to get hungry babe, when this episode is over, let's go get something to eat." suggested Cohen.  "What do you want to eat?" asked Jerry.  "I dunno but a sandwich sounds good." Cohen replied.  "Subway sound good?" He asked.  "Sure, let’s put on a clean shirt, and go take these RAZRs back." Jerry replied.  They changed their shirts and Jerry slipped the remaining piece of the bud into his cigarette pack, and walked out the door, Jerry locking it behind them.

Jerry walked over to the generator and flicked the kill switch, and they hopped into the RAZRs and headed back to the shop where the Blazer is parked.  They put the XTVs back into the shop and closed the door.  They climbed into the truck and Jerry grabbed his box from under the seat.  He opened his cigarette pack and pulled out the bud and put it in the box.  Putting the box back under the seat, he turned the key and the big block engine roared to life. Jerry backed up, and pulled out of the driveway.  Pulling off the side road onto the highway, Cohen leaned over the console and nuzzled Jerry.  He reached down and rubbed Jerry's sheath through his jeans.  Cohen rubbed up and down on Jerry's stiffening cock through his jeans.  He unzipped Jerry's zipper, and fished his hard cock out through the open fly.  Cohen took the entire length of Jerry's cock into his mouth at once, which caused him to moan in pleasure.  "Lucky this is such a tall truck, and nobody can see in here." Jerry said as Cohen bobbed up and down, sucking his manhood.  Driving down the road, one would never know what was actually going on inside of that big Chevy, the quick blowjob continuing.  Before long Jerry was very close to his climax, and he warned Cohen of the coming blast, but he continued.  Jerry put his hand on the top of his lover's head, and held it in place as he blew his load into his mouth.  Alex sat up and swallowed, then leaned over and kissed Jerry deeply.

"You know, you have an exceptional sense of timing." Jerry said, turning into the sub shop's parking lot.  Jerry zipped up his pants, and they opened the doors, locked them, and hopped out.  They held hands as they walked to the door, opened it, and walked into the shop.  They ordered their food, got their sodas, and sat down to eat.  When they finished eating, they got up, threw away the trash, and went out to the Blazer.  Jerry unlocked his door and hopped in.  He leaned over and unlocked the other door, then grabbed his box from under the seat.  Alex climbed in and they closed the doors.  They sat there for a minute while Jerry rolled a joint.  When he finished, he closed the box, slid it under the seat, and started the truck.  As the engine roared to life, Jerry lit the joint then rolled down the dark tinted window.  As he pulled out of the lot, he decided to stop at the gas station and get another pack of cigarettes.  He drove to the edge of town, to the gas station.  He flicked the roach out the window as he pulled into the station.  "I'll be right back." Jerry said, hopping out of the K5 leaving it running.  When he returned, Cohen had 2 cigarettes in his mouth waiting for Jerry to return.  When he backed out of the spot, Cohen lit the cigarettes and handed one to Jerry.  As they drove down the road they cranked the stereo and flicked their butts out the window.  When they turned onto the dirt road off the highway, Jerry turned down the radio and looked at Cohen.  "When we get back to the house, I'm gonna go inside and use the bathroom, and were gonna leave the truck at the shop." Jerry explained.  "I'll wait for you to finish, and were gonna get in my RAZR and go down and check my little farm." he finished.  "Ok." Cohen replied as Jerry turned into his driveway.  They pulled along the house, turned off the engine, and hopped out.  Jerry went inside and did his business while Cohen waited.  When he finished, he walked outside and up to his shop.  He sat down in his RAZR, started it and pulled down to the house, waiting on Cohen.  When he came out, Cohen hopped into the machine, and they drove down to the trail.  Jerry drove a short way down the trail, and turned down a smaller trail, barely noticeable amongst the brush.  They drove a ways down the small undefined trail, until they came upon a thick bit of brush.  They worked their way through the brush, and came upon a small bunch of pot plants.  Jerry walked to one, inspected a bud, the turned and looked at the one beside it.  He took a close look at the buds, and grabbed it at its base.  "This one is ready." He said, pulling it out of the ground.  He handed it to Cohen as he inspected the other two.  "O.K., were done here." He said as they walked back to the XTV.  They got in and Jerry started the machine.  They continued down the trail, heading back toward the trailer.  When they got back to the trailer, Jerry got out of the machine, unlocked the door, and took the plant into the trailer.  He hung it from the shower head behind the other one to dry.  "Let's go get my Blazer and put this away. It's starting to cloud up out here; I think we should put the top on when we get up there.  You drop me off at my truck, and take this up to the shop and put it away for me, please." He said as he walked back to the machine.  "You drive," he said getting into the passenger side.  As Cohen got back in on the other side, Jerry leaned over and kissed him as he started the machine.  Cohen drove them back up to the house and dropped Jerry off at his Blazer, then put the XTV in the shop and waited for Jerry to pull the SUV up to the shop.  Jerry pulled into the shop, carefully positioning the Blazer under the crane that suspended the top from the ceiling. Jerry climbed out of his truck, and grabbed the rope that controlled the crane.  He slowly lowered the top down, with Cohen helping him position it, until it rested firmly on the K5.  "Babe would you hand me those clamps that are on the workbench?  And the ratchet that is up there next to them?"  He asked Cohen as he detached the cables.  He climbed into the back as Cohen walked over with the clamps and socket in his hand.  Cohen set the stuff down on the tailgate, and climbed in the back to join Jerry.  Jerry grabbed the stuff and put the clamps in their places.  Cohen helped Jerry out by tightening the clamps down in front of Jerry the best he could.  When they finished putting the clamps in place, Jerry grabbed Cohen and kissed him deeply. When Jerry broke the kiss, they climbed out and closed the tailgate.  As they put the tools away, Jerry tossed the keys to Cohen and said, "You drive."

"Go ahead and hit the mudpit again on the way back to the camper." Jerry said as Cohen started the engine.  Cohen put the truck in gear, and reached down and shifted it into 4hi.  Jerry hit the button that closed the door as Cohen backed out and drove to the pit. Cohen stopped at the edge.  "Go ahead; you won’t hurt anything on this beast." Jerry said sensing Cohen's nervousness, and flicked the switch activating the lockers.  "Hammer it and don’t let up until you make it out on the other side." He instructed.  Cohen slammed the pedal to the floor, and the Blazer roared across the pit, easily navigating the thick substance, and coating the sides with yet another layer of mud.  When they reached the other side, Cohen stopped, and Jerry hugged him and gave him a long kiss.  "Great job babe," Jerry praised him. "Take us to the camper, but be careful."  Jerry flicked the switch again, letting the pressure out of the lockers.  Cohen drove down the twisty trail to the camper.  When they got there, Cohen turned off the big engine, and they hopped out of the truck after rolling up the windows.  They walked over to the generator and started it.  Then they walked to the door, unlocked it, and went inside, re-locking it behind them.  As Cohen walked over to the small bed, Jerry reached into the little bathroom and grabbed the hookah from last night, and a good sized bud off the older plant.  He walked over to the bed and sat the smoking device on the floor, then turned around and grabbed its case, and the tray off the table.  He sat down on the bed, holding the large bud up for Cohen to see.  He tossed the bud into the tray, and opened the case and digging a new coal out of the pack.  He lit the coal, and set it on top of last night’s bowl.  Puffing on the hoses, the mates took a few small hits, until the bowl got going good.  They sat there and smoked the device, talking about times past.  When the bowl was burned out, Jerry kissed his mate, and reached over to the table and grabbed the bong.  "Hold this for a second, please babe?" Jerry asked, handing it to Cohen.  Jerry ground up a few pieces of the bud and packed a fat bowl.  He handed the bowl to Cohen, telling him to go ahead.  "You can have the greens, if you want." Jerry said.  Cohen sparked the bowl, inhaling deeply.  He exhaled slowly, coughing after he finished, handing the bowl to Jerry.  Jerry took his hit, and set the bong on the floor.  When he exhaled, he lightly blew it in Cohen's face, and gave him that 'come get me' look.  Cohen tackled him, sitting on his stomach.  He kissed Jerry passionately, as he reached back and rubbed his sheath gently.  Jerry rolled Cohen off him and kissed him deeply.  Cohen continued rubbing Jerry's fast stiffening cock through his jeans, grabbing his belt and unbuckling it.  He slowly pulled Jerry's jeans down his hips, and took them and threw them across the trailer, still rubbing his sheath through his boxers.  Suddenly Jerry stood up and removed his shirt, throwing it by his jeans.  He climbed back onto the bed and straddled Cohen.  He pulled Cohen up to him and kissed him, removing his shirt and tossing it to the pile of clothes at the back of the trailer.  Jerry continued to make out with his mate as he unbuckled his belt, and slid his jeans down his slender hips.  He threw them with the other clothes, and rubbed Cohen's sheath through his briefs.    He slowly pulled down his mate’s briefs, and threw them with the rest if their clothes, taking the thick piece of meat into his mouth.  He slowly bobbed up and down, sucking his mate’s cock, licking the underside, and rubbing his large balls.  Cohen sat up and lifted Jerry’s head off his crotch.  He kissed his mate and worked his boxers down off his butt, playfully squeezing it.  Cohen rolled Jerry over, straddled his legs, and took his large cock into his mouth, licking the tip of his cock gently.  He took the 7 inch meat into his mouth, all the way down to his thick sheath, tasting his salty pre-cum.  Cohen reached over to the counter and grabbed the bottle of lube that has been sitting there since last night.  He squirted some into his hand, and rubbed it between his cheeks, and put a little onto Jerry’s cock.  Straddling him, Cohen slid Jerry’s hard cock into his waiting hole, all the way down to his sheath.  Cohen sat there for a minute, letting his body adjust to the thick cock buried deep within him.  He slowly moved up and down, moving the cock in and out of his tight butt.  They stopped and changed positions, and Jerry mated with Cohen from behind.  Cohen started talking filthy to his mate, turning him on even more, egging him on to go faster and harder.  The harder Jerry mated with him, the louder the screams were that came out of his mate’s mouth.  A few minutes later, Jerry’s mind clouded with lust as he lost all control of his body, and he let his instincts take over.  Humping wildly, he slammed into his mate with all he had, burying his cock as far as it would go, causing Cohen to scream out in pleasure, as Jerry filled his mate with his seed.  Jerry collapsed onto the bed, slowly pulling out of Cohen.  As his mind cleared, Cohen rolled over and straddled Jerry, kissed him passionately, and nuzzled him, purring.  “Thank you babe, I needed that.” Cohen said, still straddling Jerry.  Reaching down, Jerry grabbed Cohen's cock, and stroked it up and down, sending Cohen into his own orgasm.  Cohen sprayed his jizz all over Jerry’s chest and stomach, and collapsed, panting, onto the bed.  After cuddling with Cohen for a short time, Jerry got up and cleaned himself of with a paper towel from up on the counter.  

After cleaning himself off, Jerry grabbed the pack of cigarettes of the table.  He took two of them out and lit them, handing one to Cohen.  He sat back down on the bed and picked up the bong off the floor.  Jerry took another large hit, holding to smoke as long as he could.  He slowly exhaled as he handed the pipe to Cohen.  Cohen took a small hit, holding it for about half as long as Jerry.  He handed the bong back to his mate, and Jerry took the slide out and tapped it on the side of the ashtray, knocking the ashes out of the bowl.  He then proceeded to pack another bowl, pushed the slide into the bong, and lit it up.  He took a large hit and exhaled, passing it to his mate.  He finished his cigarette, and put it out in the ashtray, taking the bong back after Cohen took his hit.  Cohen put out his cigarette in the ashtray as Jerry toked another hit, held it in, and gently exhaled, handing it back to his mate.  Cohen took the bong back, and took a huge hit, cashing the bowl.  Big mistake.  He choked hard on the smoke, barely able to hand the pipe back to Jerry.  Cohen just leaned over, still barely able to breathe, seeing stars.  Jerry held him close and nuzzled him, until Cohen sat back up.  Once Cohen was finally able to breathe, he looked up and kissed Jerry passionately.  "I'm ok." he said, tears running down his face.  "There's enough left on the tray for one more bowl, if you're up to it." Jerry commented.  "Hell yea I'm up for it, I ain’t no pussy." Cohen replied.  With that Jerry grabbed the bong, and packed the last bowl.  He flicked his lighter and sparked the bowl, filling the massive 2 foot bong thick with smoke.  Pulling out the slide, he cleared the chamber, holding in the hit.  He exhaled the smoke slowly, passing the bong to Cohen.  Swallowing hard, Cohen put the pipe to his lips, and took a small rip.  Exhaling slowly, Cohen coughed slightly, shaking his head, and closing his eyes.  He passed the bong back to Jerry, and sat back on the bed, barely able to catch his breath.  Jerry took his final hit, cashing the bowl.  He exhaled slowly, looking at his mate and smiling.  Jerry leaned forward, setting the bowl on the counter, next to the TV.  He picked up the tray off the bed and set it on the counter, next to the large bong.  He laid back down on the bed, taking his place on the bed next to his mate.  They laid there and cuddled for a while, holding each other and watching the DVD.

A short while later Jerry got up, still naked, and grabbed a couple sodas out of the fridge for him and Cohen.  He handed one of the sodas to Cohen, and sat back down on the bed.  Jerry leaned forward and grabbed the two packs of cigarettes off the table, removing the last two from the open pack.  Walking over to the bed, he changed the DVD, putting in "Something, Something, Something, Dark Side", and sat back down on the bed next to his mate.  He lit his cigarette and gave the other to his mate, sitting down next to him.  He took a drag and exhaled, leaning over and kissing Cohen on the neck.  The two of them sat on the bed, smoking their cigarettes, watching the movie.  When they finished their cigs, they put them out into the ashtray, and laid back down, cuddling with each other, and continued the movie.  Upon the ending, Jerry reached up and turned off the TV and DVD player, then laid back down on the bed and grabbed Cohen, and pulled him on top of him, kissing him passionately.  When Cohen sat up, Jerry reached down and rubbed his stiffening cock.  Cohen reached behind him, between Jerry's legs and rubbed his hard cock and large balls.  Cohen leaned forward and kissed Jerry on the lips, then started kissing him all down his body.  He stopped as he reached Jerry's cock, giving it a lick on the bottom from the base to the tip.  Jerry looked up and smiled at his mate, as Cohen took his cock into his mouth.  Jerry leaned back and moaned as Cohen took his cock all the way to his sheath.  After a short time, Jerry pulled his mate up and kissed him.  He bent down and licked his mate's cock along the bottom, working his way from the base to the tip.  Cohen moaned as Jerry swallowed his cock all the way down to his sheath, slowly coming back up and gently licking the slit in the tip.  Cohen hissed in ecstasy as Jerry took his throbbing member back into his mouth and down his throat.  Jerry took his mate’s cock out of his mouth and looked up at his mate with lustful eyes.  "I want you to fuck me." Jerry said, looking up at Cohen and kissing him.  "Are you sure?" Cohen asked.  "Yes I'm sure, please babe?" Jerry begged.  Moving nervously as Jerry laid on his back, Cohen grabbed the bottle of lube off the counter rubbing a little on his cock and Jerry's tailhole, and inserting a finger.  Cohen removed his finger and replaced it with the head of his cock.  He pushed in slowly, Jerry hissed in discomfort as Cohen's cock made its entrance.  He pushed in slowly, trying to make Jerry as comfortable as possible.  Once Cohen was all the way in, he stopped for a second, letting Jerry adjust to his girth inside him.  Once Jerry got used to the feeling of his mate's large cock inside him, Cohen slowly started to pull out, then push back in.  Jerry moaned in pleasure as his mate increased his speed.  A few minutes later Cohen was fucking his mate with all he had, with Jerry screaming in ecstasy.  As Cohen neared his orgasm, he bent over and kissed Jerry.  When he came, he slammed into his mate so hard, he buried part of his sheath in his mate, spraying his hot cum in Jerry's ass, and Jerry sprayed his load up his stomach. Cohen kissed Jerry passionately as he slowly pulled out, letting his jizz slowly dribble out.

Shortly later, they both wanted something to eat.  When Jerry got up, a flash of light caught his eye, and he walked over and looked out the window, still naked.  Then he heard it.  A loud boom echoed through the woods.  "Well... it looks like were staying in tonight." Jerry said. "Its storming pretty bad out there, and it looks like it has been raining for a while; the Blazer is almost clean.  I’m glad I decided to put the top back on it tonight."  He continued, as he walked to the stove.  He turned on the stove, but nothing happened.  "Shit, I gotta go outside and turn on the gas, I’ll be right back." Jerry said, as he walked toward the door.  He opened the door and stepped into the downpour.  He quickly ran around to the front of the trailer, turned on the gas, and quickly ran back.  He stepped back into the trailer, fur dripping wet and his feet muddy. Cohen sniggered when Jerry came back inside, his fur highly matted.  He grabbed his towel out of the cabinet and dried himself off, saving his feet for last, so he wouldn't get mud in his fur.  Jerry then walked over to the stove and turned the knob, and this time was successful in ignition.  He grabbed a frying pan out of the oven and put on the stove, warming it as he grabbed the hamburgers out of the fridge.  He threw a couple of patties into the pan as Cohen walked over and helped Jerry prepare their supper.  Cohen reached over and grabbed the chips, bread, and plates out of the cabinet above the table.  He sat down and waited for Jerry to finish cooking the burgers.  While the burgers were cooking, Jerry grabbed some cheese and other things out of the fridge, sitting them in the center of the table.  When the burgers finished cooking, he put them on a plate, and joined Cohen at the table.  They sat there and ate their dinner, chatting idly back and forth.  When they got done eating, Jerry got up and went to the bathroom to grab another bud, and Cohen stood up and began cleaning up the mess Jerry made while making dinner.  Jerry came back with a small bud in his hand, and grabbed his tray and grinder off the counter by the TV.  He put the bud in the grinder and ground it up.  While Cohen was finishing up the dishes, Jerry dumped out the bong, and put some fresh water in it.  He also cleaned the slide while Alex was working.  When Cohen finished the dishes, he sat next to Jerry, who had finished cleaning the large pipe.  He packed the bowl, and sparked it, taking a massive hit.  Coughing, Jerry passed the bong to Cohen, who also took a large hit.  He passed it back to Jerry, trying not to choke, and exhaling slowly.  Jerry took another hit, this time a little smaller, and passed it back while exhaling.  Cohen took another hit, this time with ease.  He passed it back to Jerry, exhaling slowly.  Jerry took his last hit, cashing the bowl.  He exhaled slowly and grabbed his mate’s hand.  They got up and walked over to the bed.  Once in bed, Jerry turned on the TV, and they kissed each other goodnight, and watched TV until they went to sleep holding each other tightly.
The next morning Jerry woke up to the sun in his eyes.  Cohen had not woken up yet, so Jerry got out of bed and grabbed a soda out of the fridge.  He took a drink and set the soda on the table, then sat back down on the bed, leaned over, and kissed his mate.  Cohen woke up halfway through the kiss, and grabbed Jerry, pulling him back on to the bed.  The two lovers snuggled together for a while, just enjoying each other's presence.  A few minutes later, Jerry got back up and began to make their breakfast.  Cohen got up shortly after, and helped Jerry finish cooking their breakfast.  They sat down, and ate their breakfast, talking about what they wanted to do today.  When they finished their breakfast, Jerry got up and grabbed the bong, tray, and grinder off the counter behind him, and set them on the table.  He then went into the bathroom and grabbed a medium bud off his plant.  When he returned, he sat down and began to grind up the weed.  Jerry packed the bowl, took a hit, and held it in as he passed it to his mate.  Jerry slowly exhaled as Cohen took his hit.  He held it in as Jerry took his turn.  Cohen exhaled as Jerry passed it back to him.  He took his last hit, and cashed the bowl.  He exhaled and stood up, grabbing his bag, and getting dressed.  Jerry got dressed and they each grabbed a soda out of the fridge.  Jerry Grabbed the bud out of the tray, opened the door to the trailer, and they walked to the Blazer.  

Jerry unlocked the door, climbed in and unlocked the other side.  He reached under the seat and grabbed his box, putting the bud inside.  He closed the box, put it back under the seat, and turned the key.  The big block roared to life and he turned the compressor on and charged the air tank, while the truck warmed up.  When the compressor had charged the tank to the appropriate pressure, Jerry flicked the switch, turning off the compressor.  He flicked the other switches, locking the lockers and pulling the shifter to put the truck into 4wd, as the ground was really soft from the heavy rain last night.  He backed up and turned around.  They drove down the muddy trail, slinging mud, and sliding back and forth.  As they exited the trail, Jerry stomped on the pedal, flinging the mud off the tires that had built up from the trail.  He drove halfway across the field and stopped.  He flicked the switch that unlocked the front locker, turned the wheel all the way to the left and hammered the gas pedal, sending mud and grass flying 30 feet into the air, and blowing several donuts.  After 3 or 4 rotations, he headed toward the mudpit, which had a good layer of water on top.  He hammered it across the hole, coating the whole truck with a fresh coat of brown, and churning up the pit.  Jerry drove the rest of the way across the field and turned around.  He stopped at the edge of the pit, and this time he eased his way into it, waiting to stomp the pedal until all 4 tires were in the mud.  He re-locked the front locker, and stomped the gas.  The engine gave a mighty roar, and spun the tires unmercifully, flinging mud everywhere, inching its way through the deep mud. The Blazer crawled slowly across the thick brown mud.  When he exited the pit, Jerry headed back to the trails, easily navigating the muddy surface.  He stopped at the base of a steep hill and looked at his mate.  "Do you think I can make it up?" he asked Cohen.  "I'm pretty sure you can." he replied.  With that, Jerry hammered the pedal, and the K5 took off up the steep incline.  They made it about halfway up before the tires started to spin, losing traction.  So he put it in neutral, and let the truck roll back down the hill.  When he got to the bottom, Jerry reached down and shifted the transfer case into low range.  He put it back into gear, and this time pressed lightly on the gas.  The Blazer crawled forward, easily climbing the first half of the hill.  Once he got almost to the top, he started to lose traction again.  He backed back down the hill, and when he got to the bottom, he shifted back into hi range and backed up to get more of a run.  Jerry backed up to the edge of the woods, and shifted into second gear.  He stomped the pedal, and the truck roared ahead, flinging arches of mud out of all four tires.  The Blazer got within a few feet of the top, but it lost all of its momentum, and dug itself into a hole.  "I guess it is a little too muddy, 'cause normally I can go up this in hi range no problem." He said, backing back down the hill again.  When he stopped at the bottom, he turned off the truck, and grabbed his box.  He opened the door, hopped out, and walked to the back of the Blazer.  Cohen opened his door and jumped out joining Jerry at the back of the vehicle.  Jerry grabbed the handle on the tailgate, releasing the latch, and putting it down.  He hopped up onto the tailgate, and Cohen jumped up and sat beside him.  Jerry sat the box on his lap, opened it, and proceeded to roll a joint.  He lit the joint and took a couple of puffs, handing it to his mate.  They passed the joint back and forth until it went out; talking about random things, and laughing.  Suddenly Jerry grabbed Cohen and pulled him into the back of the Blazer, kissing him deeply.  He reached down and rubbed Cohen’s sheath through his jeans, feeling his hardening cock.  Jerry pulled Cohen's shirt off and tossed it into the front seats, then he removed his own shirt, also tossing it into the front seat.  Jerry leaned back over and kissed his mate all down his body, starting at his neck, and working his way down to his waist.  When he reached his waist, he unbuttoned Cohen's jeans and slid them down his narrow hips, rubbing his cock through his underwear.  Jerry fished his mate's cock out of his briefs, taking it into his mouth, and licking the underside as he went down on him.  He slowly rose back up and licked the tip like a sucker before taking his entire length back into his mouth and down his throat.  Cohen sat up, and kissed Jerry, reaching down and unbuttoning his jeans.  Cohen pulled Jerry further into the back of the truck, removing his jeans and underwear, throwing them into the front.  He rolled over on top of Jerry, removing his own underwear, positioning themselves into a 69.  Jerry took Cohen’s cock into his mouth slowly, tasting the salty pre as he went down on him.  Cohen followed suite, taking Jerry’s cock deep down his throat.  The 69 lasted a few minutes, and then Jerry rolled Cohen over, putting him on his back with Cohen's legs on his shoulders. Jerry bent down and tenderly lapped at his mate’s tailhole, lubing it up.  He pointed his cock at the spit-lubed hole, and slowly pushed in slowly.  Cohen hissed in discomfort as Jerry's dick stretched him wide.  Jerry slowly started humping his mate, being gentle due to the lack of lube.  As the feeling grew better, Jerry was able to go a lot faster, fucking his mate with everything he had.  Cohen was crying out in delight as Jerry fucked him hard and deep.  Jerry bent down and kissed his mate passionately, fucking him hard.  After a few minutes Jerry reached his climax, and filled his mate with his jizz.  He pulled out slowly, kissing Cohen deeply.  Retuning the kiss, Cohen rolled them over, and straddled Jerry's waist.  Jerry looked into his mate's eyes and nodded his head.  Cohen turned around and licked the small amount of remaining jizz off of Jerry's cock.  He continued down Jerry's shaft, stopping to lick his tasty low-hangers.  After licking Jerry's balls for a minute, Cohen continued lower, rimming Jerry's hole tenderly.  Jerry moaned in pleasure as Cohen licked his hole slowly and gently, and then took his mate's cock into his mouth.  A few seconds into the blowjob, Cohen pulled his sex out of Jerry's mouth, and changed positions.  He pointed his cock at Jerry's spit lubed hole and slowly pushed in.  Jerry hissed in discomfort as Cohen made his rough entrance.  When Cohen finished pushing into Jerry, he stopped, letting Jerry adjust to his girth.  Cohen started humping him harder as Jerry’s hole stretched out and relaxed.  The harder his mate rutted him, Jerry talked filthier and filthier to him.  After a few more thrusts, Cohen was easily pushed over the edge by Jerry's dirty talk.  With one final thrust Cohen filled his mate with his load, and collapsed on to his mate kissing him deeply.  Cohen slowly pulled out of Jerry during the kiss, his cum dribbling out of Jerry's hole.  After a few minutes, they got up and climbed up into the front seat, still naked.  "Let's go swimming and rinse off," Jerry said to Cohen, starting the truck.  "Then well go to the trailer and gather your stuff up and I'll take you home." He continued.

The big engine roared to life, and Jerry turned around and headed back to the campground.  Jerry parked close to the door of the trailer, and they got out.  Cohen turned around and gathered their clothes out of the Blazer, as Jerry entered the small camper.  He grabbed some fresh towels out of the cabinet, and came back out of the trailer, throwing them to Cohen to put in the Blazer.  Cohen tossed their dirty clothes through the door of the camper and joined his mate at the edge of the campground.  "The creek looks like it rose a little from the rain last night." Cohen said, right before grabbing Jerry’s hand and jumping into the pool of water.  "Wow, that’s a lot colder than it was the other day." Jerry said upon surfacing, “Not that I'm complaining." He added, splashing Cohen.  Cohen lunged toward him, splashing him and grabbing him quickly.  He kissed Jerry passionately, and they washed each other off in the cold water.  When they finished rinsing each other off, they made their way back up the short trail back to the camper, grabbing their towels out of the seat of the Blazer, and drying off.  They stopped at the door, and wiped the mud off their feet as they entered the trailer.  They got dressed, and as Cohen gathered his clothes, Jerry went into the tiny bathroom and grabbed the last bud off the old plant, and a few good sized buds off the new one.  He brought it all out, and put it into the tray on the table.  Then he turned around, reached up and grabbed a few small bags out of the cabinet.  Jerry sat down and put the newer buds into one ofthe bags and sealed it, and put it into his pocket. Then he put the older one into the grinder and ground it up.  "I'll be right back." Jerry said when he finished grinding up his bud.  He walked out to the truck, got into the glove box and grabbed a pack of Black and Milds, then went back inside.  He sat back down, then reached over to the cabinet next to him and grabbed a couple pencils.  Jerry took two of the little cigars out of the pack and handed one to Cohen.  "Open that and gently roll all of the tobacco out of it, but don’t tear it.  Then pack it with the weed, and push it down with the pencil." Jerry instructed.  They sat there and packed the two blunts, and then Jerry packed some of the remaining of the bud into the bong and took a huge hit.  He passed it to his mate, then put the rest of the weed in another bag and slipped it into his pocket.  Cohen took a large hit, coughing slightly and holding it in, then he exhaled slowly, passing the pipe back to Jerry, who took his toke, and passed it right back.  Cohen took his hit and cashed the bowl.  He got up, poured the water out of the bong, then went into the bathroom, and put the bong away.  While Cohen was doing that, Jerry pulled the bag of fresh weed out of his pocket and slipped it and a note into Cohen's bag, and zipped it up.  Cohen came back out and grabbed his bag, then walked over to the door, opened it, and threw it out to by the truck.  Then he walked to the fridge and grabbed the last two sodas out of the fridge.  "I’m ready whenever you are," he said to Jerry, "But I'm getting kinda hungry.  Do you think we could stop at Taco Bell on the way to my house?" Cohen asked Jerry.  "Sure we can." Jerry replied.  "Let's get going then." He finished.

Jerry grabbed his soda and the two blunts off the table, and went out the door.  They walked over to the generator and turned it off, then they returned to the Blazer.  They climbed in, Cohen throwing his bag in the back, and Jerry reached under the seat and grabbed the box.  He put one of the blunts into the box, the slid it back under the seat.  Jerry grabbed his lighter out of his pocket, lit the blunt, and turned the key.  The massive engine roared to life and they took off down the trail towards the field, passing the blunt back and forth.  As they exited the trail, Jerry turned toward the mud pit, and stopped at the edge.  He took a hit off the blunt, then pinned the gas pedal to the floor, and the Blazer raced across the pit, splashing the sticky mud all over the place.  When he got to the other side of the pit, he switched the lockers off, and took off across the bottom of the field, flinging all of the mud out of the tire treads.  When they reached the driveway, Jerry shifted the transfer case back into two wheel drive.  They drove down the road, splashing through the puddles from last night.  He stopped at the edge of one that looked to be pretty deep.  He backed up a little, put it back into drive, and hammered it across the puddle, splashing water higher than the truck is tall.  They continued down the road, passing the blunt back and forth until it was gone.  When they got to the main road, Jerry looked down and noticed the gas gauge, and noticed it was getting really low.  "I guess were gonna have to stop for gas."  Jerry said frowning.  He raised up and grabbed his wallet out of his back pocket.  "It's a good thing too, I need some more cash." He continued.  He turned out onto the main road heading toward the nearest gas station.  As they pulled into the gas station, Jerry flicked the roach out the window, and pulled up to the pump.  They hopped out, and walked into the store holding hands.  Cohen went over to the drink cooler, while Jerry went to the ATM machine and withdrew some cash from his account.  The two walked up to the counter, and Jerry bought the drinks, some cigarettes, and prepaid for his gas.  They walked back out to the Blazer, and Jerry pumped his gas.  When the pump finished, he put the nozzle back, and replaced the cap.  He walked up and jumped into his big Chevy, and started the large engine.  He pulled out into traffic and headed towards the highway.  They entered the highway, Jerry easing over into his lane.  The person next to him jumped suddenly over in front of him and slammed on the brakes, which only pissed him off.  He reached down and pushed a button on the dash, which blew the Blazer’s air horns.  Then he jumped over into the fast lane, jamming the gas to the floor. The Blazer down-shifted from fourth to second, and took off ahead like a rocket.  The next thing he looked down as the truck shifted into third, the speedometer was pinned at 85, but the truck was still accelerating.  "Holy shit, I think it's time to slow down." Jerry commented as he signaled and pulled back into the other lane.  "We'll get off at the next exit that has a Taco Bell." He said to Cohen.  He then leaned over and kissed his mate on the lips.  

A few more miles down the road, Jerry found an exit that had the restaurant they were looking for.  They went a few hundred yards down the road, and turned into the parking lot.  Jerry parked his Blazer, and they locked the doors and rolled up the windows, then hopped out.  They walked into the establishment hand in hand.  They ordered their food, got their sodas, and found a seat while they waited for their number to be called.  When their number was called, Cohen walked up to the counter and grabbed the tray that had their food on it.  He sat down and they ate their food chatting idly back and forth.  When they finished eating, they threw their trash away, and refilled their sodas before returning to the truck holding hands.  As Jerry unlocked his door, his Blazer had caught the attention of a few other furs.  After he climbed in, he reached over and unlocked Cohen's door.  He closed the door and rolled down his window, as he noticed a teenager had walked up to his side.  "Damn that Blazer is freakin sweet!" the younger fur exclaimed, as Jerry turned the key and the big block came to life.  "Looks like you've been having a lot of fun." the kid finished.  "Thank you, and yes, I have." Jerry responded, winking at Cohen, as the kid walked away.  He backed out of the parking spot and waited for a clear spot in traffic, as Cohen fiddled with his iPod, trying to find a good song.  Jerry pulled onto the road as Cohen found the song he was looking for.  Cohen reached for the radio and cranked up the volume as they merged back onto the highway and Jerry rolled his window up.  He reached under the seat and grabbed his box, opening it and grabbed the other blunt.  He closed it and put it back under the seat, then dug his lighter out of his pocket.  He lit the "cigar" and rolled his window back down.  He passed the blunt to Cohen who took a couple puffs and passed it back.  They passed it back and forth as they continued down the highway, singing along to the music, and goofing off.  About ten minutes later, they reached Cohen's exit, and flicked the roach out the window.  Jerry turned down the off ramp, and drove through town with people just staring at the muddy Blazer.  Other furs just stared at the muddy machine as they drove through town, some even yelling at him, but Jerry couldn't tell what any of them were saying, as he couldn't hear them over the music and loud exhaust.  Jerry ended up having to stop at a light, and wound up next to a rabbit in a Honda with one of those annoying "fart can" performance mufflers.  The rabbit sat there and revved his engine, challenging Jerry.  "Watch this." Jerry said to Cohen with a sly grin, flicking the switch to the rear locker.  He revved his engine twice, accepting the challenge.  The light turned green, and they took off like a couple of bullets, in a cloud of tire smoke, and roaring engines.  But the little Honda was no match for the powerful Chevy.  Needless to say, the Blazer won that battle, embarrassing that Honda.  After he slowed down, Jerry released the locker and turned into Cohen's neighborhood.  Cohen turned the radio down as they pulled into his driveway.  Jerry parked the SUV and turned it off.  They hopped out, and Jerry grabbed his box as Cohen grabbed his bag out of the back.  "Looks like my mom isn't home, if you wanna come in." Cohen said, as they walked to the door.  He got into the side pocket of his bag and fished out his keys.  Cohen unlocked the door, and they went inside, downstairs to Cohen's room.  

Jerry closed Cohen's door behind him and tackled his mate onto his bed, kissing him passionately.  After making out for a few minutes, Jerry pulled Cohen's shirt off, removing his own also.  They stood up and unbuttoned each others pants, pulling them off.  They rubbed each others sheath through their underwear, each getting the other quite aroused.  Jerry made the first move though, pulling Cohen's briefs off and tossing them across the room as he took his seven inch cock into his mouth.  Jerry sucked on Cohen's sex for a few minutes, as Cohen rubbed him through his boxers.  He pushed Jerry over and pulled his boxers off, taking his 7 incher into his maw.  After a few minutes, Cohen scooted up, laid on his back, and grabbed a small bottle of lube out of the drawer by his bed.  Cohen rubbed it on his butt, and some on Jerry's cock as he positioned himself.  Jerry touched the head of his cock to Cohen's tailhole, and pushed in slowly.  Inch by inch, he pushed in deeper into Cohen, whom was hissing in discomfort.  Jerry stopped once he was fully inside his mate, then slowly began to pull out.  He pulled out until only the tip was remaining, the slowly pushed back in.  As Cohen relaxed, he sped up faster and faster, with Cohen talking filthy between his moans, even though he couldn't understand it.  But it was turning Jerry on none the less, and easily pushed him over the edge.  He pulled out and Cohen sat up and Jerry shot his load into his mouth.  He swallowed it all, the pulled Jerry down and kissed him deeply.  After the kiss, Jerry went back down on his mate, sucking him hard and playing with his tailhole.  He stuck his finger in, watching his sharp claws, and played with his mate's prostate, which made Cohen cum almost instantly, firing spurt after spurt into his mate's mouth.  Jerry swallowed it all, and kissed his mate again.  "Let’s smoke a bowl," Jerry said grabbing the small bag of pot out of his pocket.  "Where's your bubbler at?" He asked.  "It's in the drawer right by you, but you'll have to go get a bottle of water out of the fridge though." Cohen replied.  He packed the bowl as Jerry went to go get the water.  When jerry returned, they filled the bubbler, packed the bowl, and Cohen took the first hit.  He passed it to Jerry, who took his hit and held it in as he passed it back.  Cohen exhaled then took another hit, this time choking hard.  He handed it back to Jerry, and he exhaled and took another hit, passing it back.  They passed it back and forth until it was gone.  When the bowl was done, they got dressed and Cohen walked Jerry back out to his Blazer.  "I'm gonna miss you." He said, hugging Jerry tightly.  "I'll be back next weekend, after work, I promise." Jerry replied, returning the hug, then kissing his mate.  "I love you." He said as he climbed back into the truck and closed the door.  "I love you, too." Cohen replied as he walked back inside.  Jerry started the muddy machine and backed out of the driveway and pulled away.

Jerry hadn't even left the subdivision when he felt his phone vibrate.  He fished it out of his pocket and read the message Cohen had sent him.  "Thank you for the bag of bud, and your right, that should be plenty to last me until I get to see you again next weekend.  And I love you too babe."

It indeed was a fun weekend trip.

I hope you all enjoyed the story, and there might even be a part two soon :P

