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I blare my horn as the oncoming car blinds me with their brights, already having turned on my own 
brights in retaliation and not getting a response. They pass by as I fly them the finger, and I switch off my 
high-beams. Inconsiderate bastards.  
 
I’m on a small ‘highway’ out in the middle of fucking no-where, and apparently the locals are complete 
retards. Every house I pass has a freaking million lights illuminating everything for a hundred yards, 
granted those houses are far and few between, but still. What’s with this place? It’s like they’re scared 
of the dark, the pussies.  
 
I pass by a farm house lit up like a football field and give them the bird too.  
 
Surrounded by imbecile.  
 
All I want to do is get to the east coast before sunrise, is that too much to ask? I squint at a road-sign 
that I pass, and realize that I’m on the wrong highway. Who the hell knows how long I’ve been driving 
down it. I should have known something was wrong when the lanes when from two to one.  
 
I pull out my atlas and fold it out next to me, keeping half an eye on the road and the rest of my 
attention on trying to find this so-called ‘hwy96’. After a few minutes searching, I see that about twenty 
miles back I missed a left turn, but if I stay on this road another eighty miles or so I’ll rejoin the highway.  
 
This road is basically a detour for driving through a small town called Bear Valley. Aptly named, since 
when I look up I see a great big black bear half-hidden behind some trees. It’s eyes glow red in my 
headlights. I don’t even give it a second glance, but it turns to watch me as I speed on past.  
 
I keep on driving, but only a few miles later I see another bear. This one is standing out from the trees, 
almost up to the road. Again it’s eyes glow blood red in my headlights, and now that I look at it for half a 
second a mist appears to be rising off of it. It also appears to be bearing its teeth at me.  
 
Well, that does warrant a second glance, and I watch it as I drive by. Again it turns it’s head to watch me 
go by.  
 
“Strange.” I say to myself, but keep on driving.  
 
And once again, just a few more miles down the road I see another black bear, this one extraordinarily 
close to the road. I don’t even slow down… if it wants to get in my way and get killed, then let it. My 
semi will win that battle, no doubt there.  
 
It passes by feet from my window, and standing on its hind legs its eye level with me. We stare at each 
other as I thunder by, it’s glowing red eyes and pearly whites matching my brown eyes and stained-



yellow grin. I get the feeling this bear is following me. This close I also notice that it’s mangy black fur 
appears to be smoking.  
 
Looks like I’ve got me a monster.  
 
And again, further down the road, it’s standing in the middle of the road, it’s long arms hanging down its 
side, black claws nearly six inches long flexing as I draw nearer. Right about now I’m grinning from ear to 
ear, since I finally get to put my new anti-deer grill guard to some use. Even something as big as that 
bear will just splatter on my reinforced stainless steel. It just grins right back at me. I could almost swear 
it’s smiling even.  
 
I brace a bit for impact, but right as I hit the thing it disappears in an explosion of black smoke.  
 
“Huh,” is all I say, right before that black smoke starts pouring into the cabin through the vents.  
 
And quite suddenly I find myself sitting next to a two thousand pound monster with blood red eyes fixed 
on mine and drool dripping from its many sharp teeth. It hardly fits in the cabin, and has crushed my 
passenger seat.  
 
My eyes have turned to slits and I unbuckle my seatbelt with a click. This thing just hurt my baby.  
The bear lunges at me with its teeth gnashing towards my neck, but I twist to the side and grab hold of 
its neck in an arm lock. It bellows furiously, noise suddenly deafening, and swipes at me with one of its 
enormous paws, each the size of dinner plates, and as it swipes at me it’s claws gouge gashes in my 
dashboard.  
 
I catch its arm in free hand, my eyes pinpricks of fury, and I bend it’s wrist so hard the bones nearly 
crack. The bear bellows again, this time in pain, but I ignore it as I twist its arm behind it’s back and pin it 
face down. All the while I had been steering the truck with my feet, since cruise control is engaged, and I 
had to jump out of my seat a little.  
 
The bear struggles mightily, but I catch it’s other arm, and now I have the beast. All that remains is to 
punish it for hurting my truck.  
 
Well… given the position we’re in only one thing comes to mind. Fuck the living shit out of it. I don’t 
even care if it’s a male or female bear, it’s about to get raped.  
 
The bear struggles mightily, but I’ve got it in a submission hold. Ain’t nothing throwing me off. While still 
maintaining a good grip on the bears pressure points in its wrists, I hook my thumbs into my jeans and 
shorts, and pull them down.  
 
My junk immediately fills the cabin with male musk as my balls air out in the breeze of the air 
conditioner, but I’m already getting a raging hard-on. I’m about to fuck a motherfucking ghost bear, 
these sort of opportunities don’t come around very often.  
 
The bear appears to realize what is happening behind it, because it starts thrashing and bucking 
underneath me, but that ain’t going to help it. I just squeeze harder on its wrists and begin probing 
around with the head of my dick. Time to find out what sort of night this is gonna be.  
 



The bear bawls as I poke around it’s ass fur, quickly finding it’s ass-hole (it’s right underneath the tail… 
kind’ve hard to miss), but to my infinite joy underneath even that, and hidden in a swath of more black, 
smoky fur is the bear’s cooch.  
 
“FUCK YEA!” I shout, gently steering around a bend in the road. “Got me some pussy for the road!! 
YEEEE-HAW!”  
 
The bear roars once more defiantly, but it chokes mid-bellow as I thrust into it.  
 
It’s pussy is steaming hot, especially compared to the cool air in the cabin, and fucking wet. I’m only an 
inch inside her despite her slipperiness though, because that bitch is fucking tighter than superman’s 
anus. I don’t care, I press in deeper with all my might and slide in another inch.  
 
The bear seems to catch it’s breath and bawls, it’s feet kicking at the floorboards in a pathetic attempt 
to escape my penis. As if! I give her some more of my man-meat, feeling the beasts soft sex stretch 
taught as a drum over my helmeted intruder.  
 
“Take it all BITCH!” I yell at the top of my lungs, and with all my might lunge into her again, and 
penetrate her to the hilt, all nine inches of me enveloped in her flesh. The pathetic creature is fucking 
crying now.  
 
“Don’t like that do ya?” I ask. She bawls back at me in answer. “Well you shoulda thought twice about 
fucking with ol’ Jim, huh?”  
 
I pull out several inches, the bear’s pussy nearly turning inside out as it sucks at my dick, and ram back 
into her balls deep, my nutsack slapping her with a smack. She bawls even harder, panting and 
slobbering and bawling.  
 
“You like that?” I ask her over and over as I ram her. The thing continues to bellow and bawl 
pathetically, but it’s no longer in pain. Rather the opposite, but the bear continues to struggle to get out 
from underneath me. If I didn’t know any better I’d say it was sobbing, but at the same time it’s 
responding to me fucking it. I’d say it’s pussy is definitely having a good time of it, as it sucks at my dick 
like it was starving, and the tremors running through the great beast are definite indicators that the 
creature sure ain’t going dead-fish on me.  
 
I’m in mid-fuck when her demeanor starts to change, although seemingly against the beasts will. It stops 
bucking and wriggling, and starts rocking with the pounding I’m giving it. It’s bellows change from ones 
of anger and aversion into a pathetic sobbing mewling sound. I continue fucking it’s brains out.  
 
I’m getting near the end of my limits when I suddenly feel a physical change in the way the bears pussy 
is moving and the creature tenses up and actually stops making a racket for practically the first time 
since it popped into my truck. It’s almost as if it were having a seizure underneath me. I guess it was 
good for her too, but I’m not stopping just because it ain’t moving no more. I’m seeing this thing 
through to the end.  
 
The bear suddenly is gasping for air and coming out of its climax coma when I’m peaking myself. My 
balls empty themselves, and I thrust deep into the bitches clap and start pumping her full of my seed.  
 



When I’m done we’re both panting and covered in sweat. The bear’s snatch is dripping steadily onto my 
gear-shifter, and I’m suddenly so tired that I let go of her arms and lay on top of her, though I continue 
to steer with my foot. The bear lets out a low growl but doesn’t move, and I groan along with her.  
 
What the hell possessed me to fuck a bear? What the hell was I thinking? Oh yea… my poor baby Mack! 
I’ll need to replace half my cabin… fucking bear. 
 
I pull out, only to find that my raging boner hasn’t begun to diminish yet. I haven’t been this hard since 
Linda…. Good old limber Linda….  
 
But at the same time I’m exhausted. I could probably fall asleep right where I am.  
 
Now any normal individual would give in and despite having a perfectly good sex drive would call it quits 
for the night, but I’m not a normal individual. I’m a trucker.  
 
I pop a few caffeine pills and chase it down with a five hour energy, then flip the she-bear over onto her 
back and start fucking her all over again. The beast is so weak now that it hardly even puts up a protest, 
and soon we’re fucking again like wild animals, which is exactly what the bear is I guess, but whatever.  
 
For the next hour or two we reach about six orgasms between us, and by the end of it we’re both rather 
sore, but while the bear can hardly move anymore I still have all the energy of the cookie monster on 
crack. It takes a good while, but after a final orgasm that literally causes the bear to overflow with my 
semen, I put it back in my pants and sit back down in my seat. I quietly wonder if the smell of bear-pussy 
will ever entirely leave my truck… it’s certainly soaked into the seats.  
 
I then proceed to disengage the cruise control and brake. When I come to a complete stop I reach over, 
open the passenger door, kick the bear out onto the side of the road, then continue on my way. The 
sudden acceleration closes the door for me with a slam, and I’m quickly back up to speed. A glance at 
my speedometer tells me I got about ten more miles to go before I hit the interstate again, but before 
I’ve gone three more miles I see another black bear.  
 
I say another black bear because it couldn’t possibly be the bear I just ditched, because I just fucked it 
senseless. That, and there’s more than one black bear now.  
 
As I keep driving more bears are popping up next to the road and watching me drive by. I glance at my 
destroyed cabin, and growl, then brake violently. These fuckers are gonna make my shipment late... and 
ain’t nobody gonna believe my excuse.  
 
I quickly come to a full stop, pop my hazard lights, and jump out of my truck. I’m very quickly 
surrounded by bears of all sizes, all of them red-eyed and blood thirsty.  
 
I only grin as my one eyed trouser snake reawakens in my pants, and I pop the rest of my caffeine pills.  
 

“Time to rape!” I scream with joy. The bears didn’t even stand a chance: I fucked them all into 

submission. 


