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Their wild vacation





CHAPTER ONE


God, he was bored.
He could tell already that this trip was going to be a big, fat mistake. He swore softly under his breath. Why had, he let Doris talk him into spending his vacation driving across the country? She thought it would be romantic.
Romantic. That was the trouble with Doris. She was never satisfied. He kept her well-fucked, but she wanted more. She wanted to own him, that was what she wanted. They were good together. Why wasn't that enough for her? It was for him. Steve Bradley glanced at the woman sitting in the passenger's seat of his jazzy red Mustang.
Doris Coleman was thirty; two years younger than Steve. But with her short cap of curls and big wide eyes in a still-unlined face she could pass for twenty-five easily. And she still had the body of a teenager. Her cone-shaped boobs with the little pink nipples were really too small for his taste, but they were firm and high, and not yet droopy. And even though she was barely five foot tall she had long, lithe legs that met in a curly brown bush that hid one of the sweetest pussies he'd ever had the pleasure of sinking his cock into. It was nice and tight, like a silk-lined glove.
He felt his dick start to tighten against the faded softness of his jeans. Just thinking about her pussy gave him a hard-on. If he'd stayed home like he'd wanted to, he could be banging away inside her sweet tunnel of love right now, instead of wasting his time driving down some God-forsaken freeway to nowhere. The desire welling up in him and his mouth feel tight and dry. He gripped the steering wheel a little harder and tried to concentrate on the road.
His glance strayed sideways again. He could see the curve of one breast in her skimpy halter top. She was leaning against the door with her boobs pushed together; it made her look like she was stacked. She shifted a bit in her seat and he caught a glimpse of the darker circles that ringed the small pink nipples that stood to attention when he nibbed or kissed them.
This was getting him nowhere. It was only 2:30. Four more hours till they'd reach their stopping point for the night, a little town in West Virginia called Clayburn Court House. Doris had wanted to stop there because she thought it sounded "cute". Christ, he didn't think he could wait four more hours. His cock was throbbing now, making an obvious bulge in his pants. Maybe she would notice, and give him a hand job in the car. It would be better than nothing.
But she wasn't paying any attention to him. She was reading some movie-star magazine, seemingly oblivious to his hungry eyes on her body, or the urgent message his jutting dick was sending her way.
Steve noticed a sign pointing the way to a truck stop and rest area up ahead. Maybe a cup of coffee would help him take his mind off her match. He decided to pull off.
"Where we goin', Steve? We can't be anywhere near Clayburn yet." Doris sounded annoyed. She folded her magazine and shoved it into the huge straw purse she carried everywhere. He found himself wishing she wouldn't talk, just look nice and smell good and be there with her legs spread wide when he wanted her. That was all he needed to make himself happy.
"I'm tired of driving. Thought I'd stop and get a cup of coffee. Stretch my legs. You mind?" His deep voice had a rough edge to it. Why did she have to whine so much? He wished he'd never let her talk him into moving into the one-bedroom apartment she rented over the laundromat where he took his wash. That was how they'd met actually; they'd shared the last available dryer one night several months ago, and afterwards she'd asked him up to her place for a drink. One thing had led to another and here they were. Thank God he hadn't let her talk him into getting married. He'd steered clear of that trap, at least.
She didn't bother to reply, but instead allowed her breath to escape in a little sigh that managed to sound both hurt and reproachful. She turned away from him to look out the window.
There was no one else at the truck stop. He went in and ordered two coffees to go. He swore under his breath when the pimply-faced girl behind the counter said, "Fifty cents, Mister." A crummy dump this, and the coffee was twenty-five cents a cup. Shit!
By the time he started back toward the car his hard-on had gone down. Wordlessly he handed her one of the cups of coffee.
"Aw, Steve, you know I'd rather have a Coke. Why'd you get me coffee? It's too hot to drink coffee today." When she whined the down-turned corners of her mouth pulled all the prettiness from her face.
"So don't drink it if you don't want it. I was just trying to do something nice for you. Stick it up your ass for all I care. I'm going to drink mine in peace." He slammed the car door and strode over to a big old oak tree with a velvety patch of grass at its base.
The coffee wasn't even good. Even with sugar and cream it was still bitter. Just like Doris. She was pissed off he wouldn't marry her, but why should he? He didn't want to spend the rest of his life with her. Right now he didn't think there was a broad on earth he'd want to spend the rest of his life with.
He set the unfinished cup of coffee down on the ground and leaned back against the wide trunk of the tree. He thought about jacking off, but he wasn't really in the mood. He wanted the teal stuff. He closed his eyes and let his thoughts wander to some of the women he'd had.
Next thing he knew Doris was bending aver him, whispering something in his ear. He shook his head groggily. He must have fallen asleep. She was brushing his shoulder with one of her tits as she talked; he could feel the nipple hardening through the thin fabric of her top.
"I said I'm sorry I snapped at you. I came to apologize. You going to accept my apology or not, lover?" She was smiling down at him, one hand twined in his thick dark hair. "Come here, sugar, and let me think it over." He pulled her down next to him and ran one hand inside her halter. He rubbed her pink nipple between two big fingers, and felt it now even harder in his hands. She moaned softly, letting her head fall back on his well-muscled shoulder.
He started to unbutton her top. "Not here Steven, somebody might see," she protested feebly. But she made no move to stop his roving fingers.
"I don't give a fuck," he said, freeing her other breast. "When the hell has that ever stopped me? Remember the night we did it on top of the washing machine in the laundromat while that little old lady was working crossword puzzles up front? Shit, she never suspected a thing!"
He bent to kiss her tit; it was so small he felt like he could swallow it whole. She tasted good, like baby powder. He began slowly licking and kissing the rosy skin that ringed her nipple. She moaned again, and squirmed in his arms. One of her hands started to rub across the bulge that had reappeared in his pants. Her hips started to rotate slowly, her pelvis pushing up at him.
He stopped kissing her titty and fastened his mouth over hers, silencing her protests with his probing tongue. Her legs were twitching faster now, and he moved his free hand down between them, reaching two fingers up inside the leg of her shorts till he found her pussy. It was all wet and warm; he could feel her sticky love juices on his fingers. He probed till he found her clit; it was already swollen to a hard little knob that quivered in his hand as he stroked it. She cried out, and began fumbling urgently with his zipper.
He didn't stop to help her, but kept massaging her cunt. He wanted her to get good and hot. He wanted her to want it bad, worse than he did. He drove one finger deep inside her, aggravated at the resistance offered by her shorts. Impatiently he withdrew his hand and tugged at her zipper. With one swift tug he yanked her shorts down around her ankles. She kicked them free and spread her legs wide to his searching fingers.
Her eyes were closed, and the curly hair of her bush glistened wetly in the sunlight. He spread the lips of her honey pot, till he could see the bright pink petals of the inner lips, and her little round love knob. Slowly he started to massage her clit, gently flicking it back and forth, back and forth, till she was moaning and writhing on the soft green grass.
Finally she tuned open his fly and freed his bulging dick from his pants. It was hard as a rock now, and thick, with the veins standing out against the brown-pink skin of his tool like a miniature road map.
He yanked his jeans off and tossed them aside. His finger was moving even faster now, back and forth and in and out. She grabbed his cock in one hand and started frantically pulling at it, running her hand up and down the thick pulsing shaft. Her fingers found his balls, and started gently tickling them.
When he couldn't wait any longer, and she was begging him to do it, he took his hand away long enough to spread out her legs, and then mounted her. Her head twisted from side to side as she guided his dick into her warmly waiting snatch.
He pushed himself inside her tight, hot hole, thrusting deeper and deeper till his cock was buried up to his balls. She wrapped her long slender legs around him as he began pumping it to her, slowly at first and then faster and faster. Her cunt felt hot and slippery as it wrapped itself around his thrusting tool. Her heels dug into his back as she arched even higher, pushing her pussy up at him with a frantic rhythm that matched his own and set his balls gently thumping against her ass.
With one hand he massaged one of her titties while his tongue snaked in and out of her mouth and his cock kept up its frantic assault on her pussy. He could feel his come starting to build, and he pumped away even harder. She began to moan and whimper just before he exploded inside her, shooting his load into her wildly contracting cunt. She shivered and shook in a climax of her own as his hot stream of cum filled her gyrating, writhing cunt.
Finally he rolled off her, and they lay panting side by side on the soft cushion of fresh green pass. Maybe it wouldn't be such a bad trip after all.



CHAPTER TWO


Back on the mad again, Steve felt good. The urgent ache in his balls had been replaced by a warm contented glow. Whatever her other faults, Doris was sure a damn good lay.
Doris sat with her magazine open on her lap, but she wasn't reading it. She was staring dreamily out the window, humming to herself as she watched the big, cotton-candy clouds go scudding across a postcard-blue sky.
Steve always made her forget everything when he fucked her. Every time she promised herself that the next time she would play it cool, act disinterested, make him beg for it. Rut when his big hands started fondling her breasts to tickling her clit, she could never think of anything but how good it felt, and how much she wanted to be fucked.
She shifted slightly in her seat, and felt some of his sticky wet cum dampen her rumpled shorts. He really shot a load! No matter how much she mopped up she could never seem to get it all. But today she didn't mind. Everything felt good.
She wished she felt sure of Steve. He was so unpredictable; she never knew what he was going to do next. She wasn't a teenager any more. She thought it would be nice to settle down. But Steve refused to even talk about marriage. Oh, well, she'd gotten him to move in with her, at least. That had to mean something.
She'd just have to play it by ear and bide her time. And keep giving him pussy whenever he wanted it. He'd come around one of these days; she just knew it.
She turned from the window to study his profile as he drove down the freeway toward Clayburn Court House. He bandied the spirited link car expertly, the same way he handled women. She liked the way his dark hair curled back off his broad forehead. It wasn't long, but it was nice and thick. His nose was a little too long, and marred by a bump in the middle where he'd broken it in a fight. Strangely enough, to Doris Steve's bumpy nose made him even more attractive. He had nice brown eyes and a strong, square chin. Doris guessed most women would rind him handsome, in a rugged sort of way.
Her eyes traveled downward, past his broad shoulder and brawny forearms, to his trim waist with no hint of a paunch, and on to best part of him she really liked best. Even though she knew his cock was soft now, it still made a good-sized mound in his jeans. Doris loved Steve's dick; it was so thick and hard she almost choked on it when she tried sucking him off. He filled her snatch better than anyone she'd ever fucked.
Doris kept daydreaming as the miles slipped by. She scarcely saw the rolling green countryside they were passing through. She was remembering some of the crazy times and places and ways they'd screwed. Like that night they'd done it in the bleachers at a football game, hiding themselves under a big, plaid stadium blanket. Or that day he'd fucked her while she was on the phone, talking to her mother, for chrissakes. He'd finger-fucked her and then eaten her pussy while she was trying to listen to her mother complaining about her assorted aches and pains. He'd made her come again and again, and her mother had kept asking her if there was something wrong, she sounded so funny.
It was six-thirty by the time Steve pulled off the freeway onto the exit marked "Clayburn Court House". It was hot for late June, and the sun was still bright in the sky. Steve looked around him as he cruised down the ramp, but all he saw was a herd of bored-looking cows placidly chewing on their dinner.
He turned right at the intersection, following an road that pointed the way toward town. He drove by a few scattered farmhouses that all looked kind of tired, like they needed a good coat of paint. Finally he found himself driving down a dusty main street lined with rows of clapboard houses, and the usual assortment of bars, greasy spoons and small mom-and-pop stores. He couldn't see any sign of the Clayburn Court Motel where they were supposed to stay. He looked over at Doris. She was leaning back against the headrest, her eyes closed, one hand curled in her crotch. She must have fallen asleep.
Steve spotted two teenage girls walking aimlessly down the street the way kids do when they don't have anyplace particular to go, but just want to walk around and see what's happening. They walked like they knew that all the guys had their eyes fastened on their long brown legs and twitching butts, and didn't mind a bit.
One was blonde, with twin pigtails jouncing over full round breasts with every step. Her delicious little ass was outlined in the tight denim shorts that were cut off just under her cheeks. Steve had stopped the car, and she must have felt his eyes on her, because she turned and whispered something to her companion, who looked quickly over her shoulder and giggled.
She had brown hair cut very short that fell around her pixie-like face in gentle waves. She was slimmer than the blonde, with a smaller, tighter ass, sleekly enclosed in white shorts. Her boobs weren't quite so big either, but Steve could see more of them because he was wearing a low-cut halter top that tied between her tits and seemed to push them up and out. The parts of her tits Steve could see were as tanned as her long legs. Steve found himself wondering whether she sunbathed in the nude.
He felt his dick starting to come to life again in his pants and reached down and surreptitiously shifted himself to the other side, where his zipper wouldn't dig into his growing hardness.
Steve rolled down the window and called out to the girls, who had stopped in front of a drugstore window right across the street. "Excuse me, Miss," he called, motioning the girls toward the car.
They giggled and looked at him with frank interest, but neither of them made a move to cross the street. As far as Steve could tell, Doris was still asleep. He opened the car door as quietly as he could and stepped out onto the street.
The girls seemed surprised to see him coming toward them; for a moment it looked as if they were going to walk away. But the dark-haired one whispered something to the blonde, who shook her head vigorously back and forth, and they stayed where they were.
Up close they looked younger than Steve had first thought. They couldn't be more than sixteen or seventeen at the most. But there was nothing childish about their bodies, or the practiced way the instinctively posed themselves for his inspection.
"I hope I didn't frighten you, yelling at you from my car like that," Steve asked them.
"Oh, you didn't frighten us none, Mister, did he now, Maybella?" The blonde one shook her pigtails vigorously and nudged her companion. Steve couldn't take his eyes off her full bouncing breasts that kept time with her swinging hair.
The dark-haired girl looked shyly up at Steve through lowered lashes. The expression on her face was positively angelic, but Steve noticed how she angled her body so that her cleavage jutted up at him.
"Well, we don't see none too many strangers hereabouts, Mister. Seems like hardly nobody ever comes through this old town. Don't see why nobody's want to, neither. Mary Anne and me thought maybe you was tryin' to get fresh. We ain't supposed to talk to strangers." She lowered her eyes again and hugged herself with tanned bare arms, making her breasts pop out even further. Steven was sure that any minute now he would see the dark, rosy beginnings of a nipple poking out of her halter.
The remark about him getting fresh took Steve by surprise till he glanced over his shoulder and realized that the girls couldn't see Doris, who was slumped down out of sight. And if they hadn't seen her, she certainly hadn't seen them. His eyes narrowed slightly as he regarded the girls with renewed interest.
The blonde was making circles in the dust with her bare toe; Steve noticed her toenails were painted bright pink. The dark-haired one just stood watching him.
"The truth of the matter is, I got myself good and lost. I'm looking for the Clayburn Court Motel. Friend of mine told me it was a good place to stop for the night." He couldn't decide whether to watch the blonde's twitching ass or the dark-haired girl's thrusting boobs. He tried to watch them both.
"You just passin' through, then?" blonde-haired Mary Anne asked.
"Yes. Just passing through. Need a place to stay for the night." Steve was beginning to wish once more that Doris was back home alone.
"Motel's all right. It's just up the road a piece. My pa and ma run it. Show you the way if you like." Maybella uncrossed her arms and her breasts separated slightly. They looked bier, somehow, when they weren't scrunched together like that. Steve could feel his cock gradually getting harder. He wondered if either of the girls had noticed.
"Now, I wouldn't want your folks to get the wrong idea. Suppose you just point me in the right direction. Maybe I can treat you to a soda or something after I get checked in. Both of you, of course." Steve tore his eyes from Maybella's breasts and focused them on Mary Anne's scrumptious ass.
"You're right. Daddy might not like it if we was to come in with you. He'd got a dirty mind, always getting queer ideas. How bout if we come by for you after you get settled?" Maybella's rosebud lips curved up in an inviting smile. Mary Anne nodded in agreement.
"Tell you what. Why don't I meet you somewhere instead?" Steve asked casually.
"Ain't nowhere to meet round here if you don't want the whole town to know what you're doin'. Some old biddy's most likely callin' up Daddy right now to tell him we was talkin' to a strange man. But we make up the beds at the motel. Maybe we could do your room last, so's we'd have some time to… talk. He won't miss us none, then." Maybella sounded suddenly practical. Steve wondered if she'd done this sort of thing before.
"Yeah, we can have a nice talk," giggled Mary Anne, looking up at him. She was swaying slightly, as if keeping time to music no one else could hear. Steve could see the ripe swelling of her love mound under the frayed denim cut-off's.
"Well, then, why don't you two come by about nine or so. I ought to be unpacked and all by then," Steve replied. Fuck Doris. He would think of something. He wasn't letting pussy like this get away.
"Motel's just down the road, 'bout a mile outside of town. You can't miss it…" Mary Anne stopped swaying long enough to point vaguely in the direction he'd been heading.
"We'll see you tonight, then," promised Maybella. "C'mon, Mary Anne, we'd best be getting back or ma'll be hollerin' about havin' to do dinner by herself again, and we'll never hear the end of it." She gave Steve one long last look before the two of them started walking again. They were no longer dawdling, Steve observed with a big grin spreading across his face.
Those two little asses wiggling their way down the street made such a sweet picture Steve was tempted to stand there and watch them out of sight, but he decided not to push his luck. No telling when Doris would wake up.
He turned and walked back to the car, closing the door as quietly as he could. Doris stirred slightly but didn't open her eyes. He was lucky she was such a heavy sleeper. He smiled, thinking about what was in store for him, and pointed the car in the direction of the motel.
Clayburn Court Motel looked like a million other motels Steve had stayed in or driven by. Rows of little units, all painted a depressing gray-green. The neon sign proudly announced T.V.'s in every room.
Steve left Doris still sleeping in the car and went in to register. He supposed the burly, middle-aged man chewing a fist-sized wad of tobacco who shoved a fly-specked register at him was "Pa". He registered them as Mr. and Mrs. Steve Bradley and took the key that the man pushed across the desk to him. Friendly sort, Steve thought as he went back out to the car. Steve decided to stay out of his way. He didn't need that kind of trouble.
Doris finally woke up when he parked in front of their cabin and purposely slammed the door getting out of the car. She rubbed her eyes and got out of the car, yawning and stretching her arms over her head, pushing her breasts against the front of her halter. But Steve wasn't watching; he was thinking about Mary Anne and Maybella.
"Didn't mean to fall asleep," she said, scratching her ass as she followed him into the room. "Did I miss anything?"
"Naw. Just a little hick town. So much for romantic names. I'm gonna take a shower. Why don't you unpack?"
When he came out of the shower Doris had changed into a skirt and blouse. She was all ready to go to dinner. He finally convinced her to go by herself, pleading that he was too tired to even move after spending all day on the road.



CHAPTER THREE


He was still wearing nothing but a towel wrapped around his waist when he opened the door to Mary Anne and Maybella not more than five minutes after Doris had driven off in the direction of town.
"I see you ain't dressed to go out," giggled Mary Anne, shutting the door behind them.
"I guess you could say I'm dressed to go in," replied Steve with a grin.
"You surely are," said Maybella, eyeing the growing bulge that was pushing the towel out in front of his body. She moved closer to him, running a finger down the middle of his chest.
"Don't stop there," whispered Steve, urging her hand lower.
She thrust her probing fingers under the towel till they were buried in the curling hairs at the base of his dick. She pushed the towel aside and it fell to the floor, revealing his throbbing member in the act of coming to attention. Maybella gave a little sigh and dropped to the floor in front of him.
She whimpered softly as she began licking and sucking his balls, running her tongue around and around, taking first one ball and then the other into her warm, wet mouth. "Ooh, I just love your cock. It tastes so good," she squealed, working her way up the shaft till her tongue was expertly circling the ridge at the top of his tool.
Mary Anne came over and stood by his side. Her cleavage was just induce from his hand. He reached out and untied her halter, and her breasts popped free. She wiggled out of the biter aid began running her fingers up and down the crack of his a as he massaged her tits, wiling her stiffening nipples expertly between his fingers. She moaned as he bent to kiss their pinkish-brown tip, and moved her fingers more urgently against his asshole till she was probing carefully just inside, moving her fingertip in and out.
It didn't hurt; in fact, it felt fantastic, with Maybella licking and sucking his cock and Mary Anne titillating his hole. Bc pushed Maybella's head down further as he urged Mary Anne's finger deeper up his ass. Maybella's full, sensuous mouth opened wide and closed over his dick. She worked her way down till she was deep-throating him, her fingers playing with his balls as her mouth worked over his prick, her tongue licking and probing as she sucked and sucked as if she couldn't get enough of his juicy cock.
He came with his fingers frantically pumping at Mary Anne's tits while her finger snaked in and out of his whole and Maybella sucked wildly. She never stopped as he shot his load into her mouth; she just kept swallowing and swallowing as he kept coming and coming. Finally, his body stopped jerking and she released his cock, pawing to daintily lick the last drop of cum off its bobbing tip.
He stopped playing with Mary Anne's boobs long enough to pull Maybella to her feet in front of him. He reached down and unsnapped her cut-offs, then reached aver and unbuttoned Maybella's shorts. He unzipped first one, then the other, as the laughing girls helped him pull off their shorts. In a few seconds they, were as naked as he was. High, firm boobs, narrow waists, rounded hips that met in two thatches, one light, one dark. He led them over to the double bed.
"Lay down," he said huskily, "and spread 'em, babies. Stevie's coming to dinner."
The girls fell back on the bed, long legs opening wide to reveal pouting pink lips guarding the doors to their tunnels of love. Steve tickled one pussy with each hand, lightly at first, then harder as their love juices started to flow and their swelling lips began opening wider. He probed first one cunt hole and then another as his fingers and their thrusting pussies worked up a rhythm that soon had both girls moaning and crying as the dark head and the other one twisted from side to side.
He probed round and round their swollen clits, moving his fingers faster and faster as he felt their bodies growing tenser as they built to their orgasms.
They came at almost the same instant, their hips thrashing wildly from side to side, as their hot love juices creamed all over his fingers. When they finally stopped twitching, he lay down between them, one hand draped across each of their bellies.
Maybella reached out and started playing with his balls again. "Come on, Mary Anne, help me get his big juicy prick hard again. My little cunt is just achin' for him to ram it in." She rolled over and began kissing and licking his cock, which had already started to stiffen once more.
"You cut that out, Maybella," admonished Mary Anne, who, despite her words, looked longingly at Steve's growing cock as she jumped off the bed. "You know you'll be missin' us soon. We got to get back to the desk. But maybe we could get away again after they go to bed," she offered. Her eyes were still on Steve's big hairy cock.
"Let's wait till tomorrow, shall we? I'll really be able to fuck you both good after I get some sleep. It's been a long day," Steve replied, not stopping to wonder how he was going to convince Doris to stay on. "Listen," he continued, "if you're worried about your pa catchin' us, I've got an idea. Have you got any unrented rooms?"
"Yup. A whole passle of 'em. Why?" giggled Mary Anne, stepping into her crumpled cut-offs.
"Tell you what. You get the key to one on the end, as far away from the office as you can get. Can you meet me there tomorrow afternoon, say about three o'clock?"
Mary Anne and Maybella exchanged glances, then nodded yes.
"That'll be number eighteen. Last unit on the end." Maybella spoke for both of them. "Don't you be late, you hear? My pussy just can't wait to get stuffed full of that big ole cock of yours." She fingered herself briefly, spreading her outer lips covered with soft dark hair so that he could see the flash of her pink inner petals. She rotated her pelvis up at him and he saw her glistening pussy hole. He felt his cock start to tighten up again.
Apparently satisfied, with his reaction and assured he would be there, Maybella calmly stepped into her shorts. It was all he could do to let her zip them up and cover up her wetly inviting slit.
The girls left, Mary Anne squeezing the cheek of his ass and Maybella playfully pulling on his cock as they left.



CHAPTER FOUR


Doris was sitting alone in the best-looking of the dingy bars and grills that lined Main Street. She was sipping her second rum and Coke and staffing to feel a pleasant warm glow that seemed to start in her crotch and radiate on upwards. She supposed she should order something to eat and get back to Steve. Oh, the hell with him, let him wait, she thought stubbornly. He hadn't seemed to mind her leaving him alone, so let him stay that way for a while. Maybe he'd be properly appreciative when she got back.
"Pretty lady like you shouldn't have to be drinking alone. Mind if I join you?" The blond stranger slid into the booth next to Doris without waiting for her reply. He flashed a grin at her and signaled the bartender to bring another drink for both of them.
Doris was going to tell him to get lost, but something about him made her change her mind. She smiled at him tentatively. He was so close their thighs were almost touching. He was tall and lean with none of Steve's muscled bulk. Her eyes strayed down to the prominent bulge in his pants. She looked quickly away again, but he gave no sign he had noticed.
Christ, she thought to herself, he must be hung like a horse if he looks like that when he's soft. God, I'd like to see that cock with a good hard-on.
Must be as big as a cucumber. Doris wriggled a bit in her seat, feeling her pussy start to tingle at the thought of ramming herself on that big tool.
"Name's Hank," he said, flashing that smile again.
"Mine's Doris."
"You here alone?" he asked, edging even closer to her.
Doris felt the hardness of his thigh pressing against hers. She wished her skirt wasn't in the way. "Not exactly," she replied. "I'm in town with a friend. But it seems he's too tired to show me a good time." She glanced sideways at Hank, moving her knees so that it touched him.
"Now that's a right shame. Not much to do by yourself in Clayburn. How 'bout letting me show you a good time, then? I sure ain't tired. And anybody who'd let you go out alone must be plum crazy. Deserves whatever he gets, I reckon." Hank casually draped one of his big hands across her thigh. His fingers just touched the edge of her short cotton skirt. They slipped under and began rubbing the inner edge of her thigh a few inches from her knee. Her pussy started to throb.
"Well, that'd be real nice of you, I'm sure. Why not?" Doris spread her legs slightly so that his hand stroked up a few inches further. Her hand strayed toward the bulge in his pants, coming to rest with her fingertips just touching the edge of the mound his huge cock made in his pants. She brushed her fingers back and forth and was rewarded with the sight of his mound growing visibly larger and harder even as she stroked.
His hand traveled further up her leg till he was stroking the edge of her pussy through the thin cotton, of her bikini underpants. It was already wet with her juices, and she sighed as his fingers moved back and forth.
"I know a place we can go that's a bit more private. Flow about it, Doris," whispered Hank, letting his finger stray over the rounded knob of her clit.
Doris' insides had begun to feel like jello. She didn't know if she could wait. She wanted to rip her clothes off and let him fuck her good and hard right here on top of the scarred old wooden table.
"Sure," she replied, patting his hardening cock. "Let's go. Looks like you know how to treat a girl right."
He led her outside to an old green pick-up truck and drove her over the rutted roads to a little cabin a couple of miles outside of ton. He had barely closed the door when she was all over him, winding her steaming pussy against his cock and opening her mouth wide to let his tongue explore its warm depth.
"Hurry, Hank, hurry. I'm so horny I can't wait much longer. Hurry up and let that giant prick of yours out of your jeans and cram it up my snatch. I need it bad," she pleaded, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps.
He unzipped his fly and she gasped as his cock swung free of its denim prison. It was even bigger than she'd dared to hope. In fact, she'd never seen a cock anywhere near that big. It must have been a good twelve inches, and nearly as thick as her wrist. It bobbed up and down for a moment, then steadied till all its hugeness was pointing straight at her dripping cunt.
She couldn't get out of her clothes fast enough. She practically ripped off her skirt and blouse, tossing them unceremoniously into a corner. He peeled off his jeans as she tugged down her panties and kicked them aside. He sat in a big armchair watching her, his cock now pointing stiffly skyward.
She climbed into the chair and sat facing him, her legs spread wide apart, one draped over each arm of the chair so that her pussy hole was stretched wide and gaping. She rubbed herself up and down against his shaft while he tongued her tits, gently nipping and licking them while his hands reached behind her to cup her pert little ass. He started gently squeezing her firm round cheeks; pushing them together and then pulling them apart as she continued to work herself against his throbbing tool.
Her clit swelled with every thrust, sending shivering tingles of desire shooting through her eager body. At last she couldn't wait any longer.
"Fuck me, fuck me now," she cried. "I want to feel your prick deep inside my pussy. You've got the most gorgeous cock I've ever seen? I hope you know how to use it."
"Why don't you find out?" he whispered softly, lifting her up by her ass cheeks till her cunt hole was poised over the tip of his monstrous prick. She hung on to his shoulders with both hands as she lowered herself onto his waiting rod. She felt the tip pushing and stretching her open hole even farther.
"God, you're huge," she cried, wriggling her match back and forth as she tried to work his prick into her aching cunt. Her nipples rubbed back and forth against his hairy chest as she writhed and twisted, trying to fit him into her. She could already feel the creamy wetness dripping from her pussy dawn over his tool.
Finally she pushed down with all her might and he thrust upwards and his giant cock slid into her protesting pussy, driving deeper and deeper till she felt as though her snatch would rip apart at any moment. She kept wriggling downwards, though, till she had taken the whole thing into her slippery, silken love hole. She gasped as the bones of her crotch finally came to rest against the base of his balls.
She moved back and forth, pressing her clit into the thick hardness of his bone. "You feel so good," she moaned into his ear. "You've got the biggest prick that's ever split my cunt. My pussy'll never be the same again."
"Some girls think I'm too big. Won't let me fuck 'em. They're afraid I'm gonna hurt them, I guess," he replied, running his hands up and down her smooth back.
"There's no such thing as too big," she gasped, starting to move up and down on his pulsing shaft. She seemed to be thrusting in slow motion, it took so long to work from one end of his prick to the other. She rammed herself down on him again and again, crying out ecstatically each time she slid down his cock.
She bucked up and down faster and faster, her boobs flattened against his chest, his breath hot in her ear. Her whole snatch felt like it was going to burst as she ground her way toward her climax. Then finally she exploded, wave after wave of pleasure shooting through her as she covered his cock with her cum-cream. He held her tightly till the shudders gradually slowed down and finally stopped. She rested against him, her tits heaving up and down as she struggled to catch her breath.



CHAPTER FIVE


When at last she was still he stood up, his cock still crammed up her cunt, and carried her over to the big double bed. He eased his tool out of her match, which made little sucking noises of protest as he gradually worked free. His cock was covered with her creamy, warm juices when it finally popped free.
He put her down on the big soft bed. Her face was flushed, her eyes closed, and her pussy hair glistened softly in the light of the bedside lamp.
He pushed her legs apart and put a couple of pillows under her ass so that her cunt hole winked up at him. She didn't open her eyes, but she groaned softly as he spread her hole even wider with his probing fingers. Doris felt only half conscious as she waited for him to spear her with his still-hard cock.
But instead of entering her cunt, he bent down and began running his tongue around the rim of her hole, working it inside her as he tasted the salty sweetness of her match. She started to groan again as his tongue flicked in and out, back and forth, slowly bringing her back to life till she was once more writhing under him, her hips twisting back and forth on the smooth softness of the pillow.
"Stick your prick in me, Hank. Do it now. My pussy can't stand it any longer. I want to feel you filling up my snatch again. Please, Hank, please, fuck me now," she urged him between gasps.
But still he waited, tonguing her till her cunt had swelled to twice its normal size and her pussy lips jutted wide and open. Finally, when Doris thought she would die if he didn't sink his cock into her pussy, he poised himself over her and guided the tip of his dick to her stretching hole.
He paused over her for a moment, then rammed his whole throbbing cock into her warmly welcoming Hank with one long, deliberate thrust. She whimpered as she felt his enormous prick piercing further and further into her cunt till she felt filled to bursting and beyond.
Hank grasped her ankles and urged them over his shoulders, so that her pussy was pointing almost straight up in the air, and he could thrust into its tight wet darkness as far as his huge, thick cock would go. His long, deliberate thrusts massaged her love knob again and again till she could feel herself suspended on the very brink of a climax.
"Now, Hank, shoot it into me now," she urged him as she felt her pussy start to quiver.
"Okay, baby, I reckon you're ready enough now. Ole Hank is going to fill up your sweet cunt with enough jism for you to go floating home."
He pumped fast and furiously, shooting his load of hot cum deep into her snatch just as she tumbled over the brink and started to come herself. She screamed ecstatically and wrapped her long legs around his neck as he pumped a steady stream of cum into her shaking, vibrating pussy.
Finally they untangled their hot; sweating bodies and lay side by side on the double bed, their breath coming in quick short gasps. It was some time before either of them spoke.
"Doris, baby, you are some fine lay," said Hank finally, breaking their companionable silence.
"You're not so bad yourself, Hank. Jesus, you must be a foot long!" answered Doris, reaching over to pat his softening cock.
"Thirteen inches, to be exact," replied Hank proudly. He was always happy when he found a broad who could appreciate the size of his tool. Too many of them seemed to think he was, going to ram it down their snatches, and it was going to pop out their throats or something, for chrissakes. Now Doris, she knew when she was getting fucked good. Yeah, she was airtight.
"You live in Clayburn, Hank?" asked Doris as she finally rolled off the bed and went searching for her hastily discarded clothes.
"Do now. I'm from Texas originally. Married me a little gal from here, but she done run off on me after we'd been married about a week. Said I should stick to horses. I was too Goddamn big for fucking people."
"She must have been one dumb broad," said Doris, shaking her head in wonder that someone would have let a guy hung like Hank get away.
"How long you stayin'?" he asked her.
"We're supposed to be leaving tomorrow morning, but don't worry, I'll find some excuse to stay on. Even if I have to dump him. I'm not so dumb." She tried to smooth out her skin, but it still looked wrinkled. Oh, well, she thought, Steve wife never notice anyhow.
"How about tomorrow afternoon, then? I happen to be off work. I'll pick you up at the same place about three o'clock?" His blue eyes never left her body as she tumbled with the buttons on her blouse.
"You better pick me up closer to the motel. I might not be able to get the car."
"O.K. There's a little general store 'bout a quarter mile down the road, heading away from town. I'll meet you there," decided Hank. "Reckon I'd better get you back to your car before your old man wakes up enough to come lookin' for you."
Hank drove Doris back to her car, and stood leaning against his pickup, watching her drive back towards the motel. Yessir, he thought, that was some fine lay.



CHAPTER SIX


Steve heard Doris' key turning in the lock as she let herself into their room, but he kept his eyes closed and continued to breathe deeply. Let her think he'd fallen asleep. Then she wouldn't be asking any questions about what he'd done, while she'd been gone.
He heard the bathroom door open and close; a few minutes later the sound of water rushing in the shower came drifting across the room. He heaved a sigh of relief. So far so good. She didn't suspect a thing, or else she would have been harping away at him by now. She was always suspicious, jealous bitch. Luck must be with him this time.
Finally he heard the water stop. By the time Doris came quietly padding back across the room he was snoring convincingly, sounding for all the world like a man who had been happily asleep for hours. He almost chuckled to himself and gave the whole show away.
He felt rather than saw her slip into bed beside him. Steve wondered if she was going to wake him up to fuck. He hoped not; those two overdeveloped teenagers had worn him out. He'd take care of Doris in the morning. He'd have to, or she would think something was wrong.
Steve was only half grateful when Doris did indeed turn her back on him, curl into a ball and go to sleep. He preferred to be the one who did the rejecting; he liked to keep Doris on her toes. He was still thinking about it when his snores became real and he could finally stop pretending to be asleep.
Doris was still asleep the next morning when he woke up with his usual morning hard-on. Sleep erased all the pout lines from her face and made her look fresh and innocent. She must have turned toward him sometime during the night; the rosy tips of her little breasts pointed up at him invitingly.
He toyed with the idea of waking her up and getting rid of his hard-on with a quick morning fuck. He looked at the watch he had left on the bedside stand. Six-thirty. Too early, really, to wake her up. She liked to sleep in when she didn't have to go to work. She'd be pissed if he woke her up, and God knows he didn't need that to deal with this morning.
He remembered seeing a pool in the middle of the horseshoe of green-pay units. He decided to walk over, maybe take a morning dip, and try and decide how he was going to talk Doris into staying on in this hick town so that he could fuck Mary Anne and Maybella again.
The blue-green water looked peacefully inviting in the rosy glow of the early morning light. Not as inviting as a nice wet pussy, but nice.
He was floating lazily on his back when he heard a slight splash. Before he had a chance to look around he felt a pair of hands on his ass pushing him over and under the water.
He came up splashing and sputtering, shaking his head from side to side as he tried to rub the chlorinated water out of his eyes. When he finally opened them up he found himself staring into a set of jugs that made Mary Anne and Maybella look like a couple of adolescent boys. The tiny red polka-dot bikini top barely covered the essentials. It was held up by two flimsy-looking strings that groaned under the weight they were expected to carry. Rounded mounds of milky tit were erupting out of the sides, top, even the bottom of the bikini top.
Steve finally tore his eyes away and moved them up to the face that belonged to the tits, half expecting to find himself looking at some fat, middle-aged broad. Instead he found himself staring into a pair of long-lashed green eyes that belonged to a face that could have been on a magazine cover.
"Hi there," she drawled. "I do hope you'll forgive me. I just couldn't resist. You looked so oblivious, I made a bet with myself that I could sneak up and dunk you before you knew what happened. I'm afraid I'm rather frisky in the morning. I usually go for a swim to get rid of some of my excess energy."
Steve let his eyes roam back over her body as she stood in water that reached just under her tils. She swayed gently from side to side, returning his stare with an equally frank one of her own. Underneath her enormous tits her lush body tapered into a slim waist, then blossomed again into full womanly hips. The thin fabric of her tiny bikini bottom was plastered against the ripe swelling of her mound, so that he could almost make out the little valley between her love lips. When his eyes traveled back to her face again, he saw that she was staring at the growing bulge his hardening prick was making in his trunks. He smiled, knowing already what was going to conic.
"Don't mind a bit," replied Steve genially. "But tit for tat, as the old saying goes." Before she had a chance to move out of his ray his hand had snaked down between her legs. He felt the outline of her pussy through her bikini bottom as he flipped her up in the water and then let her go, enjoying the surprised look on her face as she hit the water and went under.
She came up shaking her dripping red hair out of her eyes. Steve was relieved to see that she was laughing. For a moment he thought he might have gone too far.
"Tit for tat, hmm," she asked. "I can see you're a bit confused. What you grabbed was no clit. That was my sweet little snatch. Now this is a tit." She took his hand and placed it squarely on one of her gigantic orbs. "You think you go that straight now?"
"Let's see now. Tit," he said, massaging the breast where she had placed his hand. "Snatch," he went on, putting his other hand between her legs so that his palm rested against her pubic bone. "Yeah. I think I got it right now."
They both laughed, and Steve went on rubbing her tit with one hand and her snatch with the other. He felt her nipple harden through the flimsy material of her top. He reached behind her neck and untied the strings that were trying valiantly to support her mammoth boobs. Her tits sprung free, looking even bluer than Steve had imagined they would be. For all their unbelievable size they weren't too droopy, either.
As he bent in the water to kiss one pinkish puckered tip she gasped and reached under water till her fingers found his swelling cock. She reached inside his minks and began running her fingers up and down the long shaft, tickling his balls every now and then with one of her long fingernails.
He slipped his hand into the top of her bikini bottoms and found his fingers immediately entangled in a forest of soft, wet pussy hair. What a bush! Her bikini barely covered its luxuriant growth.
"Now that's what I call a snatch," he whispered, his probing fingers threading downward through her bush till he found the swelling lips that guarded the door to her tunnel of love. She closed her eyes and threw back her head as his fingers spread the thick outer lips and searched out the sensitive inner petals and the large bump of her clit. Her cunt was huge, much bigger than any he'd ever felt before. She moaned as he began to rub it, first one side and then the other, and her fingers worked faster and faster along his pulsing shaft.
"I've known guys with dicks smaller than your clit, baby. You're really built all over. How'd you like to get rammed with a nice thick, juicy cock? I just happen to have one available."
She was writhing in the water now, working over his hand with her silken snatch. "Oh, yes, yes baby. Fuck it to me good. I want to feel your cock crammed into my pussy right now, here in the water. Have you ever done it in the water, baby?" Her green eyes were bright, and her milk-white tits were jouncing, up and down as she humped his hand.
"There's always a first time for everything." He chuckled and released her tit long enough to push her bottoms down. She couldn't seem to wriggle out of them fast enough. Frenziedly she tugged at his trunks till they, too, were down around his ankles. He stepped out of them and flung them up on the concrete apron that skirted the pool.
He moved in the water till his back was resting against the wall of the pool and then pulled his naked playmate close, spreading her legs so they straddled him. He fastened his hungry mouth on one of her balloon-like tits and began licking and sucking furiously. His wide open mouth barely covered her round pink nipple, her tits were so fuckin' huge.
"Mmmm, that feels good," she sighed, groping under the water for his cock, which was sticking up between her legs like a golf comic flagpole making a hole-in-one. "The only thing that would feel better would be this big fat tool of yours crammed up my empty cunny."
She wriggled herself into position and then rammed her wide open snatch down over his ready and waiting cock with a whoop of delight. The water made everything seem larger than life; he felt like a stallion studding a hot and horny filly.
She made little cries of pleasure as she worked her sweet honey pot up and down his stiff, thick cock, and he reached around to cup her high round ass to help her shove his dick even further into her waiting snatch. She squealed again and again, and banged away even more excitedly.
The heated water of the pool mixed with her thick, creamy snatch juices into an incredible slippery chute that sheathed his pounding cock with thousands of tiny wet fingers pulling this way and that.
"Oh, God," he groaned. "I'm going to come soon, I can feel it."
"Don't stop now, you big beautiful stud. This is the best fucking I've had in weeks. Keep it hard just a little longer, baby, just a little longer."
She pumped him even faster, pushing his head down between her bouncing boobs and shrieking at the top of her lungs as she hurled her pussy down over his tool again dud again.
She came just when he knew he couldn't hold out any longer, howling and bucking as her body twitched in the water and her snatch muscles contracted over his thrusting cock, making Steve feel as if he were being jerked off by a giant satin-covered hand with soft, wet fingers.
She yelled again as his hot stream shot into her, her lush body contorting in yet another string of climaxes. They jerked and jounced together for damn near a minute, churning the calm surface of the pool into a miniature white-capped lake as their flailing bodies finally were satisfied.
When they finally slowed down Steve realized his back was rubbed raw from the force of her driving, thrusting pussy pushing him into the rough concrete wall of the pool, but he didn't care. What were a few scrapes and bruises against a pussy ride like the one he'd just had?
"Honey, you should go into the business," she gasped breathlessly as a final tremor shook her body. "You got a cock thicker than my arm. You really fucked me good, better than I've been screwed in a long time. Maybe you can fuck me again if you're going to be around for a while. We're staying another couple of days, I think," she nibbled playfully an his ear as she talked, pressing one tit against his face.
"Yet, well maybe we can work something out. We may be around a few more days, too." He felt his limp dick slowly pop out of her snatch into the water. She unwound her legs and started looking unconcernedly for her bathing suit. Neither of them had given a thought to the possibility of being discovered fucking in the pool, but now that it was over Steve looked around carefully. As far as he could tell they were still the only ones up. Good thing. He didn't need any hassles with Doris, or some namby-pamby lover or husband or whomever his newest, juiciest piece was with.
He struggled back into his wet trunks and hoisted himself out of the pool. She was just retying her bikini top as he grinned and waved goodbye, whistling to himself softly as he made his way back to his unit.



CHAPTER SEVEN


When Doris finally opened her eyes Steve was in the bathroom taking a shower. She lay luxuriating in bed for a few minutes, smiling to herself as she recalled every vivid detail of the night before. Thirteen inches of beautiful cock – it was incredible, absolutely incredible. For the first time she understood how Steve could want to fuck and nothing more. She felt no urge to get involved with Hank. All she wanted was his sweet tool filling up her horny cunt like nothing had ever filled it up before.
Somehow her feelings about Steve had undergone a subtle change. She no longer felt compelled to make their relationship something permanent. Why tie herself down when there were beautiful pricks like Hank's out there just waiting to raw themselves up her pretty little pussy? Maybe it was time she started looking at things Steve's way.
Still, somehow she had the feeling that Steve wouldn't take too kindly to the idea of her cheating on him. She'd have to play it cool for a while and see what happened. Besides, he was nice to have around.
He came out of the shower with a towel wrapped around his waist, his still damp hair curling around his head. He looked fresh and sweet, somehow, and she felt the familiar tightness in her crotch as she watched him walk across the room toward the bed.
"Well, good morning, big boy. You're looking perky, if I do say so myself," she smiled up at him invitingly, patting the sheets next to her in the double bed.
"Bum!" He grinned at her as he sank down on the bed next to her, casually draping one hand over her sheet-covered ass. "Here it is nine-thirty and you're still in bed. I've been up for hours!"
"How about getting up spin? You owe me a fuck, you know. You finked out and went to sleep on me last night." Doris threw off the sheet and ran her hands over her pussy, raising her knees slightly so that Steve had a better view of her pink pussy hole. She inserted a finger into her spread-open cunt and wiggled it back and forth seductively. She hadn't thought she'd really be up for a fuck, but her pussy was surprising her. That old familiar tingle that made her lips feel like tiny bolts of lightning were shooting through them told Doris her throbbing cunt was more than ready to take in Steve's rapidly hardening cock.
"You know me. Ready whenever you are." He tossed aside his towel, which was getting in the way of his swelling prick, and climbed between her long, outstretched legs.
The deep rosy tip of his turgid cock bounced against her warm, open snatch, and Doris giggled delightedly, reaching down to grasp his fat shaft in one hand. She rubbed the tip back and forth against her pussy, loving the silky smoothness of his cock gliding through her moist pussy hairs to bump again and again against her swollen outer lips.
She spread her legs further apart, so that she could move his cock against the hard knob of her clit. She could feel it swelling with pleasure as she drummed his rock-hard member against her pulsing pussy.
A drop of his sticky juice appeared at the tip of his cock as Doris held his prick poised for another thrust against her love knob, and then hung suspended on the very tip of his prick for a minute or two before it plopped down into her bush to mingle with the love juices wetting the way for Steve's bulging cock. She reached down and rubbed it in, smiling with half-closed eyes at its pleasant stickiness.
She kept moving his swollen prick against her pulsing pussy as he reached down and started to tweak first one tit and then the other, his fingers darting in to quickly rub her nipple, then moving away again, teasing and tantalizing as she started to breathe faster and faster. Her nipples puckered and swelled and the rosy skin that ringed them took on a deeper and deeper hue.
Doris moaned delightedly as Steve kept massaging her boobs. She started working the tip of his cock into her over-heated snatch.
"Fuck me, Steve, fuck me now. I can't wait any longer. Ram your pecker right up my pussy. Bury it in my snatch clear up to your balls. I want to feel you inside me now, Steve, now!" Doris humped upwards as she pleaded with him to hurry, forcing his thick hard cock further up her welcoming cunt.
Doris thought she would die if Steve kept her waiting another minute. Her cunt needed fucking right now. She tried to ram her hungry hole further down his cock. She couldn't seem to get enough of him.
"How bad do you want to get fucked, Doris?" teased Steve as he kept her waiting for the final thrust that would fill her half-empty snatch to bunting with his driving, pulsing prick.
"Bad, Steve, bad. I gotta have it. Stick it in me all the way to your balls right now, Steve. Don't keep me waiting any more," begged Doris as she desperately tried to pull him down into her cunt.
But instead of thrusting down into her waiting hole, Steve suddenly released het tits and grabbed her ass with his big strong hands. With one hand under each cheek he picked her up end literally pulled her snatch over his cock till she was wriggling on the end of his rod like a fish caught on a spear.
Her cunt went from half-empty to overflowing in a matter of seconds as his prick filled her hot love hole. He pulled her up and down, using her cunt like a hand to stroke his dick. She couldn't have escaped if she wanted to; her feeling of utter helplessness made his fucking seem even more exciting to Doris.
Doris held her breath as one of Steve's fingers probed the rim of her tight little asshole, then released it in a long shiver of ecstasy as he worked it into her tiny hot hole. He worked his finger around and around, driving it deeper and deeper into her slowly stretching asshole as she panted and writhed, trying to spear her cunt on his prick and ream her asshole with his finger at the same time. "Ooh, Steve, it feels so good with your prick filling up my cunt and your finger crammed up my ass. You're too much!" Doris cried.
"Think we'll fuck the other way around for a while, baby," said Steve, taking his finger out of her ass. Her clinging, wet cunt made sucking noises of protest as he lifted her off his cock and flipped her onto her stomach in front of him.
"Okay, baby, stick that sweet ass of yours up in the air where I can get at it," commanded Steve, slipping his hand under her snatch to help her along.
Doris knew what he wanted, but she was scared. Shit, his prick was so big. He was going to kill her if he drove it into her tiny asshole.
"Steve, I'm afraid it's going to hurt if you fuck me in the ass," she protested. Nevertheless, she raised her rear end up in the air as he'd directed. She wanted him to do it, but she was afraid.
"I promise it'll only hurt for a minute, Doris, and then you're going to love it. I'll make you wine with my fingers while I'm fucking your ass and you'll be getting it good from both ends," Steve reassured her as he gently spread her ass-cheeks as far apart as they would go.
Doris whimpered softly, but she was more excited than ever. When his fingers found her squirming pussy she wet them with her creamy hot love juices as she ground her love knob against his groping fingers. He dipped two fingers into her sticky cunt and smeared her cream over his swollen, red cockhead, and then smeared some more over her pink rosebud of an asshole.
"See how easy my finger slides in now? It'll be great, baby, you'll see, just great." Steve's words soothed Doris' fears. She started to relax and enjoy the strange sensations that were building in her cunt and her ass.
When Steve had her asshole reined into a state of ready willingness and her cunt quivering on his hand, he replaced his finger with the wet tip of his prick, and started slowly driving it into her protesting ass.
"Steve, it buns, but don't stop. It'll be all right when you get it stuffed in all the way. Jesus Christ, your cock is so thick it feels like I'm getting split with a fuckin' tree trunk! Hurry up and get it in so it'll stop hurting," panted Doris, trying not to tighten her ass muscles around his probing prick and make his entry even harder.
"Okay, baby, here it comes. I'm gonna ram it in all at once. Get ready," replied Steve. He steadied himself for a moment, then drove his tool full tilt up her ass till his prick disappeared completely and his balls bounced lightly against her spread cheeks.
Doris screamed once, then started to moan as the pain she felt when his enormous pecker had forced its way up her ass gave way to a tingling sensation that filled her cunt and her ass too. She had never felt so full of cock before. Steve was right. Ass fucking was something else, especially with a cock as thick as Steve's.
He was stroking her long and hard now, her ass closing on his prick tighter than any virgin cunt. His fingers kept beating a steady tattoo against her match, working over her clit till Doris thought she was going to explode at both ends.
Steve waited until she started to come before thrusting even harder and faster into her ass, piercing her again and again till Doris thought she would faint from ecstasy. She cried aloud when he unloaded a steady stream of hot cum into her ass. She could feel it searing into her with much more force than she felt when he shot his wad into her pussy. She pushed her ass up even farther, wanting to cram every last inch of his gorgeous cock into her trembling asshole.
Doris lay panting into the pillow, for the moment too drained to even move. She felt Steve easing his still rigid cock out of her asshole. It made a little popping noise, like a kid's toy gun, when he finally worked it free. Doris collapsed happily onto the bed, letting the warm glow of a good come wash over her.
She found herself wondering what it would feel like to get fucked in the ass by Hank. She shivered a little at the thought. His tool had to be nearly twice as long as Steve's, even though it wasn't quite as thick. She wondered if she could take it all in, right up to the balls, just like she had Steve's. Now, that would be a fucking challenge. Maybe someday she'd be brave enough to let him try it. That is if she could figure out some way to talk Steve into staying in Clayburn for a couple more days.
She decided it must have been fate for Steve to fuck her in the ass this morning. That way her cunt wouldn't be all full of cum and stretched out this afternoon for Hank. That was what she called playing it smart.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Steve smiled to himself as he lay on the bed listening to the sound of Doris getting cleaned up in the shower. Two different broads in less than a couple of hours. He was an even better stud than he'd thought. And they'd both been begging for it.
When she wasn't whining and complaining Doris was a lot of fun. Steve scratched his balls thoughtfully as he remembered his afternoon rendezvous with Mary Anne and Maybella. He hoped they had narrow little cunts as tight as Doris' asshole. He chuckled to himself. They'd make four breads in one day. Not bad, not bad at all.
Steve treated Doris to breakfast in the little restaurant attached to the motel. The coffee was hot and strong, just the way he liked it, and his sausages and eggs were a lot better than he'd expected. Doris chattered away about what a good time she was having, whispering to him that he fucked even better on vacation than he did at home. He grinned. Yes sir, the broad was okay when she wasn't bitching about something.
"Listen, baby, since we're both having such a good time, what do you say we stay on here a couple more days. I'm not crazy about hitting the road again, and they got a nice pool here, color T.V. in our room, couple of nice places to eat in town. Be nice just to relax for a while."
Steve held his breath, hoping he hadn't overdone it. If Doris suspected the real reason he wanted to hang around Clayburn she'd be mad enough to bite off his balls.
"If you really want to, it's all right by me, Steve. It does get kind of cramped, riding around in that little Mustang of yours all day long. Wouldn't be a bad idea to take it easy for a couple of days, I suppose." Doris busied herself cutting her pancakes and forking them into her mouth. She was afraid if she looked at Steve, he'd guess she had reasons of her own that were far from relaxing for wanting to stay in Clayburn. What luck! She couldn't believe it.
Steve signaled the waitress for another cup of coffee as he tried to keep from grinning with delight. Couldn't be going smoother if I'd written the script, he thought to himself. Of course he'd still have to figure out a way to slip off after lunch to meet the girls. But he wasn't worried any more. Luck was on his side; he'd think of something.
They spent the rest of the morning and early afternoon swimming and laying around the pool. Steve kept half an eye peeled for his early morning playmate, but the red-headed Venus with the big green eyes and bigger white tits didn't appear.
Maybella and Mary Anne came by lugging an assortment of mops, pails and brooms, apparently on their way to make up the rooms. They walked by Steve just as cool as cucumbers, barely giving him a glance, but Maybella wiggled her rump provocatively and Mary Anne tripped a few feet in front of him, scattering cleaning supplies every which way. Steve helped her pick them up, trying not to seem too obviously interested in the tits that were straining against the thin white fabric of her maid's uniform.
She slipped him the key to number eighteen while he was handing her back a big box of soap powder. He looked over to see if Doris was paying any attention, but she was stretched flat out on her stomach in the sun, her head turned in the opposite direction. Steve dropped the key into the pocket of his trunks and managed to tweak one of Mary Anne's tits while no one was looking.
"Later baby," he whispered, winking at her. "Keep it warm."
"Keep it hard," she whispered back, returning his wink. Then she said in a louder voice, "Thanks, Mister, for helping me. I musta' tripped on something."
Steve allowed himself the luxury of watching her wiggle away. She was sure a sweet piece. And that Maybella wasn't bad, either. These young cunts were real foolers. All cotton-candy sweetness on the outside, red-hot women on the inside. He adjusted his balls in his trunks and smiled, thinking about the afternoon to come. And come and come and come and came.
Right after lunch Doris announced she was going for a walk, which saved Steve the trouble of thinking up some excuse to slip away to number eighteen and the two budding young pussies just waiting for his cock. But Doris walked off in that direction too, and he decided to give her a few minutes to get out of the way. No sense in taking any unnecessary chances. Not if you wanted to have your pussy and eat it too.
Steve sauntered up to the office, apparently to buy an afternoon paper, but what he really wanted was to make sure the girls' old man was at the desk where he belonged. He was sitting there big as life, chewing on a cigar and reading some girlie magazine. Steve paid for the paper, smiled, and walked out whistling. He fingered the key in the pocket of his jeans as he started casually strolling in the direction of number eighteen.



CHAPTER NINE


"Thank God he didn't want to come for a walk with me. I don't know how I'd have gotten rid of him then," said Doris as she unbuckled the leather tooled belt threaded through Hank's Levi's. She could feel the end of his cock under her hand as she worked. God, it reached all the way up to his belt buckle, and it wasn't even hard yet. Her fingers shook ever so slightly as she fumbled with his fly.
"You'd have thought of something," replied Hank, enjoying the sensation of her slim fingers tugging at his zipper. He could feel his pecker swelling up. It felt cramped in his pants. Suddenly, he wanted Doris to hurry and set his cock free. He took her hand and helped her tug down his zipper. Even with just the beginning of a hard-on his prick was enormous. Doris almost creamed in her pants just thinking about it.
"You big horse," Doris panted, gasping his pecker in both hands. "I want you to bury that big beautiful tool in my cunny, but first I want to eat it up for a while. You've got a cock a girl can really make a meal out of, Hank."
Doris sank to her knees on the floor in front of Hank, feeling like a pilgrim bowing down to Mecca. She started sucking on the tip of his prick, massaging it with her lips and running her tongue around and around his rim. She laughed delightedly as his already huge rod grew even bigger under the expert attack of her lips and fingers. She loved the taste and feel of him – salty-sweet and silky-smooth with a pleasantly pungent aroma that reminded her of well-oiled leather mixed with a spicy aftershave.
She took his swollen cockhead in her mouth, drawing in her lips to make a soft sheath for his pulsing rod. She took as much cock into her mouth as she could manage without gagging, but there was still several inches of throbbing pecker exposed. She made up for it by running her hands over the rest of his cock, darting dawn every so often to tickle his big balls or run her fingers through the forest of soft curly hair that sprouted at the base of his imposing pecker.
Hank's eyes narrowed as Doris worked him over. His body jerked convulsively as she kept stimulating his sensitive cockhead. He twined his fingers through her short curly hair and pushed her head oven further down over his tool.
For a moment Doris thought she would choke, and then suddenly the muscles in her throat relaxed and she felt his dick sliding all the way in, right to his balls, just like in Deep Throat. He gasped at the pleasure of it; no broad had ever been able to take the whole thing in her mouth before.
"Oh, God, baby, you're unbelievable. You're the sweetest fuck I've ever had. Suck it right down to the base, baby. Aaaah, that's it, that's it. God, it feels so good," Hank exclaimed as Doris opened her mouth even further to accommodate first one hairy ball and then the other. Hank thought he would pass out from the pleasure of it all. He'd been licked and sucked plenty of time, but it sure wasn't the same as being deep-throated. The pressure of her soft lips against the base of his rod and the feel of her throat muscles against the pulsating shaft of his huge cock sent his blood pounding wildly through his veins. He felt like she was sucking his whole body into her mouth. All his feelings were centered in the gigantic prick Doris was eating up like it was a nine-course dinner.
"I'm gonna come if you don't stop," Hank warned Doris, trying to ease his cock out of her throat.
But she rammed it back and started sucking and licking even harder, her curly head bobbing frantically over his prick as she moved back and forth, up and down his enormous shaft. He could feel the pressure building and building, his cum rising inside him like an oncoming tidal wave till at last he could hold back no longer.
His cockhead erupted with a burst that sent spurt after spurt of thick hot cum shooting down Doris' throat, till Doris felt like she was drowning in it. The more she swallowed the more he let loose, and Doris loved every sticky drop of it. Nothing tasted quite as good as nice warm cum.
"Oh, God, Doris, you're unbelievable! I love it! Nobody's ever swallowed it all before, never. You're the best fucking cocksucker I've ever seen!" Hank's words came out in short clusters interspersed with groans and gasps as his quivering, jerking cock kept unloading his juice into Doris' apparently bottomless throat.
When the spasms in his prick finally stopped he gently worked his tool back out of Doris' throat.
"That was fantastic, Hank, just fantastic. I didn't know if I could take it all in like that, but I did, every big beautiful inch of it! What a fantastic cock! I thought you were going to come forever," panted Doris as she licked the last drops of come from his still rigid rod.
"So did I," sighed Hank happily. "So did I."
Doris looked down at herself and laughed. "Look at me, will you! I've been giving you head for damn near twenty minutes, and I still have all my clothes on. And my pussy's so wet, my shorts must be soaked by now. And just look at my nipples. They're practically poking through my shirt, they're so hard. I'll tell you, any guy that can get me so hot I forget to take my clothes off is some kind of stud!" Doris laughed again, giving Hank's prick a playful poke.
"Well, well just have to do something about that, now won't we," replied Hank as he ran his big hands up under the thin fabric of her cotton shirt. Her high, firm breasts felt smooth in his hands. She was right; the deep rosy nipples were as hard as cherries. He covered one boob with each hand and began massaging them slowly, with her nipples poking out from between his broad fingers so that he could alternately squeeze and release them.
His probing hands made huge mounds under her shift. She looked down and laughed. "Hey, Hank, look. It's the first time in my life I look stacked!"
They both laughed at that, and Hank freed his hands long enough to pull her shin up over her head so he could get at her delicious little tits with his exploring mouth.
"Your mouth feels good, Hank honey. Like you could swallow them whole," gasped Doris, tying to push her tits even further into his warm wet mouth.
He pushed her down on the floor and knelt between her writhing legs. He kept licking and playfully chewing her tits as his groping fingers found the zipper in her shorts and tugged it down.
She wasn't wearing any underwear at all, and the curling hairs of her pussy were already peeking out of her unzipped shorts. The sight of the zipper pull resting so close to her match excited Hank. He pushed her shorts down even further, until Doris could impatiently kick them aside.
"You pussy's so wet it looks like we fucked already," said Hank, getting even more excited as her legs fell open to reveal her glistening slit. He spread her moist lips with his fingers so he could see the soft curve of her inner lips, and the hard knob of her clit. He could feel his pecker starting to get hard again as he thought about sinking it into her sweet cunt.
"Well, it doesn't feel like we fucked already. It's so horny and hungry for your big cock I could die. Is it hard again yet?" she asked impatiently, twisting her hips from side to side so that his fingers brushed back and forth aver her stiff little love knob.
"Soon, baby, soon, but what's the hurry? I like to take my time, especially when I'm fucking a cunt as sweet as your's," Hank replied, bending to fasten his lips over the pouting knob of her cunt.
Doris threw back her head with a little scream of pleasure and thrust her pussy up into his face, spreading her legs even further so that her clit felt like it was standing straight up in the air. Her match was so wide open she felt like she could fuck a Goddamn tree trunk.
Hank kept working over her clit with his warm lips and exploring tongue while Doris twisted her head from side to side, her fingers firmly twined through Hank's thick hair, her hips and ass writhing frantically while spasm after spasm of pleasure shot through her body.
Her hole winked up at Hank invitingly, and he stopped tonguing her and started to work his tongue down into her slippery snatch. She screamed again and humped up even more furiously as he drove his tongue up her hot cunt hole, her pussy juice feeling deliciously soft and creamy on his tongue.
It wasn't long before his dick had swollen back to the throbbing enormity that had so impressed Doris the first time she'd seen it. He was kneeling between her legs, and if she stretched her hand down she could reach his swollen cockhead with her outstretched fingers. She started pulling on it, running her finger around and over its tiny opening, then down over the raised ridge that ringed the rounded head.
Hank groaned with pleasure; he knew he wouldn't be able to wait much longer to ram his gigantic tool as far as it would go down her waiting snatch. He frenched her cunt a few more times, then sat back and once more spread her lips with his hands till they were stretched wide and far as they would go.
He tickled her wide open cunt with the bulging tip of his prick and she humped her snatch up at him, impatient for him to fill it up with his big stiff cock.
"Come on, Hank, ram it in, stick it up my cunt now before I go crazy," pleaded Doris.
"Okay baby, here it comes. Hang on," yelled Hank as he drove his pecker into her furry bush and down and down into her cunt hole. He loved the way it took him all in without being loose or stretched out, the way some broads got after a couple of kids. Dons snatch was as tight as a drum; it felt like a silk-lined glove grabbing at his pecker as he plunged it in and out. Once he looked down and almost laughed. He was so big Doris looked like her whole crotch was crammed full of pecker.
"Oh, Hank, it's even bigger than I remember. I think you must have the biggest fuckin' cock in the whole fuckin' world! Ride me, Hank, ride me hard," yelled Doris, digging her fingers into his back as she pounded her pussy up against him with a frantic rhythm that matched his own.
They moved together like a perfectly tuned, well-oiled machine, Hank's cock thrusting in and out of Doris' warm wet cunt as her hips pounded out a staccato beat of their own on the wide-planked floor.
"Just a little, more, Hank, a little more, I'm coming, I'm coming, I'M COMING," shrieked Doris ecstatically, digging her fingers even deeper into Hank's hard sinewy back.
"Me, too, baby; me too. My cock is going to explode and fill your sweet little pussy up with my cum any second now, any second now, now, now, NOW!" Hank cried out, as his thrusting prick erupted like an angry volcano and sent a sticky, hot stream of cum coursing into Doris' cunt.
Doris writhed ecstatically. It felt like he'd pound half a gallon of sticky, hot honey down her love tunnel. She was sure she'd never be big enough to hold it all, but somehow she took it all in, every precious drop, till finally Hank's prick stopped jerking and trembling inside her cunt.
They were both so totally spent that it was several minutes before either of them made a move to get up off the rough, uncarpeted floor of Hank's cabin. Finally Hank rolled off Doris with a little groan and lay by her side, propped up on one elbow.
Doris' short cap of curls lay in a damp tangle around her flushed face, and her smooth skin glistened with a thin film of perspiration, so that her lithe body looked almost as if it had been lightly oiled and polished to rosy-pink perfection. The matted hair of her pussy gleamed wetly up at him, and he bent down and nuzzled her soft snatch with his gentle mouth. Doris patted his head and pulled herself up till she was resting with both elbows behind her. Hank gave her satisfied snatch a final pat and staggered to his feet. Doris watched him walk across the room and fling his lean body down on the big bed.
"Whew," he called to her. "Remind me next time to wait at least till we get to bed before I start fucking you. That damn floor sure is one hard son-of-a-bitch!"
"Look who's talking!" giggled Doris, getting up and walking over toward the bed. She rubbed the part of her back where her spine melted into her round ass and groaned. "The only thing harder than the fuckin' floor is that big beautiful prick of yours." Doris flung herself down on the bed next to Hank, and rested her head on his outstretched shoulder. She closed her drooping eyes. Just for a minute, she told herself. Have to get back before Steve gets suspicious…



CHAPTER TEN


When Doris opened her eyes again the afternoon sun was casting long shadows over the double bed where Hank still lay sleeping. Doris rubbed her eyes sleepily, wondering what time it was. Judging from the light it had to be awfully late in the afternoon.
She slid quietly off the bed and disappeared into the bathroom to wash Hank's dried cum from her pussy. More of the sticky, congealed goo dripped out of her snatch as she wiped. God, what a load he shot! By the time she had finally mopped up what she hoped was the last of it and come back out into the bedroom Hank was nearly finished buttoning up his western-style shin.
"Shit," he said apologetically. "Sure didn't mean to fall asleep like that. It's near six o' clock already. What're you gonna tell your old man?" Hank stuffed his cock into his jeans and zipped them up hurriedly. "Better get dressed, Doris, so I can get you back before it gets any later. I sure am sorry. Don't know what got into me."
"You got it backwards, big boy. I didn't get into you. You got into me!" Doris crossed the room and started sorting out her rumpled clothes.
"I sure did, baby," replied Hank, a big grin splitting his ruggedly handsome face.
"Don't worry about Steve. I'll think of something," reassured Doris, pulling her shorts up over her freshly laundered pussy.
"How much longer you stayin'?" asked Hank.
"Long as I can manage, baby," she replied mischievously, pulling her tee-shirt down over the small rounded mounds of her boobs. She looked so cute Hank wished he could fuck her again. Oh well, there was always tomorrow.
"Can you meet me tomorrow?" he asked her.
"I don't know, let me think," replied Doris, her brow wrinkling as she tried to decide when would be the best time to slip away from Steve.
"Listen, I've got an idea," suggested Hank. "How about if I get a room at the motel? Then you can just come on down when you can get away. My big ole cock'll be nice and handy, whenever you want it. What do you think?"
"Sounds good to me. Just be sure you don't get one too close to us. We're number eight. I'll call the desk and get your room number tomorrow afternoon; I think you can check in any time after one."
Doris and Hank hurried out to the truck. No point in staying away any longer than necessary. Hank reached out and pulled Doris close to him as he gunned the motor and headed back toward Clayburn Court Motel.
Steve stood blinking just inside the door to number eighteen, trying to adjust his eyes to the unexpected gloom after the bright sunlight of mid-afternoon.
Steve fit the smooth soft flesh of a full young breast pressing against his bare arm as one of the girls he couldn't see which one yet pressed her naked body up against him, kissing bin full and hard on the lips, her mouth half-open as her tongue pressed against his teeth.
"Maybella?" he whispered questioningly as he opened his mouth wide to her probing tongue.
Steve heard a giggle somewhere in front of him. Then another naked body was leaning against him, nimble fingers quickly unbuttoning his shirt.
"You gotta bad memory, Stevie, darlin'," cooed the one unbuttoning his shirt. "That's Mary Anne you're frenching. I'm Maybella, honey," she teased him, opening his shirt and pressing her soft breasts against his hairy chest. She moved them back and forth as Steve slipped his free arm around her slim waist, letting his hand drape across her butt, his fingers resting lightly along the deep crack of her ass. He could feel her small round nipples hardening as she worked them across his chest.
Mary Anne's luscious tits were pressed against his arm. He ran his hand over her tit and down her shapely side as they continued to kiss. His fingers brushed across her slightly rounded belly, then inched downward till they were exploring the outer fringes of her beautiful blonde bush. She sucked on his probing tongue and shoved her hot young pussy impatiently against his hand.
Maybella reached down and unzipped his jeans, tugging hurriedly at his tooled leather belt. She finally got it unbuckled and pushed his jeans down around his ankles. He stepped out, of them and kicked them aside. Maybella gave a little cry of triumph as his already stiffening rod swung free and brushed against her smooth, firm thigh.
Steve's eyes had finally adjusted to the gloom. He noticed that Mary Anne's long blonde hair swung loose today, tickling his muscle-bound shoulders as she probed his mouth with her searching tongue. Maybella spread her legs wide and straddled his powerful thigh, pressing her steamy cunt against his rippling muscles.
"Why stand up when there's a nice big bed just waiting to be fucked in?" whispered Steve, slapping Maybella's round ass and tweaking Mary Anne's clit playfully.
"Ooooh," giggled Maybella.
"What are we waiting for?" asked Mary Anne, stepping out of his arm and wiggling provocatively toward the bed. Maybella laughed delightedly and joined her sister. Steve stood for a moment watching their twitching asses and long tanned legs undulating across the worn. His prick stood out stiff and hard in front of him. He reached down and scratched his balls, enjoying the ever-tightening sensation coursing through his crotch. He felt good striding across the room with both pairs of eyes fastened hungrily on his bobbing pecker.
"You want some of this, do you now?" he chuckled, cupping his hand under his big stiff tool.
"I believe I would enjoy some of that fine cock," teased Mary Anne, trying to sound like a rich society lady ordering tea for two in the drawing room.
"Mmmmm," agreed Maybella. "It sure looks delicious, don't it now? Why don't you bring it on over heft so we can find out?"
"Well, ladies, I think that could be arranged," replied Steve.
The two gorgeous teenagers sank down onto the bed, Mary Anne laying on her stomach watching Steve's cock drawing closer, Maybella sprawled on her back with her legs spread wide open. She reached a hand down between her long, slim legs and started slowly fingering her pussy, parting the lips every now and then so that the bright pink of her fuck hole winked on and off at Steve.
"Now why don't you let me do that for you, honey?" asked Steve as he flung himself onto the bed between the two girls. He pushed her legs even further apart and bent to lick the pink pussy peeking out at him from beneath the gently curling thatch of dark-colored pussy hair.
"Oh, Steve," she gasped, "lick the inside, too. It gives me goosebumps all over when you eat me."
Steve spread her pouting lips and fastened his mouth over the swollen knob of her cunt. He started slowly licking and kissing her love button, loving the way she thrashed her snatch back and forth beneath his roaming tongue, groaning and squealing all the while. Her clit was so hard and swollen it bobbed beneath Steve's tongue; he thought if it got any bigger it was certainly going to bunt!
"No fair, Steve, Maybella's having all the fun. I want to have me some of that nice, big juicy cock. Move your legs a little so I can slide my head underneath." Mary Anne placed a soft hand on each of his hairy, muscular thighs and pushed them gently a bit further apart. Steve was kneeling, bent over Maybella's demanding pussy, and it was easy for Mary Anne to push her head between his spread legs. She reached up and started caressing his bouncing balls, drawing his swollen cock down till she could take it in her mouth.
Steve stopped eating Maybella's snatch long enough for Mary Anne to get settled underneath him, then went back to vigorously attacking the pouting twin lips and the turgid love button thrusting up between them. He couldn't believe how good it felt, with his face buried in Maybella's fragrant cunt and Mary Anne sucking away on his cock, stopping every now and then to run her hands up and down its hard shaft, or cup his balls and bounce them gently on her palm.
Maybella was bucking even more frenziedly beneath him now, her long legs twitching uncontrollably as his tongue spread her creamy love juices over her hot young cunt. He darted his tongue into her cunt to taste even more of her cream and she gave a high-pitched scream of delight as he pushed it even farther into her cunt hole.
"Fuck me, Steve, fuck me now! I want to feel your dick buried in my pussy. I want it now, I can't stand waiting any longer. Please, Steve," begged Maybella.
"What about me, Maybella? If he fucks you then I won't have nothin' to do but watch," complained Mary Anne, pausing momentarily with Steve's rod gasped firmly in her hands, as if she had no intention of giving it up to Maybella or anyone else.
"Come on, now, girls, there's plenty of pecker for everyone. Here, Maybella, get up and sit on my stomach facing me. Then Mary Anne can come over here and drape her pretty little pussy over my face and I can french her cunt while we fuck. How does that sound?"



CHAPTER ELEVEN


It must have sounded fine, for both girls hurried to comply with Steve's suggestion. Maybella climbed on his stomach, her long leg straddling his groin so that the edge of her fuck hole butted up against his stiff, straight pecker. She started working her hot cunt against his shaft, moaning as she pressed her pussy into his cock, rubbing her clit back and forth over his thick, rubbery tool. Steve felt like two tiny wet hands were massaging his huge tool.
Mary Anne rolled over and knelt over his face, her legs spread so wide apart he could see beyond the outer lips of her cunt to the wet inner lips. They were spread like petals on a deep pink rose, revealing the dark pink pleasure hole awaiting him. Her pussy hairs looked like a swaying blonde forest as he gazed up into her cunt. He reached up and circled her slim hips with his big hands, pulling her down onto his face so that her open pussy was resting against his mouth. He licked his lips, then began thrusting his tongue into her cunt, wiggling it around and around as he drove it further into the warm, moist recesses of her pussy.
"Oow, Steve, that feels so good. Push it in as far as it can go. It's just like getting fucked, but it's almost better. Your tongue's so soft and wet, it feels better than anybody's finger," cried Mary Anne.
"Steve, I want to sit on your cock now. Can I, Steve, please?" pleaded Maybella, rising to her knees so that her snatch was poised over his rock-hard cock.
"Oh, yes, yes," groaned Steve. "Ride it good, stick it in all the way. It's hard as a hunk of granite just thinking about getting into that sweet fuck hole of yours."
That was all the encouragement Maybella needed. She grabbed the stiff shaft and started trying to work Steve's massive cockhead into her tight young cunt. The pink tip went in easily enough, but Maybella's narrow tunnel of love rebelled at taking in Steve's thick, hard pecker. Maybella moaned softly as she tried to cram it in, pushing her cunt down with all her might.
"Steve, I can't get it in. I don't understand it; I never had no trouble fucking anybody else. 'Course they was all boys, mostly. You're the first full-growed man I ever had. Why won't it go in?" A tiny tear of frustration slid down her softly rounded cheek and plopped onto Steve's stomach.
"Your match is just so tight and young, that's all, honey. Just relax. I know my cock is thicker than most, but it'll be crammed all the way up your cute little pussy in a couple of minutes, I promise. Now, try to relax your muscles so I can get it in," instructed Steve, pausing momentarily in the delicious meal he was making of Mary Anne's writhing snatch.
Maybella tried to calm down; Steve could see her firm breasts heaving as she took deep breaths and tried to loosen up her tight muscles so Steve's dick could fill up her hot little pussy. He felt some of her love cream oozing over his partially inserted shaft. He reached up and rubbed some of the sticky substance down his pulsing peter.
"Push hard, Maybella, when I tell you to. You're juicing up real nice now. We shouldn't have any more trouble. Okay?" Steve asked, rubbing more of her love cream down his cock.
Maybella nodded, her eyes squeezed tightly closed. The effort of kneeling so high over his tool stretched the firm young muscles in her slim thighs taut. Steve couldn't wait to feel them gripping him hard as she rode his aching tool.
"Okay, then, NOW," yelled Steve, thrusting up with all his might as Maybella plunged her hot moist cunt firmly down onto his cock. For a moment everything seemed suspended; then Steve finally felt the silky smoothness of her quivering cunt wrapping itself tightly around his probing pecker as Maybella plunged downward till her dark, curly pussy hair mingled with Steve's pubes. He could feel the hard bones of her crotch pressing down on either side of his balls as she tried to wriggle even further down.
"Don't stop now, baby," he urged her. "Ride it good and hard; wait'll you fuck my thick shaft against your clit. You're gonna go crazy," Steve chuckled.
"So am I," complained Mary Anne. "Leavin' me just hanging here just 'cause she's too dumb to know what to do with a grown-up cock when she finally gets her cunt on one!"
"Don't be mean, Mary Anne. You ain't never had no grown men, neither. Just them puny boys in school. So shut up you hear? You ain't even tried it yet," snapped Maybella. As if to prove her competence she started bucking energetically up and down, pulling up her pussy till it was almost to the tip of Steve's pounding pecker, then banging it down till everything but his hairy balls disappeared up her accommodating cunt. Steve thought he would go crazy. Her match was so tight it felt like a second skin sliding over his own.
Mary Anne pushed her gaping pussy into his face impatiently. "If you're done playin' teacher you can go back to eating some real pussy, Steve, honey," she urged him, moving her hips so that her moist lips dragged slowly back and forth over his mouth. He opened it and caught one of the plumply swollen mounds in his teeth. Mary Anne tricked delightedly as he started nibbling and licking her pussy. As his tongue explored her smooth, wet depths she wriggled even more ecstatically.
"Wish your tongue was as long as your pecker," giggled Mary Anne, cramming her snatch down into his mouth. "Course you'd look pretty fanny with your tongue hangin' down to your waist, I reckon." She laughed at her own joke, then stopped talking as she grew more and more excited by the tingling waves of pleasure Steve's tongue was wringing out of her compliant young cunt.
With his tongue buried up Mary Anne's fragrant fuck hole and his pecker pounding rhythmically in and out of Maybella's tightly clenched cunt, Steve thought he would explode any minute. His can were ringing and he could feel the pressure steadily building in his thrusting cock. Mary Anne was writhing and moaning uncontrollably as she moved her cunt faster and faster over his mouth; he could feel her little balloon of a cunt practically popping under the caresses of his wetly probing tongue.
Maybella's eyes were screwed tightly shut and her thighs and knees gripped his side, squeezing him so hard he felt like his ribcage was caught in an ever-tightening vise. His pecker felt like the focal point of the universe, he knew he was going to come soon now.
Suddenly Mary Anne gave a piercing scream and he felt her cunt start to tremble uncontrollably as she shook with the force of her come. Her lips turned from pink to deep rosy-red as wave after wave of pleasure kept her jerking and bucking over him. He felt her hot cream wet his tongue. It was smooth and soft, like her sun-warmed skin.
Maybella started to pound faster and faster. Her eyes looked almost glazed as she rammed her cunt over his ready-to-bunt pecker. The strong musdcs inside her snatch contracted around his dick every time she slammed her pussy down to his balls; it felt like he was being alternately squeezed and released by a hot, wet suction pump. He could feel the come starting to rise in his cock even as Maybella started shrieking and writhing from side to side and up and down. Her hot little cunt contracted spasmodically around his pecker as she came and came, calling his name at the top of her lungs and digging her smooth thighs even tighter around his muscular body.
Both girls coming at once was more than Steve could stand. "Don't stop, Maybella, don't stop now, for God's sake, I'm coming too," he cried, urging the exhausted girl on top of him to keep pumping her match up and down for a few more minutes. The prospect of Steve's big cock shooting a load of cum up her still steaming cunt revived Maybella enough to keep her pumping diligently away. Steve's eyes screwed shut and his chest heaved up and down so that Maybella could see his muscles bulging and rippling as he concentrated on shooting his wad into her cunt.
Steve's big hands circled Maybella's trim waist and spread over her heaving hips as he helped her bounce up and down on his huge, stiff pecker. The smooth pinky-white skin that covered her hips was as soft and velvety as the inside of a rose petal. And what a cunt! Like tight warm elastic, just big enough to take in his oversized rod, and not one bit bigger. Just thinking about her hot match was ill. Steve needed to send him spuiting over the brink. His cock responded like someone had finally taken his finger out of the dike and let the flood waters break through. His never-ending stream of cum splashed into Maybella like it had been shot out of a high-powered rifle. She screamed delightedly as he continued to shoot his wad into her. It hit her so hard she felt sure it was goingto keep right on coming till it spilled in a sticky warm stream right out her open mouth.
"Ooh, Steve, you come so nice. It feels so good inside. I feel like I'm filled right up to the top with your cum. I love it! I bet Mary Anne's jealous, aren't you, Mary Anne?" said Maybella tauntingly.
"What have I got to be jealous of? I caine too, you know. Best I ever had, too. So there," replied Mary Anne, who had wiled off Steve and now lay propped up on one elbow. Steve and Maybella had been so engrossed in their fucking they hadn't noticed Mary Anne watching them. Steve wondered absently what two people fucking looked like to somebody who was just watching. Silly, probably, he decided.
"Yeah, but you didn't get to feel that great big old cock of Steve's stuffed all the way up your cunt," responded Maybella. "I did, and if I was you, I'd be jealous. You don't know what you're missing!"
"Well, maybe Steve will show me some time. Will you, Steve?" implored Mary Anne, looking up at him through thick curly lashes.
"I expect that can be arranged," replied Steve with a laugh, his eyes resting hungrily on her soft little pussy. Her pubic hair made a downy blonde triangle between her long legs. She giggled when she saw where Steve's brown eyes were resting. She ran a hand between her legs, twining her fingers in the downy blonde bush and slyly watching Steve to see what kind of effect she was having on him.
Steve looked longingly at the spot where her fingers disappeared into her down-covered snatch.
How he would love to push those fingers aside and sink his cock into her golden cunt. But this was already his third time today, and he knew that when his pecker finally came plopping out of Maybella's snatch it was going to be limply un-cooperating.
"Come on, Steve, show Mary Anne what all this fuss is about," coaxed Mary Anne, running her fingers over her but again.
"Patience, baby doll, patience. I haven't even pat out of one cunt yet and you're trying to get me into another one. What's the rush?" Steve replied lightly, stalling for time.
"Well, we haven't got all night, you know. Pa'll be missin' us pretty soon now," answered Mary Anne. "What time is it anyway?"
Steve looked at his watch, the only thing he was still wearing. "Six forty-five," he replied.
"Six forty-five!" shrieked Maybella, propelling herself up so fast that a load of cool cum dripped out of her snatch onto Steve's belly. "Sorry, Steve, but we gotta go," said Maybella, hunting frantically for her clothes.
"God, yes," said Mary Anne nervously. "Pa'll tan us good for bein' as late as we are. I think he goes looking for excuses to pull our pants down and whack us on our bare bottoms. I just hate it when he does that," continued Mary Anne matter-of-factly.
"Then why do you let him?" asked Steve incredulously. Both girls were certainly well beyond the spanking age.
"It's a sight easier than fighting with him. Don't hurt much, really. Think he just likes to feel up our buns," giggled Mary Anne, as she, too, started digging around for her discarded clothes.
"You want me to convince him to lay off you two?" demanded Steve, doubling his hands into huge, menacing-looking fists.
"Oh, no, no, Steve. Thanks, but we can handle Pa. Can't we, Mary Anne?" said Maybella quickly. She didn't want Pa to find out about Steve. Wasn't no way he was going to win a fight with Pa, not if Pa fought with a shotgun and Steve fought with his fists. She darted a warning glance at Mary Anne, who nodded knowingly.
"Maybella's right, Steve. No call for you to get involved. Nothin' to worry about, really." Mary Anne zipped up her shorts and her delicious blonde thatch disappeared behind the teeth of a zipper like a maiden being locked into prison. Even though his pecker wasn't hard again yet, Steve felt a familiar stirring in his crotch. How he hated to let such a pretty pussy get away unfucked!
Both girls paused a moment at the door.
"Can you meet us later tonight?" asked Maybella hopefully.
"Not tonight. Better make it tomorrow," he replied. Thank God Doris hadn't shown any signs yet of wanting to move on.
"Okay. Same time?" This time Mary Anne was asking the question.
"Let's make it a little earlier. It'll give us more time before your pa starts looking for you. How about two o'clock?" Steve reached out and rumpled Maybella's soft dark hair, then patted Mary Anne's rounded ass.
"Okay," grinned Maybella, reaching up to kiss him full on the lips.
"See you then," promised Mary Anne, kissing him even longer than her sister had, and opening her lips so that his tongue could explore her soft mouth. "And just remember, I get fucked first tomorrow, not Maybella!"
"How could I forget? Don't worry, my big fat cock'll be hard as a rock and ready as a bull in beat."
Steve gave the girls a few minutes to get away, then stepped quickly out of the unit, looking around to make sure no one was around. Seeing the coast was clear, he stuck his hands into his pockets and started strolling back toward number eight, and Doris.



CHAPTER TWELVE


Doris breathed a big sigh of relief when she opened the door to their unit and discovered that Steve was still gone. What luck! She couldn't believe it. Now if she could just persuade Steve to stay aver another day or two.
Doris had changed into fresh clothes and curled up with a magazine by the time Steve finally turned his key in the lock of number eight.
"Hi, baby," he called to her, striding across the warn and tossing the paper on the bed. "Been back long?" he asked casually.
"Not too long," Doris replied cautiously. After all, she didn't know how long Steve had been back before he went out for the paper.
"Well, how about getting your sweet little ass in gear, my sweet, and we'll go grab us a bite to eat?" Steve sounded unusually happy; Doris privately thanked her lucky stars.
"Okay, hot shot," she replied good-naturedly, tossing aside her magazine and retrieving her purse. "Where are we going?"
"Thought we'd try a little place in town one of the locals recommended. 'Course we can always come back here for dessert," grinned Steve.
Doris thoroughly enjoyed her dinner; Steve seemed much more easy-going lately. Vacations must be good for him, she thought. He laughed and joked with her all through dinner, and didn't complain about anything. Doris decided she liked him much better when she wasn't clinging to him like a stubborn vine.
That night Steve fucked her sweet and easy, more like a lover than a stud, she thought. She didn't know what had come over him, but whatever it was, she liked it. She fell asleep dreaming about getting fucked by both Hank and Steve at the same time. One could bury his prick in her tight asshole while the other one banged away inside her cunt. Or one could fuck her while she sucked off the other one. Or one could fuck her in the as while the other one sucked her off. She finally drifted into sleep happily contemplating the seemingly endless possibilities.
When she woke again it was morning, and it took her a minute or two to remember why she was so God awful horny. Then she smiled, remembering her dream of the night before. Oh, well, no way that was going to happen, but it was fun to think about it.
She reached across the bed to let Steve know she was up and more than ready to get fucked, but her probing fingers found nothing but an empty space where Steve's well-muscled body should have been.
Reluctantly she opened her eyes and looked around. There was no sign of him. Damn! Just when her cunt was so hot she could hardly hold still, too. She thought about getting out the electric "muscle massager" she sometimes used to quiet her demanding pussy, but decided against it, even though its hard, pulsating rubberiness would have felt marvelous against her clit. She'd save it for Hank instead. After all, he'd have all afternoon to satisfy her.
There was still no sign of Steve when Doris called the front desk and learned that Hank was registered in number eighteen. She left Steve a note saying that she was going to walk into town and do some shopping, and have lunch. She giggled girlishly as she wrote "see you at dinnertime," and set off for number eighteen.
Hank wore a big smile and not much else when he opened the door and let Doris into the unit.
"I love your outfit," murmured Doris into his ear as she pressed her eager body into his outstretched anus. She pressed her cunt up against the hugeness of his stiffening rod. She loved the feel of his prick trying to dig into her snatch through the thin fabric of her pussy-pink shorts.
"Don't you think we should match?" Hank whispered beck, as his fingers fumbled with the buttons on her blouse. He could feel her nipples hardening against his hands as he unbuttoned the only thing standing between his hands and her firm high cunt. He tossed her blouse aside and buried his face between her boobs, drinking in the spicy sweet fragrance of her perfume.
"Mmmmm, you smell so good," he said, massaging one firm, pink nipple with his mouth. Doris moaned softly as his fingertips sent shivers of pleasure from her boobs all the way down to her hungry, straining cunt. It felt like little jolts of electricity were zigzagging through her body, one after another finding their mark in the soft triangle between her long, slim legs. She pushed her pussy against his hard cock more urgently than ever.
"I can't stand it much longer, Hank. I dreamed about that mammoth prick of your playing in my pussy all night long. I'm so horny now I think I'll die if you don't fuck me soon," cried Doris, pushing his head against her boobs and pounding her match against his pecker.
"I do believe I have all the tools necessary to do the job right, ma'm," promised Hank, as his fingers snaked under the waistband of her pink shorts. She moaned as he touched the downy softness of her belly. The elastic waist stretched out in his hands and she cried out loud as his searching fingers found the edge of her bush. She pushed up at him frantically, and soon he was massaging her already wet cunt lips as she bucked frantically against his cream-covered fingers.
Impatiently Doris pushed down her shorts and kicked them aside. She grabbed his swollen cockhead with trembling hands and tried to stuff it into her hungry honey pot.
"Whoa, there, baby. Take your time. Besides, I'm too tall and you're too small to fuck standing up. Come on, I'll take you for a ride." Hank slipped his hands under the curved checks of her ass and lifted her up as easily as it she'd been a sack of feathers. He hoisted her up and over his jutting pecker, then lowered her so that her snatch rested on top of his enormous organ. He was so big his prick stuck out for several inches beyond hot ass. She wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist as he carried her toward the bed.
"You're so big and thick it's like straddling a fence post," she giggled, enjoying the feel of his hard, ridged prick jammed up against her widespread cunt lips. His shaft rubbed across her clit as he walked toward the bed, sending tremors of ecstasy through her body with every step.
He eased her gently down onto the bed, so that her shapely legs dangled over the edge as she lay on her back looking up at him. Oh, God, thought Doris, he's going to eat me, I just know he is. I don't think I can stand it!
Hank pushed her legs wide apart and knelt on the floor in front of her now wide open cunt. She shivered as he started lightly running his fingers along the smooth inside of her thighs, then started softly kissing and licking them. Doris could feel the tension mounting inside her crotch as his lips and fingers drew closer to her hungry cunt. Her stomach was churning wildly as she closed her eyes and anticipated the moist probing of his tongue, the expert massaging of his skilled fingers.
"Oh, Hank," she screamed as his tongue found its mark and began playing lightly across her pussy, darting quickly in and out of the ridges formed by her pouting love lips, now and then lingering over the hard knob of her clit. "Eat me, I love to feel your tongue all over me like that!"



CHAPTER THIRTEEN


Doris looked up in utter disbelief straight into the amused eyes of Steve Bradley, who was standing just inside the door. Doris was relieved to note that he didn't seem angry; on the contrary, he appeared to find the situation highly amusing.
"Uh, Steve," she stuttered, feeling herself blushing furiously. "This is Hank. Hank, this is Steve," Doris stuttered even more furiously.
Hank turned from between her legs and nodded to Steve, who smiled and nodded back. Suddenly the whole situation seemed incredibly ridiculous to Doris, who started to giggle uncontrollably, not bothering to close her legs or move from the bed where Hank had placed her.
Soon all three of them were laughing like old friends sharing a particularly funny joke. Doris remembered the dream she'd had last night. Maybe it was all fate. "Hank, why don't we ask Steve to join us?" she suggested hesitantly. "I mean, since he's here and I…" her voice trailed off as Hank looked at her questioningly, then shrugged.
"Okay by me, baby. But I gotta tell you I go strictly for broads. Guys don't interest me," he said, looking at Steve's well-muscled body rather quizzically.
"They don't interest me, either, Hank old boy. I'm strictly a pussy man myself. What do you say we gang up and show old Doris here a real good time?" Steve suggested. He was already unbuckling his belt, not even bothering to wait for Hank's answer. In a few moments he was as naked as Hank and Doris. Steve knew Hank was sizing him up even as he himself was studying Hank's awesome cock. My God, was he hung! A foot if it was an inch! But Steve was proud of his own stiffly thrusting toot; even though Hank's was longer, Steve took pride in noting that his was thicker.
He strode over to the bed and lowered his body down next to Doris. Doris stretched out full length on the bed and patted the other side of the bedspread. "Come on, Hank, don't be bashful now. Plenty of room for all three of us," she called out invitingly.
Hank responded by laying down on the other side of the bed. Doris lay on her back with her legs once more spread wide as Hank went back to eating her snatch and Steve started licking and kissing her breasts. Steve's hands roamed over her breasts and belly, while Hank was once again sending shivers of delight through her cunt. Doris couldn't believe this was really happening. She was so excited she didn't even stop to wonder how Steve had found her, or gotten into the room, for that matter. She was enjoying it all too much to worry about details.
Steve moved up to kneel behind Doris, so that his cock dangled invitingly in front of her lips, and his hands could still reach out to massage her tits.
Doris licked her lips and reached up to take Steve's dangling cock into her mouth. She started sucking and licking it energetically she'd never had two men before, not at the same time. With Steve's thick tool filling her mouth and Hank's lips working over her cunt she wondered why on earth it had taken her so long to try something this good.
Now Hank's tongue was darting from her steaming pussy to her pinkly pretty asshole, skirting the rim and coming back to lick her love lips before once again snaking back to her asshole. The next time Hank didn't go right back to her pussy, but instead tried to work his tongue into the tight tunnel of her ass, probing an inch or so into its elastic depths. Doris shivered delightedly, and stopped licking Steve's prick while she wiggled her ass in an attempt to drive his tongue even further in. Hank took the hint and pried her asshole a bit further apart with his fingertips, so his tongue could do a better job of working it over. She groaned and tilted her ass up even higher to make it easy for him to sink his tongue into its tight warm depths.
But instead of probing any deeper with his tongue he started kissing and licking all the way around the rim, reaching into her cunt with his fingers to spread some of her creamy love juices over her tight asshole.
When Doris realized what he was going to do she almost screamed, but with her mouth full pf Steve's cock she couldn't do anything but gurgle. Her eyes grew wide, though, as Hank began fibbing the tip of his enormous dick against her wet and trembling asshole. Oh, God, he was so big; how could she ever take that huge prick into her little ass tunnel? Steve had had a hard enough time, and Hank's cock was several inches longer.
Then Steve suddenly pulled his cock out of Doris' mouth and moved down till he was kneeling next to Hank. Hank looked at Steve for a moment, then casually moved so that he was on Doris' other side. Steve stretched out on his back.
"Climb on, baby," he told Doris, patting his jutting prick.
"Oh, Steve, I'm scared. What if it hurts?" Doris moved to do as Steve told her even as she questioned him, darting a fearful glance at Hank's monstrous pecker.
"You're going to love it, baby. Take my word far it. Come on. My dick's so hard I could use it for a baseball bat. Hurry up and cram that sweet cunt of yours down over it," instructed Steve soothingly.
Doris straddled Steve's legs, moving the swollen head of his cock back and forth across her dripping slit before she stuffed it into her cunt. Steve sighed happily as he felt her tight pussy closing down over his cock till the bones of her crotch rested on either side of his hairy balls.
Doris forgot her fear as she started to enjoy the feeling of Steve's thick prick filling up her snatch. She uttered little screams of delight as her clit was jammed again and again into his stiff rod.
Then she felt Hank licking her asscheeks as he knelt behind her. For a moment her throat tightened up and once again her eyes grew wide. Steve massaged her tits soothingly, murmuring to her not to worry. As if he, too, could sense her discomfort, Hank stroked her ass lovingly, and told her he would be gentle, and he'd stop any time she wanted him to.
"Okay," she replied, taking a deep breath and starting to ride Steve's pecker again. "I trust you, Hank. I'm just scared, that's all. Christ, even up my cunt it's like getting facked by a Goddamn horse. Just take it slow and easy and remember, you promised to stop if I ask you to," said Doris, reaching behind her to spread her asscheeks further apart so that it would be easier for Hank to work his enormous prick into her tiny, tight asshole.
"Relax, baby," Hank told her. "I'll take it easy." Doris let her sense take over as Hank once again started to lick and kiss her asshole, getting it all wet and lubricated for his pulsing prick. Doris gasped but didn't protest as he worked one finger down into her ass tunnel, and gasped again as he worked a second finger and then a third in beside it. Doris' ass felt as tight as a drum, especially with Steve's cock stuffed up her cunt, but it didn't hurt, at least not yet, and Doris started to relax and enjoy the strange new sensations that pulsed though her as she pounded her pussy down over Steve's cock at the same time Hank pushed his fingers even deeper into her asshole.
Then Hank withdrew his fingers, and re-inserted just the tips of his index fingers, stretching her asshole as wide as it would go. He pushed his enormous, swollen cockhead up against the tiny tunnel his fingers had created. Boils tried desperately not to tighten her muscles as his dick began to push into her asshole.
Doris gasped and stopped moving up and down over Steve's cock, as she concentrated on helping Hank push his way into her ass. "Oooooh, Hank," she cried, "I don't think it's going to fit. It's so big and my asshole is so little. Maybe you and Steve ought to change places," she suggested breathlessly.
"Just take it easy, Doris. It'll fit, you'll see," Hank reassured her as he once again tried to jam his cock into her tight tunnel. For a long moment Doris thought her ass was going to burst rather than let Hank's gigantic prick fuck her. Her eyes bulged as she tried not to cry out, and her breath came in short jagged gasps. And then all of a sudden his monstrous prick was sliding in, slowly at first and then faster and easier, till it was buried about halfway to his balls. Doris could feel his prick pressing against Steve's through the elastic wall of her cunt. She had never felt so full of cock. "I feel like a fuckin' pecker sandwich," she gasped as she slowly started to move over Steve.
"Well hang on, honey, because this foot-long hot dog's only half way up your bun," teased Hank as he once again started to press into her.
"Oh, you can't get it in any further, Hank! I know you can't," she cried.
"Yet? Well, we'll see about that. What do you think, Steve?" asked Hank.
"I figure you ought to be able to get it in a good couple of inches more, at any rate," replied Steve casually as Doris gasped once more. "Just give it a good push. Hold on, Doris; it'll only hurt for a second," said Steve, squeezing one of her bright-red nipples between his fingers.
"Here goes," called Hank.
"Eeeee," shrieked Doris as Hank drove his swollen cock into her till everything but a few inches was crammed up her ass. Hank paused a moment. Steve had been right; it had only hurt for a second. Now it felt marvelous; with two cocks buried in her. She wriggled her ass experimentally. Steve groaned and she looked at him in surprise.
"When you move like that it feels like I'm getting fucked coming and going," he explained breathlessly. "I can feel Hank's rod right up against mine, with just your cute little cunny in between. Fuck it to her, Hank!" cried Steve excitedly.
"Here goes!" called Hank, taking a deep breath and pushing with all his might.
"Aaargh!" yelped Doris as he rammed his pecker in the final few inches. She was certain her ass was going to split wide open. She moaned happily as he continued to spear her, and then started to slowly move inside her.
"Come an, baby, ride me," Steve urged her. Soon all three of them were gyrating and grinding, a giant humping monster that looked like the invention of some mad scientist.
Doris came first, crying out loud as she rammed her cunt down harder and harder, smashing again and again into Steve's crotch. "It's so fuckin' beautiful," she cried, as tremor on tremor rocked her pounding body.
Her climax was infectious, and Steve felt himself getting ready to cut loose, too. He could feel Hank's cock pounding up Doris' ass, ramming itself against his own prick with every thrust.
"I'm coming, too!" he cried, clutching at Doris' gleaming breasts and squeezing them in his hands as his cock exploded and sent a stream of hot cum shooting up Doris' bucking pussy. God, he'd been so hot and horny for a piece of pussy. He thought he was going to come forever.
Now Hank started to grunt and push his thirteen-inch prick up to the hilt in Doris' bouncing ass, moving it faster and faster in her tight hot tunnel. Doris whimpered softly as he pounded harder and harder till at last he groaned, and she could feel his giant tool shaking inside her ass as he started to come. Doris felt like her ass was being flooded with a hot sticky river of cum as his jerking cock continued to pump it up her.
With a final thrust Hank emptied the last drops of his cum into her ass and lay, panting, his face buried in her cap of curls. Doris had collapsed on Steve and Hank lay prone over both of them when Maybella and Mary Anne opened the door to number eighteen.
"Well, will you look at that," cried Mary Anne indignantly. "And after he promised I'd be the first one to get fucked, too. I got a good mind to go and tell Daddy what's goin' on in number eighteen!"
Steve groaned inwardly. In all the excitement he'd totally forgotten the real reason he'd come to number eighteen.
He stepped inside the room and closed the door.
"Now Mary Anne, don't get all died up. You're gonna get fucked good, I promise," Steve said reassuringly.
"Well, I better, I just better," replied Mary Anne, who now sounded more curious than angry.
"Where'd all these folks come from, anyhow?" questioned Maybella. She was looking, at Hank's muscular rump with interest. She came closer and gasped as Hank eased his pecker out of Doris' elastic asshole. Her eyes grew wide as she stared down at his enormous cock.
"This is Maybella, and that's Mary Anne," Steve announced by way of introduction. "Girls, this is my… uh… friend, Doris, and her friend Hank. I'm afraid they beat me to the unit, and naturally I had to join them. I mean, I couldn't very well just sit there and watch, now could I? Wouldn't have been polite. Besides, you two were so late I thought maybe you'd changed your minds," said Steve ingeniously.
"Daddy kept pesterin' us. We had a hard time getting away," Mary Anne said matter-of-factly.
"Well, now that you're here, why don't you slip out of all those clothes and get comfortable like the rest of us?" invited Hank, who was eyeing Mary Anne's full ripe tits that were dearly outlined in her skimpy jersey top.
The two girls looked at each other questionably, then nodded. They giggled self-consciously as they stripped off their clothes and came over to the bed.
By this time Steve had gently urged Doris up and off his prick which was already starting to get hard again at the sight of Mary Anne's and Maybella's golden young bodies swaying toward him as they approached the bed.
At the moment Doris was too exhausted to care what any of them did. She rolled off the bed and disappeared into the bathroom.
Mary Anne and Maybella stood by the foot of the bed looking as innocently demure as two schoolgirls. Hank felt his prick jerk involuntarily at the sight of those two sweet young cunts. Like a compass, Mary Anne's eyes kept coming back to Hank's rapidly enlarging cock. He felt his crotch lightening at the thought of plunging his spear into her silky golden bush.
"Would you like some of that, baby?" said Hank softly, patting his erect pecker.
"I don't rightly know," she replied timidly. "It looks so big!"
"All the better to fuck you with my dear," drawled Hank. "Come here, Mary Anne, honey. I'm not gonna hurt you."
"I'm s'posed to be fuckin' Steve this afternoon," she said, moving her eyes with difficulty over to Steve, who lay sprawled on his side near the edge of the bed, his hand buried in Maybella's pussy.
"Don't look like he's going to mind none," grinned Hank. "You can always fuck him next if you want to. Come on," he urged her, patting the bed by his side.
"Well…" she giggled uncertainly.
Hank reached up and grabbed her wrist, pulling her down so she sprawled on top of him. Her lush titties were pressed against his chest, and his huge cock was between her creamy thighs. He began kissing her moist young lips, gently at first and then harder as they parted to admit his probing tongue. She moaned as he stroked her smooth back and rounded ass with his long fingers. The innocent little-girl look gave way to the look of a hungry young tigress as she pressed her body against his, grinding her steaming crotch against his hip bones and darting her tongue into his mouth. Hank's hands moved up and, down her body more urgently as he slowly squirmed his way towards the headboard of the bed.
Meanwhile, Maybella had dropped to her knees in front of Steve, who was bracing himself with his hands as she fastened her hungry mouth over his stiff rod and started working it up and don with her lips and tongue. With her free hand she tickled and gently squeezed his balls.
Hank had inched backwards along the bed, taking the squirming Mary Anne with him, till his head touched the padded headboard. He eased himself upright so that Mary Anne was kneeling against him, her widespread legs sprawled on either side of his body. His enormous pecker was pointing straight up into the air. Mary Anne wriggled closer so that her cunt was pressed up against his shaft.
His hands circled her waist as he bent to kiss first one pink nipple and then the other. She threw back her head so tat her long blonde hair swished across his fingers as he licked her twin cherries. By now she was grinding her pussy hard into his rod, moving it back and forth so that he could feel first her moist inner lips and then her outer ones, all covered in soft blonde fur.
He pushed her down gently, so that she lay on her back between his outstretched legs, her knees drawn up on either side of his ass. Hank lifted her feet so that one leg was draped over each of his muscular shoulders and then looked down greedily into her open pussy hole, that was winking up at him all moist and inviting.
He ran his fingers up and down her soft wet slit, stopping to gently massage her swelling clit, then running a finger quickly into her fuck hole.
"You've got the softest little pussy I ever felt, baby," Hank murmured to her.
"Ooooh, I love it when you touch me like that," she cried breathlessly.
"You mean like this," he said teasingly, stroking her clit and then plunging his finger deep into her tight hole.
"Yes, yes," she screamed, grinding her hips into the bed as she thrust her crotch up at him. "Don't stop, don't stop, it feels so good!"
"Wait'll you see what's coming next," he promised, as he reached down and pushed her thighs as far apart as they would go. No matter how far he spread her legs, her cunt tunnel still looked frighteningly small to him. He wasn't sure she could handle his mammoth cock.
"You ever been fucked for real before?" he asked her, pressing his finger once more against her mound.
"Sure have. What's the matter, you think I'm some kind of baby or somethin'?" she asked indignantly. "Count none of them have been near the size of that big red thing of yours!"
"Well, there's nothing to be frightened of, baby. I'm gonna take it nice and easy," promised Hank as he guided the bulging head of his cock to her spread cunt lips.
"Ooooh, that feels good," she said, as the tip of his cock pushed its way into her narrow hole.
"There's a lot more where that came from," promised Hank, as he started to work his prick into her tight, hot tunnel. She gasped and closed her eyes; his rod felt as big as a baseball bat trying to fill up her pussy.
Hank had never felt a snatch as tight as Mary Anne's. It felt like a glove two sizes too small little drops of perspiration beaded up on his forehead as he tried to ram his cock further into her cunt without hurting her. "Take it easy, Mary Anne, take it easy. Breathe deep, honey, and try to open up your muscles. You're tighter'n a pair of new-washed jeans."
Mary Anne's lush breasts heaved as she tried to help him spear her. Her rounded hips bounced up and down on the bed with her effort, but still his cock was only an inch or two into her snatch.
"Hold on a second, sweetie," Hank said, pulling out of her again. He reached a finger into her cunt and smeared her warm love juices over his massive tool.
This time it was easier; and his pecker slid into her about half way before her stubborn pussy seemed to clamp down on it again. He tried to work it further down, but it wouldn't budge. She was so fuckin' tight!
"Hold on, baby," he warned her. "If you want it, you gotta push up with all your might while I push down, okay?"
Mary Anne nodded wordlessly, her eyes as big as saucers as she looked at the six or seven inches of cock that still had to be jammed up her bursting cunt. She swallowed hard and tried to relax.
"Here goes!" yelled Hank, thrusting forward with all his might.
"Eeeeeeeek," she shrieked as his enormous prick rammed its way into her narrow cunt. She screamed again as be drove relentlessly don further into her pussy, till at last she had taken in every inch of his monstrous tool. She lay panting beneath him, her long legs convulsively twined around his shoulders, her breasts heaving up and down, the nipples bobbing like tiny cherries on top of a big scoop of french vanilla ice cream.
"There we go, Mary Anne. That's a good girl, baby. You took my big old prick like a pro. Now we can have some fun," promised Hank as he started to move cautiously inside her.
Once her cunt had stretched far enough to accommodate his overgrown tool he found the going a bit easier, and Mary Anne seemed to come back to life, once more thrusting her snatch up at him and urging him to push even deeper into its sweet warm depths.
"Fuck me, fuck me good, Hank, I ain't never had it this good before," she cried, thrusting up at him.
"I'll fuck you good, you little bitch! The both of you! Look at you like a couple of she-bitches in heat. You ought to be ashamed of yourselves, you little cunts!" bellowed the man standing inside the door of number eighteen.



CHAPTER FIFTEEN


"Daddy!" screamed Mary Anne, twisting her head to look at him in utter disbelief.
"Pa!" cried Maybella. "What the hell you doin' here? You got no cause to fallow us," said Maybella, looking up and letting Steve's pecker fall out of her mouth as she turned and stared at the big, burly man who was filling up the doorway.
"Thought I didn't notice this here key gone, did you? Your daddy ain't all that dumb. I oughta blow your balls off, the both of you," he said threateningly, brandishing the gleaming rifle no one had noticed till now.
"Now wait a minute, there, Mister… ah…"
"Porter. Al Porter," he replied automatically.
Four heads turned to look at Doris, who was leaning against the bathroom door, looking much calmer than she felt.
"We're just havin' a little fun," she said sweetly. "Now you don't have nothing against a little fun now and again, do you? Big man like you, you look like you've had your share of it." Doris gazed at him, trying to look wide-eyed and ingenuous. She let the hand she'd draped across her pussy slide sideways just far enough for him to see the beginnings of the slit between her legs. He was big, looked like an ex-jock or something. Those big, hairy forearms looked powerful enough to dispatch them all without having to once raise the gun at his side. Doris shivered thinking about those arms.
"I reckon I have," he replied suspiciously. Despite the surly lone of voice he eyed Doris with renewed interest. She felt her heart start to pound as he stared unwaveringly at the thatch of curly hair between her legs. The growing bulge in his pants told Doris that she was having the effect she'd hoped to have on him.
"How about having some fun right now?" she purred softly, letting her eyes rest finally on the little mountain his swelling cock was creating in his dirt colored work pants.
He looked round the room at Maybella, who was still kneeling in front of Steve, but now had her back to him and was facing her pa, and at Mary Anne, whose legs were still wrapped around Hank's shoulders. His eyes went to Hank's prick crammed up Mary Anne's young cunt, and he felt a quick tightening in his balls. What the hell, why not? Not like he was going to do something the girls had never seen before.
"Come here, honey. What's your name?" he said finally, crooking a finger at Doris, who walked slowly across the room, teasing him by demurely covering her thatch with one hand till she was standing by his side. He carelessly tossed the rifle into the corner as he unbuckled his belt.
"Name is Doris, big boy. Let's see what you've got to play with," she said in reply, reaching down and casually unzipping his fly. She drew out a hardening prick that was already thicker than Steve's, though not nearly as long as Hank's. She looked at it approvingly, liking the heavy feel of it in her hands.
"You're hung just like I like 'em, big boy," she crooned, stroking his deep red, heavily veined pecker with the tips of her fingers. He shuddered convulsively, and reached out to fondle one of her small breasts.
"So are you, Doris baby, so are you. I like your tits. Ain't got no use for them big floppy ones that hang down to there," he said, running a hand over her belly. "And you don't have to call me big boy. Friends call me Al."
"Then Al it is. Cause I think we're gonna be real good friends." Doris helped him pull his pants down, and urged him out of his shin, keeping her eyes fastened on his hard prick that jutted up at her from a forest of dark black pubic hair.
Hank and Mary Anne and Maybella and Steve heaved a collective sigh of relief and went back to the fucking they'd been doing before they'd been so rudely interrupted. Hank began moving his monstrous cock inside Mary Anne's tight young cunt, while Steve lay back on the bed and pulled Maybella on top of him so that her cunt was resting on his face, and her lips were once again nibbling at his rod. Thank God Doris is such a good sport, he thought to himself happily as he pushed his tongue into Maybella's hot little snatch. The old man could have been a real prick, especially with that gun.
Doris and Al were locked in a tight embrace, with hi's cock pushed between her outspread legs as she stood on tiptoe to kiss him hungrily on the mouth. It felt good pressing up against her snatch. At first she'd only been interested in eying their skins, but once she saw that pretty pecker of his, she'd decided fucking him would be fun. And obviously it was going to be. She didn't care what Steve thought about her, or Hank either, for that matter. Obviously neither of them were in any position to complain. She ground her pussy down harder on the stiff shaft of his thick rod and pushed her small tits against his massive hairy chest. Yes sir, this was going to be fun. Al picked up Doris and laid her down on the dresser so that her legs dangled off the edge, and her snatch was even with the end of the top. He spread her legs and greedily bent to lick her sweet pussy. She shuddered as his big tongue moved roughly over her sensitive clit. But apparently he was just making sure she was good and ready, because almost immediately he lifted his head and took his swollen pecker in one hand. He guided it to the mouth of her honey pot, and she squirmed closer to the edge and reached down to help him guide it into her cunt.
He groaned as his cock slid into her, and she gave a little whimper of delight a he stretched her wider than anyone else had, forcing her cunt to bounce against the stiffness of his probing cock. She wrapped her lop around his waist and began frantically returning his determined thrusts.
"Say, if this is a party, how come nobody invited me?" said a soft laughing voice that seemed to be coming from the door to number eighteen.
"Ma!" cried Mary Anne and Maybella almost simultaneously.
"Red!" said Al, his mouth dropping open in utter amazement.
"You!" exclaimed Steve, giving himself away. "You told me you'd only be staying a couple more days. For chrissakes, you didn't tell me you owned the fuckin' place!"
"You didn't ask me," the green-eyed redhead with the overblown tits Steve had fucked the other morning in the pool calmly replied. She stood with her head thrown back, hands on her womanly hips, surveying the situation with obvious amusement.
"Well," Steve said finally, "Now at least I know where your kids got it from."
She laughed, threatening to send her lush tits through the silky-thin fabric of her low cut blouse. "Well, don't let me stop you, folks. Ill just join the party, that is if nobody minds…"
Apparently no one minded, because they all went quickly back to fucking/being fucked by eating/being eaten by their respective partners.
"Move over there, honey, and let Mama take over for a while," Big Red instructed Maybella, who somewhat grudgingly took her full young lips from Steve's swollen dick.
"Don't get up off his face, Maybella, honey. Just let him eat your pussy while I give him a good old-fashioned fucking. That way everybody'll go home happy, y'hear?"
"Yes, Mama," replied Maybella dutifully, watching her mother's big tits practically swallow up Steve's prick as she pushed back and forth, her cleavage acting like a cross between a hand job and a cunt. Steve was licking and kissing Maybella's soft young slit, enjoying its warm wetness against his face at the same time he was squirming under the skillful ministrations of Maybella's mother, who by now was preparing to lower her cunt down onto Steve's throbbing cock.
Steve gasped as its tight warm wetness closed over his prick and slid down the shah till the red-gold hair of her snatch mingled with the dark-brown hair of Steve's crotch. Just before she began bucking up and down he looked around the mom.
Doris was getting fucked but good by Al, who apparently was both Big Red's husband, the girls' father and the proud proprietor of the Clayburn Court Motel. Steve smiled as he watched his big hairy ass pounding into Doris. He could hardly believe she was the same girl who had wanted to tie him down less than a week ago.
His eyes traveled to Mary Anne, who had a cuntful of Hank's gigantic cock. God, was he ever hung and, if the expression of rapture on her face way any indication, was having herself the time of her life.
He went back to licking and kissing and tonguing Maybella's pretty pink cunt, enjoying the feeling of her writhing over him, pressing her hot slit into his face at the same time her mother was banging down as hard as she could on his cock.
Four days ago he would have told you this was going to be a rotten vacation. Well, it just went to show you… He smiled and gave himself up to the pleasures of eating pussy and getting cunt at the same time. Yeah. It had turned out to be a real bang-up vacation. They'd have to do it again next year. If they were home by next year…
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