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Morning Changes 

I awoke with the dawn; old habits die hard. Thoughts of last night’s bedroom antics were tempting me to have my way with Ana-Maria again. The idea of burying my cock back inside that sweet little pussy almost had me. Instead, I tossed on shorts and a shirt, grabbed DD’s keys, and went outside to see if I could find out why their AC wouldn’t work.

All the belts checked out, but they were badly worn and in sorry shape. I checked the fluid levels, looked for leaks or other obvious problems, and found things weren’t all that bad. I returned to the room to announce my findings and I found both girls dead to the world, so I grabbed my keys and wallet and decided to surprise them with a fait d’accompli. I stopped at the front desk where the clerk was willing to call around for me, and found a NAPA dealer who had the belts and freon nearby. The guys were more than helpful, and within an hour I had the belts changed, fluids topped off, spark-plugs replaced and gapped, new distributor cap and wires installed, and air conditioning unit recharged. I decided not to tell them about most of the work, or I’d probably just aggravate DD. Driving back to the hotel, the AC was chilling nicely.

Back at the room, the girls were dressed and finishing packing.

“Morning, sleepyheads,” I said, as I entered the room. Ana-Maria laughed and ran over to give me a hug and a kiss. 

“It was so funny,” she laughed. “When we got up and you were gone, Deirdre went out to the road, wearing nothing but your T-Shirt, and came back yelling you’d stolen her car. I told her I thought a Porsche was a pretty good trade for an Escort.”

“You shouldn’t have taken my car without asking.” DD told me angrily.

“You’re right, and I’m sorry. I just wanted to check on your AC, and when I found your belts were shot, and you both were sound asleep, I thought I could head up to the store and get them changed before you were up. I should have left a note. I wasn’t thinking. Sorry.”

She wore a look of both embarrassment and anger. “It’s okay, I’m just not used to finding my car gone, or having other people take it without my permission.” She seemed to be over whatever had been bothering her last night, and well on the way to being how she was when I first met her. Oh well.

“If you guys want to have breakfast, the restaurant is serving and I can let you know about the car.” I told them. “I, for one, am starving.”

* * * *

Over breakfast, I told them about the new belts and AC. “The oil level looked ok, but it was awfully dark. Have you changed it recently?”

“Not before I went to school last year, it’s only been about seven months.”

“And about eight thousand miles probably. Let’s get that changed before you hit the road, and I think the car will be ready for a few thousand more miles,” I said.

“Okay, if you think it needs it,” she agreed reluctantly.

“Yeah, it would be a good idea. I thought if you girls weren’t in a huge hurry, we could head to Louisiana together, and I’d spring for dinner and dance tonight at Randol’s in Lafayette. I’ve been dying to go there for years, and I’m going to stay at a B&B nearby. It’s got great Cajun food, and some genuine Zydeco music to dance the night away.”

I expected an argument from DD, but she surprised me. “That would be wonderful. I love Cajun cooking, and the company on the road would be nice. What do you think, Ana-Maria?”

“I think we should get the cars packed and get on the road,” she answered between bites of waffle. 

* * * *

We packed the vehicles, and on my advice, we moved some of the books they were carrying into my car, so theirs wouldn’t labor so much, and took the bags off the roof. After a quick while-you-wait oil change we were on the road. I offered to pay for the oil, but Deirdre insisted on paying herself.

When we went to fill up before heading down the highway, I had another idea. “When I finish filling up, pull in behind me, and I’ll fill yours. As long as I have the receipts my company will pay actual gas expenses.” The girls admitted this was a great deal and we got both cars topped off.

Ana-Maria already had her butt parked in my passenger seat. DD stood nearby as I filled her tank. The way she was looking at me had me nervous. There was not telling what was going on behind those beautiful eyes.

She opened her mouth to say something, then stopped. Twice, before she blurted, “You know, I wouldn’t mind having a turn in your car. I’d like to have someone to talk to, and would like to ride in a little comfort too.” Ana-Maria could hear her, with the window open.

“That’s sounds reasonable. Ana-Maria, is that okay with you?” I asked.

“I guess so, how we gonna split it up?”

“How about if we change places at each gas stop and meal stop?” I said.

“Okay,” the girls agreed in unison.

“It’s almost eleven now, but the drive is only about eight hours so we should be able to take our time,” I told them.

I filled the coolers with ice and drinks, grabbed a few snacks for each car, and announced we were ready for the road. The girls appeared to be in a great mood. They finished their last minute bathroom breaks, and split up, Ana-Maria piling into my car and Deirdre climbing into hers.


Louisiana Bound

“That crazy girl, she’s a nasty tease, and now she’s mad that you chose to be with me.” Ana-Maria laughed as we pulled out.

“She is a tease. I don’t know what kind of game she’s playing. But I don’t really care - I’m just glad I ran into you girls.”

We spent the next couple of hours chatting and she turned out to be a lot more interesting to talk with than I would have at guessed at first. She had an encyclopedic knowledge of music, and a love of travel. She hadn’t been around that much, but she had big dreams which we discussed at length. She was fascinated with the idea of my being a pilot, and talked about flying to the Bahamas. 

“You’ll have to stay in touch. I could come down during a break, and we could make a weekend of it,” I told her.

“Right. Like you’ll ever see me again after this week.” She laughed.

Was that a hint of bitterness I detected? “Why not? I’m having a great time with you. I’m not tied down, and I can always get a few days off. Even if I’ve sold the Cherokee, I can always rent a small plane for a few days. I’m sure my old flying cub would still let me use one of theirs.”

“Do you really fly?” 

“Of course, why would I lie about that?”

“Maybe you’re just trying to impress me.”

“Damn, you’ve caught me. I am trying to impress you. I was hoping to get into your pants,” I joked.

“Oh, you’ve already impressed me. A few times last night.” I glanced over and she was smiling.

“I’m glad. But I really do fly. As a matter of fact, most years I fly down to Florida in April for the Sun-n-Fun air show. I’ll have to show you around this year - if you don’t mind camping.”

“I love it! Okay, that’s it. I’m so damn impressed I can almost guarantee you’re going to get into my pants tonight. As a matter of fact, I think you deserve a preview.” Before she had finished that sentence, she was bent over in her seat opening my pants. I raised my hips to allow her access, but instead of opening my fly, she pulled my pants half-way down, giving her complete, unfettered access.

“I’ve died and gone to heaven,” I breathed lustily.

“Just keep your eyes on the road, while I try to impress you for a change.” She was holding my balls in her hand, hefting them. She adjusted her position again and then all I could see was the back of her head as she went down on me.

I slowed down a little, pulling into the right lane. I pulled on the handle on my left, and reclined the seat a few more degrees, giving Ana-Maria a little more room, and enjoying her talented mouth. Leaning back a hair more, I could see a little of what she was doing, and I reached down and pulled her hair back so I could watch her mouth engulf me.

She slowly pulled off, giving a lick at the end. “Eyes on the road greedy. I’ll put on a full show for you tonight if you like, but for now if you don’t watch the road, the fun is over.” She looked up at me expecting an answer.

“Anything you say - believe me, you’re in charge now. Consider my eyes glued to the road.” I laughed, running my hand through her hair, then down her back, finding a resting place on her ass.

She giggled, then lowered her face back down onto my thick hard-on. She took me deep in her mouth, stroking the shaft while she bobbed up and down as far as she could reach. I looked at the dash and saw my speed had slowed quite a bit; DD was almost on my rear bumper. I sped up to about five over the speed limit, and for the first time wished I had cruise control.

I talked to her as she blew me. “You are driving me crazy. Your sweet mouth feels so incredible on my cock. I can hardly wait until tonight, I want to be deep inside you, I want to suck your tits, I want to taste your pussy. I can still picture you riding me, your incredible tits above me, where I can lean forward and lick your nipples.”

She pulled off and I almost cried. “You know,” she said, “you can fuck my tits tonight, if you like.” She gave me a long, leisurely, lick. “Now come for me before my jaws get too worn out.” She resumed sucking, with a vengeance, and it wasn’t long before I made her wish come true, emptying my nuts in her mouth. She sucked me dry, gagging for a second, and then cleaned me with her tongue, until I was finally soft again.

“Thanks lover,” she told me, as she tried to help me pull my pants back up.

“No, thank you, that was incredible. My first blowjob to completion, while driving. I must be living right.”

She laughed. “I like how you qualified that, ‘first to completion’, so I guess you’ve had a few high speed sucks before.”

We laughed and discussed a couple of previous relationships. It was amazing how easy I found her to talk to. It wasn’t long before she said she had to pee, and I noticed the gas level was down to about a quarter of a tank. 

We pulled off the highway, and DD followed behind as we pulled into a gas station. We filled the tanks and the girls hit the restroom. DD was the first one back to the car, and when I got back from the cashier she was sitting in the passenger seat of the 944. She called me over and handed me the keys to her car. 

I met Ana-Maria between the cars and passed her the keys. “I figure we’ll try to get in a couple of hours and eat a late lunch somewhere between San Antonio and Houston.”

“You’re going to miss me,” she teased, running her hand down my chest to the front of my pants.

“You know it; I’m missing you already.”

“Well, no hurry for lunch, I already had a snack,” she said, smiling lewdly, as she climbed into the Escort.

* * * *

DD was amiable and easy to talk to, but no references were made to the previous night’s adventures. She had a quick wit, and was obviously very bright, but not one of those who put on a cloak of pseudo-intellectualism as so many liberal arts majors liked to assume. 

When I first saw her in the pool, I thought she had been a competitive swimmer, just from her ease in the water. Close. She was a competitive diver, both platform and three meter springboard. For over an hour she answered my questions about the sport, one in which I was totally in the dark. It was a fascinating discussion, and during it she opened up like a flower in bloom.

We talked about her NCAA aspirations and possible Olympic tryouts. She expected to be one of the top divers for her team this year, with the graduation of 3 seniors, and had trained hard all summer. From the sounds of the discussions she didn’t have much time for play. Between part-time jobs and diving practice, she barely had time to study, even during the summer break. I wondered if that was part of her uptightness and mood swings. Maybe she just needed a little more relaxation and play.

I had been a summer beach lifeguard right after high-school, and after my first year of college. I regaled her with some of my beach stories and had her laughing easily and finally appearing to relax. I had been able to clear a little space from behind the passenger seat during the morning packing, and she was able to lean back, kick off her shoes, and put her feet up on the dash. The line of her leg from her small painted toenails, past her slender ankles, up her well formed calves and smooth thighs captured my attention all too often.

“You looked pretty wound up and wore out yesterday when I first met you. Looks like you’re finally feeling a little more relaxed,” I said.

“Not as relaxed as I imagine you’re feeling,” she countered, still leaning back, her hands entwined behind her head, her eyes still closed.

“You mean after last night?” I was wondering when she’d broach the subject. I wasn’t going to be the first.

“No. After that little mid-morning BJ you received from our little tramp friend.”

I didn’t say anything, neither willing to deny it or confirm it.

“You don’t think I couldn’t tell what was going on up here? You’re seat almost straight back, her disappearing into your lap for ten minutes? Hell, you slowed down to forty on the interstate, when you normally do about eighty. I was only twenty feet back. I could see half the action reflected in your rear-view mirror when I was almost on your bumper.” She was almost laughing.

“Uhhh, I guess I am pretty relaxed at that,” I said.

“Oh, I don’t blame you. If she’s gonna offer it, I’d be surprised if you turned it down. I was kind of surprised you even offered to let me ride over here a while. I just hope you don’t expect me to pay in kind.” She finally opened her eyes and turned to face me, still reclining.

“Of course not. I’ve been having a great time with you. You’re really easy to talk to,” I told her honestly.

“So you’re not going to put a move on me? Right?” she said, still looking at me intently.

“No. I think you’ve made your position abundantly clear.” 

“I’m not going to compete for you. You’ve made your choice. And she’s made the choosing easy.” She sounded almost bitter.

“There’d be no competition. She’s a sexy little thing, and a fun romp, but you are the most stunning creature I’ve probably ever seen. You’re also the biggest prick tease I’ve ever met, and I’m not sure I like the combination.” I looked down at the speedometer and realized I was up to 90 and I couldn’t even see the escort in the rear mirror. I slowed down.

“What, are you going to stop now? Make us switch back?” DD asked, sitting upright.

I’m a guy. I hate drama. “No, I just found myself speeding up just now, and I can’t even see Ana-Maria back there. I’m letting her catch up.” Keeping my eye on the mirror, I continued. “Honestly, I’m having a great time talking to you. When there’s no teasing or innuendo, everything’s terrific. Let’s keep it that way, and just have some fun.” Finally a day-glo dot was growing larger behind me, and I slowly let the speed creep back up.

“You just move so Goddamn fast,” she said, obviously flustered. “One minute, I’m trying to figure out who the hell you are, our knight in shining armor, and then you’re making out with Ana-Maria in the pool. The pool! Hell she hardly even knows how to swim! Next thing I know, you’re banging her in the room with me five feet away. As if I didn’t even exist. Shit.” The words rolled out of her at 100 miles an hour.

I let the ensuing silence hang in the air for a few seconds before responding. “Sorry. To be honest I’m as surprised by the whole situation as you.” 

“Were you serious about getting me my own room last night?” she asked a few moments later.

“Of course. I didn’t want you to feel uncomfortable. That wasn’t what I intended.”

“Even after the teasing?”

“Yes. I would have gotten you one, although I would rather have not,” I confessed.

“Why, to show off?” 

“Hardly. I was still hoping beyond hope that you’d join us. When you came over and lay down next to us my heart almost stopped.” 

“But you didn’t try anything, I noticed.” She turned on her side, stretched out like a big cat across the seat. 

“The messages were so confusing, I didn’t want to push you or offend you. I figured you rightly for a tease, and I just didn’t want to play. The interlude with Ana-Maria was a far greater bonus than I ever expected to encounter on this trip. Sometimes you don’t have to reach for the stars; the prize in reach is good enough.” I felt funny still discussing this, wondering where it was all headed, if anywhere. It was getting close to time for lunch, but I didn’t want DD to think I was stopping just to get rid of her.

“Well, I just might take you up on that room offer tonight.” 

“The offer’s open,” I answered, seeing a town coming up.

“Let’s stop for lunch,” DD piped up. “Nothing too heavy, I want to save my appetite for tonight.”

I turned on my blinker and took the next exit that looked big enough to serve our needs. I slowed down pulling into an IHOP. Ana-Maria was right behind me.

DD spoke softly, as she unbuckled her seat belt. “Don’t think me ungrateful. I do appreciate the offer. For the room, for the dinner tonight, and for everything you’ve done so far. I’m sorry I was a tease. I don’t know why I do that. I’m sorry.” She opened the door and got out of the car without giving me a chance to respond.


Steppin’ Out

The trip the rest of the way to Lafayette was uneventful. Ana-Maria rode with me after lunch. We chatted a while and she napped a bit. A gas break had the girls switch places again. The conversation with DD was excellent, but there was no talk about anything sexual. The B&B I’d lined up was in Rayne, a few miles from Lafayette, and we drove past Randol’s on the way there. I pointed it out to DD. 

“Aren’t we going to miss everything?” she asked as we drove right past our dinner destination at around 8:00 pm.

“Nope. Nothing happens until ten. Hell, the place will still be empty. And the party continues until three in the morning. This gives us a chance to freshen up, and it means we don’t have to unpack after too much food and drink.” I was trying to follow the directions to the Maison D’ Memoire and spotted the rather unique B&B as I pulled off the road.

When I had first made my travel plans, I had tried to maximize my benefits, and searched out places that were within my $120 a night per-diem, while as close to the max as possible. With the average room rate in Lafayette under $60, I’d found the Maison D’ Memoire cottages going for $130, with an entire cottage to myself including a (reportedly) fabulous breakfast delivered to your door. 

I introduced myself to Sarah, one of the owners, and asked if she could set us up with a cab to and from Randol’s. She was happy to do it, gave me the keys, and pointed out the Garden Cottage, which I had reserved. I asked about the “Romantic Package” they had, and she assured me that they could set it up for me while we were out to dinner. I thought the flowers, candles, and bath oils would be a nice bonus by the end of the evening.

The girls were mesmerized by the 1850’s cottage turned into a B&B room. It boasted a large four poster bed, an in-room jacuzzi, small kitchenette and rear porch veranda overlooking a well tended garden. A small room off the entrance had a day bed which the owners advertised as a ‘second bedroom’.

“I’ll let you guys clean-up first. I’ll be out on the porch; let me know when you’re done bathing. I’d suggest something light weight and don’t make the skirts too short. If you haven’t done much Zydeco dancing, you’ll find it’s up close and personal, with lots of spinning around. And wear comfortable shoes, preferably with leather bottoms, so you can slide around easy.” 

“This is great.” Ana-Maria said, opening her suitcase on the bed. “You want to shower first, or can I?” she asked Deirdre.

“You can go ahead,” DD offered. I was surprised as she followed me out to the porch, sitting beside me on the swinging chair.

“This is gorgeous out here,” she said.

“I know. A friend recommended the place, and I took him up on it. I owe him one.”

We chatted for a few minutes, before Ana-Maria poked her head out the door, calling Deirdre. 

DD announced the bathroom was mine about 20 minutes later, but both girls made intermittent visits to the sink while I was in the shower. They always apologized for the interruption, then popped out again.

I finished up and made my way to the small entry with a day bed, where I dressed. Jeans and plain white t-shirt were the order of the day, and I packed a couple of extra t-shirts in a bag, in case the dance hall was as hot and steamy as the last one I’d been to.

I excused myself as I passed through the main room where the girls were still getting dressed, and I headed back to the porch.

In spite of the fact that DD was the last one to bathe, she was the first to appear. She was wearing a simple sun dress, which ended just above her knees. The dark green color looked great against her fair skin, and matched her eyes. 

“I’m starving, I hope she hurries - she’s tried on three different outfits so far,” DD said, sitting beside me.

“You look great,” I told her. “And I imagine a good seafood boil will satisfy your appetite.”

Ana-Maria came out only moments later, wearing a pleated skirt that made it half-way down her thighs and a top that was almost a halter, with two small spaghetti straps crossing her shoulders. Her midriff was bare from below her cute belly-button to just under her breasts. She looked hot, and ready for action.

“Wow. Worth every minute of the wait,” I said. 

Her smile was radiant, and confident. She knew she would be on display and loved every minute of it.

* * * *

The ride to Randol’s was short, and the parking lot was only starting to fill. I verified the time they closed, and scheduled a return ride. As we made our way inside, a classic Cadillac Eldoroado pulled up near the entrance, and an older gentleman stopped to let his wife out, so she could avoid the long dirt walk from the car. I jogged over to the door, opening it for her, and offered her a hand as she exited the car. She was probably in her 70’s, wearing a very colorful dress with a long pleated skirt. 

She accepted graciously and slowly extracted herself from the car, holding onto my extended arm as I closed the door behind her.

“Now you wait dere, Claire. I be right back.” The grey-haired man told her, pulling away slowly.

“Thank you, I’ll be alright,” Claire told me, but she left her hand on my arm. I would have guessed she suffered from arthritis, her movements were very slow and awkward. She had a hint of an accent, nothing like the heavy Cajun twang her husband sported.

“Please, allow me to at least pretend that I’m with you for a few moments. It will make me much more attractive to the filles. They see me with the prettiest girl in the place maybe they reconsider dancing with a clumsy oaf like me.”

Her laugh was delightful as she slapped me on the shoulder, with a blow that wouldn’t have left a dent in chiffon. 

“Well, I believe I wouldn’t mind the pleasure of a gentleman’s company, at least until Henri returns.” 

I introduced myself, and the girls who were waiting patiently beside me.

“Oh, and I’m supposed to believe you need me on your arm, when you have these young ladies at your side?” Claire teased. 

I leaned over and whispered to her. “They are only friends. The redhead teases me. Let me make them jealous.” 

She laughed out loud, again tugging on my arm. 

DD introduced herself in French, with a decidedly different accent, and within moments the two women were chatting among themselves, blissfully ignoring Ana-Maria and me. Henri walked up a few minutes later and joined in the conversation, which was a little too fast for the single year of French I’d taken in high-school.

Henri introduced himself to Ana-Maria and asked the honor of escorting her inside while I was left the duty of escorting Claire and Deirdre, one on each arm. Ana-Maria preened as she waltzed in beside the elegant Henri.

Henri and Claire were obviously well known at the establishment, and we walked around the waiting line to get in and were escorted to a large table ideally located, just off the dance floor, away from the kitchen traffic, with a good view of the dancing and the band. 

Claire insisted that we join them and Henri snapped demands to the wait-staff. Our menus were removed, pitchers of beer set down before us.

“None o’ dat tourist slop tonight. You soon be eatin’ da best dam food fo’ hunnert mile aroun’,” Henri chuckled, when we asked about the menus.

When the band started up again, Henri took Ana-Maria out to the floor, and after a few minutes had her trotting around the floor with him, as if she’d done it all her life. Claire prodded me to dance with DD.

“I’d love to. You can’t imagine how much I’d love to. But I think I’d get run over out there. I’ve only danced like that once before and it was years ago,” I confessed. “It looks dangerous.”

“I’m sure we can fix that,” she told us and waved down a passing couple. He was about 6’2 and rail thin, and she was as petite as Ana-Maria, but slender where the Spanish beauty was voluptuous.

“David, Amelie, you must teach our guests to dance,” she announced, and clearly her word was law.

Amelie took me in hand and led me out to the floor, to the very center. She warned me not to wander away from the middle or I would be run down. She then spent the rest of the song patiently teaching me the basics. She was a pretty girl, and she insisted I hold her tight during the dancing, ‘the Cajun way,’ and I could feel her moist against me, sweating in the warmth of the dance floor, with barely adequate ventilation for the bustling crowd spinning across the floor. The basics were not too different from what I remembered, almost a ‘two-step’ with attitude.

DD was doing better and looked graceful in the arms of David. By the second song they had merged into the edge of the main dance crowd, and were surviving.

By the end of the second song, Amelie escorted me back to the table, where the food was rolling out, and pointedly reminded me that I’d have to dance with her many more times this evening, before I’d be proficient. I had moved just beyond the basic step, but my ‘cuddle’ needed work, she could help me with that. She teased me that the lessons weren’t free.

DD and Ana-Maria were glowing, both from delight and the sheen of perspiration we were all covered in. The food was rolled out in large tubs, with a huge variety of boiled seafood, creamy sauces, mystery dishes, and endless tastes. We inhaled our food, and before we had a chance to break, Henri was escorting DD out to the floor, and Claire had found more gluttons for punishment in the shape of a middle-aged couple who took Ana-Maria and me in hand.

I don’t think I sat once during the next two hours; each time I started to make my way back to the table, my next instructor would take me in hand, and I finally started to feel half at home on the floor. Zydeco seems like a wild and crazy dance, but it is mostly a controlled weight shift, with most of the action accentuated below the waist, and the better dancers having a smooth, under-accented movement in their upper body. The movement around the dance floor is fast, but you can keep up as long as you keep the flourishes to a minimum. There’s a lot of close contact and tight holding, and a whole lot of fun in general.

Amelie showed up regularly to test my new skills, and she became my favorite to dance with. She was light on her feet, and even when I botched things she recovered amazingly. We switched to a cross hand style on some of the slower songs that ended up with us side by side, arms crossed in front and back. She could ‘cuddle’ with the best of them, pressing her rear into my lap with a teasing wiggle, before spinning away with a laugh. She also insisted on bestowing a kiss upon me after every dance. I was in heaven.

I changed t-shirts a little after midnight, the first one completely soaked through. Returning from the men’s room DD caught me before I could sit down. 

“Looks like you’re having fun,” she teased, with a nod towards Amelie.

“I’m having a great time, it looks like you are too - your dance card definitely seems full.” We watched as Henri waltzed Ana-Maria around again. She had him captivated, and every half-dozen songs or so she would excuse herself from the dancers and stand next to him until with a laugh he’d take her back out on the floor for a turn.

“Would you dance with me?” I asked DD. “I’m still a klutz out there, but I’d say you have enough rhythm and grace out there for the two of us.”

“I’d love to,” she answered me with a smile, polishing off another mug of beer. “Who said that twelve years of ballet and dance would never pay off?” 

It took a few minutes but we finally found the rhythm with each other, and we made a fair showing around the floor. I was leading, as poor a job as any out there, but she took the cues well, and we executed a few different moves that pulled her in close, our bodies pressed together. 

Henri cut in, exchanging partners, and Ana-Maria and I took a spin. She seemed to be better than DD, but with me it was still a little awkward. She was used to a stronger lead, and we crossed each other up several times, laughing and enjoying ourselves none-the-less.

Having broken the ice, I found myself on the floor more and more often with DD, but the nature of the dance had us separating often, a number of men eager to escort the beautiful red-head around the floor, and enough kind souls available to keep me occupied.

After leaving Amelie’s arms for DD’s, Amelie’s kiss still warm on my lips, DD pulled me in close. 

“How come I never get a kiss?” she asked with a hint of a grin.

“I wasn’t sure it would be welcome,” I said. “But I’d be delighted to amend that situation.”

“Who could be offended over a kiss at the end of a dance? You don’t give me much credit. I am having a wonderful time tonight, and I do know who I owe it too.” She nuzzled against my chest for a moment.

I tilted her head up and gave her a small peck, before spinning her away. “I guess I have to make up for lost time.” Her genuine giggle was gratifying.

As the dance slowed, I captured her lips with mine, and gave her a real kiss, before relinquishing her into the arms of one of her waiting admirers. She was a great kisser. No doubt about it.

Somewhere around two in the morning I changed my shirt for the second time, and came out to find a very slow song being played. Claire had not danced all night, but I couldn’t help but at least ask.

“Is there any chance you would join me on the floor?” I asked her, seated beside her as we watched the twirling spinning mass.

She smiled. “I cannot dance as much as I’d like, but I’d very much like to dance with you, thank you. Ask the band to play Valse de la Belle.”

The band must have understood what I was asking for, in spite of the fact that the words that escaped my lips sounded nothing like the name of the song she’d requested. At the start of the next song Claire reached her hand out to me, and I helped her up and guided her to the floor. It was a slow song, with a waltz feel, and our dance was easy going, a gentle escort around the floor. 

“Turn me, Steve,” she asked, and I gave her the basic spin pulling her half-against me, my arms wrapped around her as we waltzed across the floor. She smiled to me and spun out, and I saw a flash of the radiant beauty she must have been 40 years earlier. She turned to me, crossed her hands and I guided her to dance beside, me, her arm across my back, my arms crossed in front of me, the reverse of the way I’d been doing it. The song slowed at the end, and our dance died out, with her back in my arms. Miraculously, I hadn’t tripped or fallen, or even crossed up the dance.

She reached up and pulled my face down for a kiss. “Thank you, that was wonderful.” 

“No. I must thank you; that was the most delightful dance I’ve had all evening. You must have been a wonderful dancer. I can only imagine how you’d be with a real partner.” I told her escorting her back to the table on my arm.

“You would make an old woman blush. Now go dance with that Deirdre, before Amelie catches you. I don’t want to see any fights here tonight.” She laughed, pushing me back from the table once she was resituated.

We danced that night until the lights came up, and the band closed shop. We had finished more beer than I could remember in years, and yet were not nearly as drunk as we should have been. Both girls were completely worn out, disheveled and looking ravishing. They turned away dozens of requests to continue making a night of it elsewhere, and I know I left scores of men envious as we departed, the taxi waiting outside, ready for us promptly at 3:00 am. Before I escaped Amelie found me, and invited me to a private party. I couldn’t help but wonder how the night might have ended, if I didn’t have the girls with me. Then I realized I’d probably have just sat alone, without their presence vouching for my desirability. 

I had paid off the bill, and was surprised to find it much more reasonable than I’d ever expected. Even covering the expense of Henri and Claire, which had nearly caused a fight, our total bill was barely $200, including tip. I was sure I’d drunk that much in beer alone.


Hot Tub for Three

The ride back to the cottage was enjoyable. I found myself seated between the girls in the back seat, and we talked about the meal, the music and the dancing for the 15 minutes it took us to get back. DD was leaning against me, comfortable, her head resting on my shoulder as she complained of being completely worn out. Ana-Maria was leaning against the door, her legs across my lap, while I rubbed her aching calves. 

When we arrived at the cottage, DD made a beeline for the bathroom. Ana-Maria started filling the tub, admiring the bath oils and candles left for us as part of the Romantic Rendezvous package. I opened the Champagne that was chilling in a convenient bucket, filled three glasses, and took mine out to the porch, where I could relax for a moment.

DD found me out there, glass in hand.

“I had the greatest time tonight,” she gushed, sitting beside me.

“Me too. I can’t remember ever having so much fun dancing,” I admitted.

“I’m dying to soak in that tub; my feet are killing me,” she said, rubbing them.

“That’s what it’s there for. But it looks like Ana-Maria’s got first dibs.” 

“It’s big enough to share. I don’t think she’ll mind.” She stood, holding her hand out to me. I stood with her aid, not spilling any of the $8.00 a bottle bubbly, and walked in on Ana-Maria, skinned down to her birthday suit, about to hop in the hot tub.

“Bubbles?” she asked, her hand poised over the jet’s timer.

“Sure,” DD said, peeling her sun dress off, folding it and laying it to one side.

I followed her lead and undressed as well, already semi-hard by the time I climbed in beside Ana-Maria. Deirdre was right behind me.

We sat in a triangle within the tub, and I took Ana-Maria’s foot in my lap and massaged it. She closed her eyes, sighing, and leaned back blissfully.

“I’m next,” DD said, sipping her champagne.

We relaxed in quiet for a bit.

“You know,” Ana-Maria said, breaking the easy silence, “you never danced with me once all night. You could hurt a girl’s feelings that way.”

“There was that one short one. I tried a couple of other times. Once, you told me you were waiting for Henri, and another time you said you had to hit the can,” I reminded her.

“It’s okay. I just now realized it, that’s all. I’ll take the foot massage as an apology.” 

After a few minutes I pushed her feet to the side, and DD immediately placed one of hers in my lap. I looked up and she had a tiny smile crooking up one side of her mouth, while an inquisitive raised eye-brow on the other side, painted a delightful, fun picture.

I rubbed her delicate foot, then followed it up to her ankle. She slid around the side of the tub, so I could reach her calves and the top of her thigh. Ana-Maria slid around on the other side, and started rubbing my thighs, her hand soon finding my achingly hard cock.

“Okay, looks like someone isn’t completely worn out,” she cooed, stroking me slowly.

I glanced at DD to see how she was taking this.

She looked me in the eye, and gave me another sexy grin. “Good.”

My heart nearly stopped.

She leaned over to me, presenting her upturned face. I kissed her lips, making it last. I turned and Ana-Maria reached up and pulled my face to hers, giving me a passionate kiss in turn. While I was kissing Ana-Maria, DD stretched out, until her rear was against my leg, and her thighs were resting across my legs. I let my near hand slide up her thigh, caressing her inner thigh a moment before finding the warm area between her legs. She dropped her far leg off my legs, and pulled a little closer, spreading her legs wide for me.

“Let’s play a game,” Ana-Maria said, after breaking off the kiss.

“Hunh?” was the only intelligible response I could manage.

She leaned out of the tub, and came up with some chocolate covered sticks. She bit the end off of one, and held them in front of her like straws. “There’s one short stick. Whoever draws it gets pampered by the other two for five minutes.” She held them out. 

DD didn’t hesitate. She drew a stick. I drew one and realized mine was longer than hers. “Oh, looks like you got the short one, DD.” I said. 

Ana-Maria, climbed out of the tub and headed to the kitchenette and retrieved a twist-front egg timer from the counter. She turned it to five minutes, and placed it on the table beside us. 

“Kill the bubbles while you’re at it, will you?” I asked her.

She sighed as if put upon, turning the bubbles timer to off. Climbing back in the tub, she slid around to the other side of DD.

I lifted DD up a bit, positioning her head on the rim of the tub, her beautiful naked body stretched out before us, just breaking the surface of the water. I let my hands wander all over her, and soon found Ana-Maria doing the same. Our hands met just above DD’s mound, and I looked across at her. She smiled, and together we drew our hands lower, each grasping a leg and spreading them wide, then meeting again at her pussy. I rubbed up and down across her lips, my mouth seeking the side of her breast. Ana-Maria’s hand was rubbing the top of her pussy, eliciting moans from the delightful DD.

I shifted and held DD in my right arm, my mouth moving to cover her nipple, while my left hand probed her tight gash with my middle finger. I peeked to the side, and found Ana-Maria whispering in DD’s ear, and then leaning over and giving her a kiss. She pulled back a bit, her tongue reaching out and painting DD’s lips. DD opened her mouth to the attention, and her own tongue played with Ana-Maria’s for a second before the alarm went off.

We weren’t abrupt. I slowly slid my finger out of her and slid my hand up her body. I pulled my mouth off her sweet breast, and gave her a small kiss moments after Ana-Maria pulled away.

I looked up and Ana-Maria had two sticks in her hand. “It’s just between you and me,” she said, holding out her closed hand. I pulled a stick, and she opened her hand to show one about half the length of mine.

“My turn,” she smiled, reaching out and twisting the timer to five minutes.

She moved over and sat between DD’s legs, leaning her head back onto DD’s shoulder and stretching her body out across the tub. She turned her head to DD and kissed her cheek. DD responded by reaching around Ana-Maria, taking her large breasts in her hands and kissing her mouth. 

“I’ve always wanted to see what real breasts felt like,” she murmured, squeezing and caressing Ana-Maria’s voluptuous melons. 

“When you do that,” Ana-Maria moaned, “they feel great.” 

I moved to the other end, ducking under and coming up between her legs. I leaned forward and started kissing and licking all around her smooth shaven pussy. 

“How long have you been shaving down there,” DD asked softly, while continuing to knead Ana-Maria’s breasts. She was watching my actions intently.

“Since I was seventeen and my boyfriend asked me too. Once I did, he went down on me all the time. It feels so sexy, and the cabros seem to like it.” She raised her head and spoke in my direction. “You like it shaven?” 

“Yes. It’s so sexy and so easy to tease you.” I emphasized that last statement with a long lick. “Although I like it also when there’s just a little hair at the top, like a design.”

“I’d be so afraid,” DD whispered.

“I’ll help you if you like, it’s easy, really,” Ana-Maria told her.

“Maybe.”

I now was working my fingers in and out of her, while my tongue teased her swollen clit. 

“Let’s do it tonight. Now,” Ana-Maria urged.

“Do what?” DD asked.

“Shave you.”

“Oh … I don’t know,” DD answered, hesitantly

I pulled away and slid up next to DD on the other side. “Let’s shave it all but a little diamond right at the top.” I said, reaching between her legs, and tugging very gently at the hairs in the area under discussion.

“I will if you will,” she said, turning to me.

“Huh?” I answered, sounding brilliant once again.

“What a great idea!” Ana-Maria gushed, “I’ll get the razors and shaving cream.” She leaped out of the tub forgetting all about her five minutes until alarm went off about three steps into the room. “Oh yeah,” she yelled back, “you guys still owe me five minutes.”

DD and I looked at each other in apprehension, then when I started to smile, it set her off in a fit of giggles. 

“I can’t believe I’m doing all this,” she whispered, as Ana-Maria made her way back to the room. 

“I can’t tell you how glad I am that you are,” I told her, leaning forward for a tender kiss, which quickly turned passionate.

“Okay, break it up, we have work to do. Ladies first.” 

We decided to do it there in the hot tub, and we sat DD on the edge of the side nearest the wall where she could lean back against the wall. We opened her legs wide, and I got my first really good close-up view of her pussy. She had light red hair, covering her in a thin layer. The lines where she shaved her bikini line were clear.

“I’m so embarrassed. I can’t believe you’re looking at me like that.” Her voice broke a bit.

I leaned forward, placing my mouth over her pink gash, and she jumped. I held her hips, while my mouth teased her open and my tongue penetrated her. She gasped.

I pulled away after a few moments. “Before and after testing,” I said. “I just want to make sure this is right for you.”

“Stop that,” Ana-Maria, chided, spraying some shaving cream into her hand. She pushed me away, taking my place between DD’s legs, spreading them wide before her.

I was mostly an observer, while Ana-Maria did the bulk of the work. She would only lather a small area at a time, and she worked in a circle, shaving in from the leg on her left, then across the top, and then in again from the leg on the right. Every few strokes she was rinsing the razor in the champagne bucket to get rid of the hair, and then dipping the razor in the hot tub. She’d splash a little water up, rinsing off the area she’d just finished so we could see her handiwork. She worked the whole area three times, until DD was almost completely bare.

She had left a little ‘landing strip’ across the top. A small triangle of short red hair, pointing down to the object of my unspoken lust for the last two days.

Ana-Maria took a small amount of lotion and rubbed it in, then scooped up more water from the hot tub and rinsed it again. After carefully surveying her work, she decided to sample the effect, and leaned over and licked the bare pussy in front of her. After a few seconds she pulled away grinning.

“I’ve never done that, but I was getting so worked up shaving you, I just had to see what it was like.”

“What was it like?” DD asked, her voice husky with desire.

“Nice.” Ana-Maria leaned forward and licked some more, her tongue opening the redhead’s pink portal, before settling down on her clit. She finally came back up for air. “Very nice.”

She must have remembered my presence; she turned to me and asked, “What do you think?”

I took my place between DD’s legs, Ana-Maria moving just enough to give me access. I looked into DD’s eyes as I slowly lowered my face to her newly shaven snatch. My tongue extended, I made right for her lips, licking up first one side, then the other, before using my tongue to tease her red, swollen clit.

“You did a great job.” I told Ana-Maria, pulling away and kissing her, before I returned to DD’s pussy. I placed my mouth against her again, and ate her till my jaws ached. When I pulled away for a breath, Ana-Maria took my place and continued where I left off. When I was ready, I placed my face next to hers, and our tongues battled it out over DD’s clit. Once I had won sole possession, I returned to eating her, my tongue plowing up her as far as possible. I could feel Ana-Maria at work, opening DD’s ass cheeks and tickling her bunghole, while I devoured our plaything.

When DD finally came, she exploded so hard she pushed off the wall and slid into the tub, dunking us all. We came up spluttering and laughing, and then we were all kissing each other joyfully.

The next thing I knew, I was seated on the edge and they were ready to shave me. Ana-Maria said they had to perform the before-and-after test, and she went down on me, with no preamble, taking me halfway down her throat. 

“God, as good as I remember,” she laughed, pulling away, and pointing the cock in her hand towards DD.

DD leaned over and kissed the head of my cock, still wet with Ana-Maria’s saliva. She moved her face down to my balls, and licked and sucked there. “Oh, I see where we can make a definite improvement here,” she laughed, miming pulling a hair from her teeth. She licked the length of my shaft before taking me in her mouth, slowly engulfing the head. 

“Like that,” I moaned, as she took me deeper in her mouth.

She moved her face up and down over my cock, before pulling off. “Greedy,” she teased.

“He looks ready for it,” Ana-Maria said, taking the razor in hand.

I was a little nervous, but she did a great job, shaving me completely bare around the sides and across my balls. At first she left a little on top, then thought better of it and shaved that away as well. When she had finished, she rubbed lotion all over me, helping restore the hardness to my erection which had started to diminish.

The hot tub was a mess by this time, and under the encouragement of Ana-Maria, we rinsed off under the shower, and emptied the hot-tub. 


Satisfaction

As we walked to the large four-poster bed, I asked DD, “You don’t want a separate room, do you?”

“You’re an asshole. For that I think I’ll make you do me first.” She poked me in the side with her elbow.

Ana-Maria piped in, “Sounds good to me, he always lasts longer the second time.”

“So I noticed,” DD laughed. “I hope the third time is even longer yet.” She crawled on the bed, opening her arms to me, inviting me between her spread legs.

I didn’t need any more encouragement, and I positioned myself between her thighs. Ana-Maria put her hand on my chest, stopping me from going any further, then leaned over and went down on me again, for just a minute, bringing me back to my rock hard state.

“Now you’re ready,” she giggled, then leaned over and with her fingers opened up DD for me. I don’t think I’d ever seen a more exciting sight.

I placed the tip of my cock at the newly shaved opening, and rubbed the head up and down, poking it in just a bit, then doing some more rubbing. She didn’t need a lot of teasing, she was already wet, and I had no problem getting the head inside her tight little opening. My cock looked so good, the long shaft leading towards her tightness, the head disappeared from sight, her pussy lips clinging to me as I pulled out just a bit before slowly pushing the entire length inside of her. She groaned the entire time, until I bottomed out, completely sheathed.

“Oh, God. You fill me up so nice. I feel impaled.” She moaned deliciously, shifting her hips a bit, trying to wiggle in just a little bit more.

I pulled completely out, the head resting just outside of her, and once again, slow-stroked my way all the way to the balls, then holding it there. 

“You are such a tease,” Ana-Maria said, “I don’t know which one of you is worse.” She was lying there, idly playing with DD’s near breast, while she watched me fuck her schoolmate. “Just give it to her.”

Smiling, I took her advice, and lifted DD’s legs high and wide. I screwed her methodically, using the entire length, a nice steady stroke, meant to work her up to where I could really give it to her. She just lay there at first, and then her hand strayed to the opposite breast from the one Ana-Maria was playing with, and she started a series of tiny grunts.

“Isn’t it nice,” Ana-Maria whispered to her, then leaned in for a kiss.

The kiss started pretty tame, and then DD grabbed Ana-Maria’s head and ground her mouth against hers, moaning. I clutched the top of DD’s thighs and guided her legs over my shoulders as I bent her over further, and sped up the pace. I was able to get a lot of leverage off the foot of the four-poster, and I slammed my cock into her hard, pounding her, the lust taking over.

The sight of the girls kissing, and the feel of her tight little cunt squeezing my prick was pushing me over the edge. 

“I’m going to cum in you. I’m going to fill your teasing little cunt with my seed. I’m going to fill that tight pussy of yours, now … now …,” I groaned holding her legs tight, driving my cock into her like a jackhammer. I shouted as I came inside her, and she screamed. I could feel her pussy spasm around my shooting cock as she came with me. 

Gasping, I thrust repeatedly into her, each push releasing the next stream of cum deep inside. Finally, spent, I rolled off of her onto my back, breathing heavily.

Within moments Ana-Maria was at my cock, cleaning it of our juices, and doing her best to restore it to its more useful state. DD on the other hand was laying there, her eyes staring into mine in wonder.

“That was incredible. I’ve never felt so full. I’ve never come like that. I almost never come,” she confessed reaching out to touch my face.

“That is a shame. We’re going to have to see about changing that.” 

She leaned over and started kissing me, tenderly, then passionately, then playfully. Ana-Maria’s efforts weren’t going to waste either and before long she mounted me, while I continued to suck-face with DD.

“I guess that we’ve given up on rubbers,” she stated aloud, as she lowered her hot shaven pussy down onto me.

Incredibly it had completely slipped my mind, that I just had emptied a boat-load of cum inside of DD. I must have been more drunk than I realized. I looked over at her.

“It’s okay, I’m safe,” she answered my unspoken concern, before kissing me some more.

I fucked up into Ana-Maria for a long while, in a replay of the previous night’s activities. After a while, DD moved and I soon found her tongue bathing my balls and shaft where I entered Ana-Maria. It was the most incredible feeling.

When I had my fill of that position, I pulled the buxom latina off of me, and laid her on her side. I entered her from behind, her wide hips narrowing to that tiny waist created the most exciting visual. DD had pulled away a bit, and was sitting at the top of the bed, a champagne glass in hand, and a pillow behind her. She was watching us go at it, while sipping her sparkling wine.

I turned Ana-Maria again, placing her on all fours, and lifting her ass up. I entered her again, plowing her for a while when an idea entered my head. I climbed away, then went to DD, gave her a kiss, and slid her ass down the bed a bit. I returned to Ana-Maria, and picked her up and placed her between DD’s legs, before entering her again. I figured she’d get the message.

“Oh! Is that what you want?” Ana-Maria gasped. Not waiting for an answer she didn’t disappoint as her face disappeared into DD’s crotch.

I couldn’t believe it. I was fucking this incredible sexpot, while she licked my cum out of the porcelain beauty sitting in front of us. DD was incredibly relaxed, gently stroking Ana-Maria’s hair, while she sipped on her drink, and watched me fuck her little cunt lapper from a couple of feet away.

Ana-Maria pulled her head up a second, resting her cheek on DD’s thigh. “Steve, do you want to fuck my butt? I think it might be safer for you to finish there.” 

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, and was struck dumb.

DD answered, “You’re kidding right? You’re going to take that huge cock up your butt?” 

Ana-Maria just smiled at me. “I like it. Fuck me in the ass, Steve. I want to come with your fat prick in my ass.”

For a second I thought it was a little one-upmanship on the part of Ana-Maria, but I wasn’t going to argue. I pulled out and licked her tiny brown rose-bud, pushing the tip of my tongue inside her. I straightened up, and she reached behind her, spreading her ass cheeks wide. 

I accepted the invitation, placed the purple head of my cock at her rear entrance, and forcefully lodged it just inside her, eliciting a loud moan on the way. Once I had the head inside, I worked diligently to get more and more of it inside her. It was slow going, she was tight as a vise, but soon I found myself stroking into her hard, and penetrating her to the balls.

The added tightness, the debauchery of the act, the presence of DD watching our every move, and the incredible view were enough to put me over the top. With a cry I came inside her ass, my seed spilling forth deep in her bowels. She collapsed onto the bed, sighing, then rolled over. 

“God, you felt huge in my butt. I’m going to have to use a little more lubrication before I let you do that again later.” She laughed at my look of incredulity. “Later this trip, not this night!” 

At DD’s insistence, we refilled the hot tub, while we relaxed for a while. There were some pastries and chocolates we nibbled on, and some chilled bottled water we downed, while relaxing for a second wind. With the tub nearly full, we grabbed a quick shower and then leapt into the hot tub again. 

We relaxed there, the three of us lounging languidly.

“Do you know it’s after five in the morning?” DD asked, gazing over at the clock beside the bed.

“Are you girls going to stay with me one more night? Tonight’s a stop at Fudpuckers in Ft. Walton Beach, Florida. It’s only about seven hours away and my best friend from high-school owns and manages the place. I was going to stay at his house on the beach. It’s incredible and I’m sure he’d welcome a few additional guests.”

“You know you’re corrupting us,” DD told me, with a lascivious smile.

“It’ll be great. It’s only a short drive. We have the cottage until two—it comes as part of the Romantic Rendezvous package. If we hit the bed soon—”

“Again,” Ana-Maria interrupted.

“We can sleep till noon and enjoy lunch here before we hit the road.”

“That sounds like a pretty fair offer,” DD said.

Ana-Maria yawned.

I took that for agreement, and we climbed out of the tub, dried off, and got back in bed.

Ana-Maria was sleeping before her head hit the pillow. I had other ideas for DD.

I was lying between the two girls, on my side, facing DD. She was lying on her side, facing me.

I leaned forward and brushed her lips with mine. “I can’t believe I’m here with you. You, in my bed, naked. It’s just so incredible.”

“You’re pretty incredible,” she answered softly, a tiny smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. She reached down and rubbed her hand across my cock, just for a second, accenting her point.

I reached out and fondled her breast. I cupped it, my thumb brushing across her nipple, and watched it stiffen.

“Don’t start something you can’t finish,” she warned me with a teasing whisper and another brush against my semi-hard cock.

“Finish? I’ve hardly started.” I reached out and put my arm under her shoulders and pulled her towards me, placing her on her back. She closed her eyes and lay back, yielding herself to my ministrations.

I spent several minutes letting my free hand wander all over her body, everywhere I could easily reach. I lingered a bit in key areas, and enjoyed feeling her soft skin exposed to my caresses. Her nipples were so inviting I could resist no longer and I lowered my head to the nearest, tasting it. My hand found its way back between her legs, and I opened her and slowly worked first one finger and then two inside of her, while my lips sought out her neck and breasts and feasted there.

I took my time with her, and when her breath was heaving and she was asking me to enter her, I climbed between her legs and teased her with my cock until she was thrusting up with her hips trying to capture me. The long drawn out foreplay had me hard, and I placed my cock against her wet nether-lips and rubbed in and out of her, fucking her with only about an inch of my cock.

“You’re driving me crazy,” she gasped. “Don’t tease me – fuck me.” 

I spent a few more moments teasing her with the head, and finally grabbed her upper thighs and slowly but inexorably slid my entire length into her, taking a full 10 heartbeats to finally bottom out inside her, my cock swallowed by her steaming moistness.

I used one of my favorite tactics for screwing a woman - long slow strokes, where the head actually came all the way out, just beyond her opening. Each stroke was like the initial penetration over and over again. I reached down with my hand and rubbed her clit while I gave her the ‘long-stroke’ and watched her slowly climb the peak to her orgasm.

“Oh my God, I’m going to come,” she gasped, her hand gripping her breasts.

“Come for me,” I said.

“I almost … never … come.” 

“Come for me!” 

With a shuddering moan she did, her body tensing like a wound spring, before collapsing underneath me.

Having gotten her off, I was feeling my oats. I rolled off of her, onto my back. “Ride me,” I told her.

She obliged, straddling my hips, reaching down and inserting my cock back inside her hot young twat. “You’re killing me,” she whispered, while I rocked my hips, enjoying the feel of being inside her.

“No one’s died of it yet,” I told her.

“How many women have you driven insane?” she asked, while allowing me to use her.

“None that weren’t already half-way there when I met them.”

“I must be crazy to be here with you. I’ve known you what? About forty-eight hours?”

“Then I guess you’re at risk.”

For the second night in a row, I fucked a beautiful woman while half asleep, spending an eternity sliding my stiffness in and out of her, while enjoying the feel, the smell, the taste of her. She came for me twice more, before I finally achieved release. As I filled her fertile teen womb with my seed, I saw the first rays of dawn creeping over the horizon.

THE END of Volume 2
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Free Preview

Thanks for reading Asphalt Adventure Vol. 2, Cajun Spice. It was based loosely on an actual road trip where I met two lovely young ladies in rather desperate straits. If you enjoyed it, please consider taking a moment to leave me a review at your favorite retailer.

I also love to hear from my readers, so consider tweeting me, or leaving a message on my Facebook page to let me know what you think.

Asphalt Adventure is a three Volume story. Each one gets a little longer, until the third volume is nearly 20,000 words. I’ve included a preview of the third, Florida Frenzy to give you a taste. I hope you enjoy it.


Florida Frenzy

Excerpt from Volume 3 of Asphalt Adventure

I was leaning back, drink in hand, DD in the crook of my left arm, and Angela beside me on the other side, wonderfully filling the gap between me and Mike. When the others had stripped down, Angela had lost the suit as well, and her breasts were floating just below the top of the water, her nipples occasionally making an appearance. 

Ana-Maria got up from the far side of the tub, and crossed over to me, glorious in her nudity. She sat in my lap a second, and whispered in my ear. "Here we go again. You okay with my being with Mike tonight? Looks like you've got your hands full."

"Absolutely," I answered her, following up my assent with a kiss. "You can tell me all about it later, although I’ll probably get a little jealous." 

She laughed, gave me another kiss, then whispered to DD for a second before returning to her spot next to Mike.

Angela regaled us with a rambling tale of her evening, and I was asked to share the story of how I met the two young ladies, which I related as an 'R' rated tale with lots of additions and corrections from my young, college bound companions. During the telling, Angela fetched a couple of pitchers of frozen drinks, topping everyone off again, and giving me quite an eyeful, both exiting and re-entering the tub, which caused me to get a little lost in the telling, to the great amusement of everyone.

Mike told a few more stories of our misspent youth which were followed by true confessions from Nanette. It turned out that everyone except the three newcomers knew that Nanette's boyfriend/fiancé had just come back from a year long project in Italy. They'd only seen each other twice in the twelve months that he'd been gone, and as soon as he got back he told her that he had to break it off, he had a new girlfriend. That had been yesterday.

"For five fucking months I've been waiting for that son-of-a-bitch. And he's been banging some Italian chippy the whole time. I'm so mad I could spit." She was obviously furious, but instead of spitting, she was crying, putting a bit of a damper on things.

"Forget the bastard. There's a lot better men in the world," Michelle announced. "Why look! There's one right here!" She was seated next to Bob, and pushed him towards Nanette.

Bob turned to Nanette and took her in his arms. "Any man that would dump you deserves to have his head examined." 

"Right. You're just trying to make me feel good," Nanette whined.

"Let lightning strike me dead if I'm lying. You are an incredible woman that any sane man would give his eyeteeth for."

"God, I hope what you're saying is true, cause if you're going to get hit by lightning, I'm going to go inside," I joked.

I got a small giggle from Nanette, who answered, "He's drunk. He'd say anything if he thought maybe it would help him get some tonight."

Mike reached across, took her hand and pulled her to his own lap. "I'm not that drunk and I have to say that Bob's right. You are one of the sweetest, prettiest girls I know. Frank is just an asshole." He turned her chin up and kissed her. "If you were mine, I would never let you go. I swear it. There's not many women that could convince me to settle down, but you could make me rethink the lonely bachelor life." He kissed her again, slowly, deeply.

"Lonely bachelor? Another one full of BS if you ask me," Angela laughed.

Mike stood up, the gorgeous long-limbed blonde in his arms, and turned to me, extending his arms to drop her into my lap. I took the offering and gathered her to my chest.

"What do you think, Steve?" Mike asked, taking his seat again, between Ana-Maria and Angela.

I looked down at the vulnerable woman I held. Her slate blue eyes captured mine, and I could see the wetness of tears barely held back. Her golden locks hung down into the water, wet for half their length. She waited for my comment, and I felt as if I stood in judgment. I felt bad about the way I'd treated her earlier. And kind of stupid - she was a very beautiful woman, who wanted to be with me, and I had been hesitant.

"He's an idiot," I finally muttered, and pulled her up where I could kiss her. I pressed my lips against hers and lost myself in our kiss. Coming up for air I told her, "I'd kick his ass, once for what he did to you, and again just for being so stupid. You are far too beautiful, far too much woman, to be waiting for some jerk five thousand miles away. A body like this should be made love to every night, not put away on a shelf." I leaned forward and whispered to her, "Maybe later, I'll get a chance to back up my words. I hope so."

I stood and placed her back in her place, leaving a final kiss on her forehead, before taking back my seat.

"I want to play!" Angela cried, and she climbed into Bob's lap. "I can't keep a boyfriend; why not? Aren't I good enough for anyone?" Her arms wrapped around Bob's neck while she waited for his verdict.

"What do you expect?" he answered. "You're too damn picky. Don't ask me, it's not like I've ever gotten anywhere with you for all my trying, and God knows I've tried; who wouldn't?"

"But you're always just joking and flirting. I mean someone serious," she said petulantly. I could almost hear her foot stomping.

"I'll show you serious." He pulled her up to his mouth and kissed her almost desperately. I watched as his lips left hers and he kissed her on her eyes, her cheeks and neck. Whatever he was doing was working as I could see her nipples hardening.

Her breath was coming faster, when Bob stood and passed her to Mike. "Your turn," he said with a smirk, dumping her in Mike's lap.

"You know what I think of you," Mike told her. "I love you madly, but after two failed tries, well, the sex is always incredible, but, you know." 

"I know, oil and water," she laughed. She sat up and turned to face him, her legs wrapped around his waist while they shared a long deep kiss.

She climbed off of Mike, and stood in front of me. She let me get a good long look at her. The water reached just above her crotch, and I got a great view as she did a short turn in front of me. Another cute blonde, not as pretty as Nanette, but sexy as hell with all the right curves. Shorter and vivacious, she reminded me of a vanilla Ana-Maria. Then she dropped into my lap.

"Well? What do you think?" 

"Beautiful, cheerful, funny and smart enough to escape the clutches of the evil Mikey. Your ass is breathtaking. That's pretty damn good credentials to me. I think you could hurt me, you seem pretty wild. It would be worth it though. You look so yummy, I could just eat you up."

"Watch out, he means that," Ana-Maria laughed.

"I may take you up on that, stud. How about a sample?" She wrapped her arms around my neck presenting her lips. Not one to look a gift horse in the mouth, I kissed her. I allowed my hands to wander a bit, as I stroked her skin, around her waist, thighs and that bounteous, bodacious ass. 

She finally pulled away with a smile and reached down and gave my hard-on a squeeze. "Mmmm, I guess you do like me!" She took her seat next to me, still grasping my cock, and whispered in my ear. "If you get tired of your little girls, my room is the first on the right, top of the stairs."

Until she mentioned it I never really realized that everyone there was in their late 20's and 30's except for the two teens I'd brought to the party.
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