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The girls brought their sparkly signs to the
roadside and waved them high above their heads.

“Car wash! Charity car
wash! Support your local team!”

Most of the vehicles that drove on by were
in need of a good scrub, but those weren’t the ones that stopped.
In fact, despite the girls’ tight little uniforms, despite their
bouncing breasts, despite their short skirts flapping up every time
they jumped, five minutes went by before anyone even slowed
down.

He drove a red convertible. He had a tan and
a dark moustache, dark sunglasses.

“Charity car was?” he
asked. “What charity would I be supporting?”

“The local team,” Blondie
said, leaning over the passenger side to give the guy a good look
at her cleavage. When his eyes fixed on her boobs, she asked,
“What’s your name, big fella?”

“Warren,” he
replied.

“Warren,” the other girls
chuckled.

“Sounds like a rich guy
name,” Asia added. “Are you a rich guy, Warren?”

“Well, I don’t know about
rich…”

Erin tossed her orange curls behind her
shoulder and took a step toward the car. “But I bet you’ve got a
spare buck or two for the team.”

“Which team is this?” he
asked, without removing his gaze from Blondie’s spectacular
cleavage.

The girls giggled and said, “The
cheerleading team, of course!”

“These are our old
uniforms,” Asia said.

Erin told him, “The day I turned eighteen,
it’s like I burst right out of mine!”

“Me too,” Blondie
said.

Asia nodded. “Me three. We need to fundraise
for new ones.”

Blondie bent even lower over the side of
Warren’s car, so her breasts swung heavily, barely held in check by
her cheerleading sweater.

As her tiny cross sparkled in the sun,
Warren nodded and said, “You seem like nice girls. I’d be happy to
help you out.”

They told him to pull up behind the concrete
building so they could work in the sun, but away from the dusty
road.

Carrying their handmade signs, they ran
behind him and caught up soon enough.

It was quieter here, away from the road.
Behind them was an industrial lot, but nobody worked there on the
weekends. They couldn’t be sure that no one would pull in to use
the coin-operated car wash, but if so many drivers had passed up
the opportunity to get washed down by three gorgeous cheerleaders,
what chance did a concrete building stand?

“Want me to put the top
up?” Warren asked.

“No,” Erin said. “Leave it
down.”

“Want me to get out? I saw
a coffee shop back there a ways. I could come back when you’re
done.”

Blondie stood with her hip bones pressing
into the driver’s side door. “You’re not going anywhere,
Mister.”

Asia climbed on his hood with a huge soapy
sponge and started washing it on her hands and knees. Her full,
fleshy breasts swung with every circle of the arm.

She’d barely gotten started when Erin came
over with a sun-warmed bucket of water and dumped it over Asia’s
back.

Letting out a scream, Asia turned to Erin.
“You brat!”

She threw her sopping sponge at Erin, and it
smacked Erin’s top with a wet squelching sound.

“You girls certainly like
to have fun,” Warren said as the sponge fell to the gravel ground,
leaving Erin’s sweater soaked through.

Asia remained kneeling on the hood when
Blondie emerged from the concrete building, tugging a garden hose
behind her. “You girls want to get wet?”

“Nooo!”

Erin and Asia both screamed and held their
hands up in front of them as Blondie squeezed the trigger.

“Maybe I should put the
top up,” Warren said as shimmering water cascaded like a rainbow
from the leggy blonde to the girls by the car.

Erin raced for another bucket of water and
threw that at Blondie. The wall of water hit her with such force it
drove her back. The spray arced high, like a fountain, and
everybody felt it strike them in huge, hard droplets.

Warren slid to the passenger side, then
opened the door and slipped out.

“Where do you think you’re
going?” Erin cried.

“Yeah,” said Asia. “We’re
not done washing your car yet.”

“You seem to be more
interested in washing each other,” he said.

Blondie dropped the garden hose in the
gravel and walked over to Warren. “Don’t you want to stay and
watch?”

Erin walked up close behind her, so the two
were almost touching. “We like being watched. Isn’t that right,
Asia?”

“No,” Asia said, bending
low on all fours on the hood. “We love it.”

Warren swallowed hard as Erin’s hands
slipped around Blondie’s bare midriff. He’d have thought the move
would shock the blonde, but instead Blondie turned her head and
parted her lips just slightly.

Just slightly enough for Erin to slip her
tongue inside.

Their saliva sparkled in the sunlight as
they kissed. They made kittenish little mewling sounds, too. It was
like living in a dream.

This is what girls did together? Rounded up
unsuspecting men to watch as they made out?

“Get back in the car,”
Asia said while Blondie turned her back on him and her front on
Erin. “We’re going to show you a drive-in movie. Except not a
movie. A live action performance.”

Warren wasn’t sure how he ended up in his
car. He didn’t remember his feet moving or curling his fingers
around the handle or opening the door. His mind was entirely
preoccupied by the barely legal beauties kissing as they backed up
against the side of his front end.

“Ooh, you’re getting me
all wet!” Blondie complained.

“Is that a problem?” Erin
asked.

Asia jumped down to grab another sudsy
sponge. She leapt back up and stood on his hood in bare feet. Then
she squeezed the suds over Blondie’s head.

The two girls were so into their make-out
session that neither of them seemed to notice the soap running
slowly down Blondie’s side. When it reached her bare arm, she
shrieked, as though she thought it were some kind of bug.

When she saw what Asia was doing, she
scooped up the soap with her opposite hand and threw it back.
“Brat!”

“You’re the brat,” Asia
said. “You two always start together and then nobody kisses
me.”

“You want to be kissed?”
Erin asked. “Where?”

Asia’s eyes widened. She eased down until
her skirt met the hood of Warren’s car. “You mean I’ve got a
choice?”

“You bet,” Blondie
replied.

Erin grabbed Asia’s ankles and gave them a
tug. The girl fell flat on her back on the hood with her legs
spread. Erin then ran her hand up the girl’s thigh, under the
girl’s cheerleading skirt. Cupping that mound of arousal, she said,
“We could kiss you here.”

Blondie covered Asia’s mouth. “Or we could
kiss you here. Make your choice.”

With Blondie’s palm muffling her words, Asia
pointed down, then up. “First there, then there.”

“You slut,” Blondie
teased, and slapped Asia’s wet boobs inside that sopping sweater.
“You choose a pussy kiss before a mouth kiss?”

“Isn’t she a slut?” Erin
asked Warren.

In a daze, he stammered, “I… I…”

“Sluts don’t deserve
cheerleading sweaters,” Blondie said, and tore off Asia’s tight wet
top. “And sluts don’t deserve bras, either.”

Asia arched slightly and reached both hands
behind her back. When she undid the clasp, both cups sprang away
from her skin, revealing her big breasts in all their glory.

“Look at these tits,”
Blondie said—maybe to Warren, maybe to Erin. Maybe to Asia herself.
She pulled Asia closer so she could smack those beautiful breasts
together, making them bounce and recoil off one another.

The girl had no tan lines. Her skin was
consistently golden, and her nipples boasted a pinkish-peachish
colour that darkened as they puckered in the sunlight.

These cheerleaders sure liked taking
chances! Anyone could catch them out here, between the carwash and
the industrial park. But they didn’t seem to care. Like they said:
they wanted to be watched.

And with bodies like those, who could blame
them?

Warren adjusted himself. His jeans had grown
tighter than they’d ever been.

“Are you sure you want
your first kiss down there?” Blondie asked, and flicked Asia’s
nipples violently enough to make the girl shriek. “We could start
here instead.”

“You want to kiss my
nipples?” Asia whimpered.

“We want to kiss you
everywhere,” Erin said. “But it’s your choice where we
start.”

Staring up at the sky, Asia swallowed hard.
Then she rolled up her wet skirt. “Start down there.”

“Down there,” Erin
laughed. “She can’t say what it’s called.”

“I can so!”

“Then say it,” Erin teased
as she grabbed Asia’s purple panties with both hands. “Say the
word!”

Blondie hovered close to Asia’s breasts,
like she could hardly resist the pull they exerted on her mouth.
She extended her tongue so close the two pink parts almost touched.
But she pulled away when Asia said, “My pussy first!”

The other girls laughed and Blondie backed
off as Erin pulled down Asia’s panties.

With Asia lying flat on the hood, Warren had
a perfect view when the girl arched her hips to let her friend
remove those purple panties.

A perfect view of her sweet pussy.

Black hair, but not much.

Juicy pink slit that opened wider as she
parted her legs for the other two cheerleaders.

“Wow,” Blondie said. “What
a pretty puss.”

“Yeah,” Erin echoed. “Wish
I had one.”

“I wish you did too,”
Blondie said.

“Then who would fuck you
senseless?”

“True.” Blondie tilted her
head and her blonde locks tumbled to one side. “Then I wish you had
both, like me.”

“Oooh, yeah!” Erin ran her
hands under Blondie’s belly top, clutching those big breasts and
growling. “Your tits are making me so hard!”

“Your hands are making me
so hard!”

Asia cleared her throat. “Hello! You were
supposed to kiss my clit!”

“Right,” Erin said. “But,
god, now all I want to do is fuck. I’m so hard it
hurts.”

“Well, lick my pussy
first!” Asia said.

The other two leaned forward in their tight
little uniforms, both sticking out their tongues in anticipation.
When their heads hit together between Asia’s legs, they looked at
each other and both said, “I’m going first.”

Blondie rolled her eyes and waved Erin in.
“Age before beauty.”

“Shut up. I’m only three
weeks older than you.”

Asia covered her eyes and cried, “Would you
both just kiss my cunt! Kiss my tits! Kiss anything! Just kiss
me!”

Blondie crawled up her body until she was
beside the girl on the hood, her head at the level of Asia’s
breasts. While she brought the nearest one to her lips, Erin
plunged that freckled face between Asia’s thighs.

The nearly naked girl spread out on the hood
of the car lurched when her friends licked her. “Oh my GOD!”

“Your pussy’s so sweet,”
Erin said. “Tastes like honey and mangoes. So, so
sweet.”

Blondie nodded as she traced her tongue in
circles around Asia’s nipple. “Your nipple’s sweet too. And salty.
It’s both.”

“Stop talking,” Asia
begged. “Just lick me!”

The girls went at their friend, devouring
her flesh like food. Their velvet tongues sparkled in the sunlight
as they licked and lapped. They really seemed to be enjoying
themselves.

Erin dug her nails into Asia’s thighs to
keep them apart.

Blondie sculpted the girl’s tits like clay
pots.

Their efforts were obviously working,
because Asia’s whines turned to groans, and then moans and then
grunts! She grabbed Erin’s curly orange hair and arched her hips,
driving her pussy at the girl’s face. Erin shrieked, but didn’t
fight her friend off. Didn’t even try. Just kept licking and
sucking that slobbering cunt.

“You’re gonna make her
come!” Blondie cried.

“You both are,” Asia said,
and Blondie got back to work, sucking tits like she was getting
paid by how hard the girl climaxed.

And hard was an understatement.

Asia cried out so loudly Warren said,
“Shush! Shush! Someone’s going to call the police if they hear you
screaming like that!”

But the girls paid him no mind.

Erin and Blondie kept at Asia’s pussy and
breasts until the girl flipped over on the hot hood.

 

“Ouch!” she cried when her
sensitive nipples met the surface.

Blondie raced to the garden hose and sprayed
the car and her friend with cold water to give her some relief.
Then she turned the hose on Erin, who screamed, especially when
Blondie aimed the flow at her crotch.

“Too much!” Erin said,
covering the tent where her skirt clung to her hardness.

“Gosh, that sun is hot,”
Blondie said, dropping the hose in the gravel. “I’m sweating
through my top.”

So she pulled it off and threw it on the
ground, easy as that. Then she undid her bra and tossed that down
too.

Blondie’s breasts were unfathomably
gorgeous. Her skin obviously wasn’t as naturally golden as it
seemed, because she had distinct tan lines. She’d obviously soaked
up the sun in a bikini. That way, her sweet pink nipples had been
protected from harsh UV rays. They remained fresh and rosy, perky
and bright.

Her breasts bounced as she made her way
between Asia’s legs. “Are you going to flip so I can eat your
pussy?”

Asia was still breathing hard, struggling
after a spectacular orgasm. “My clit can’t take any more. You’ll
have to fuck me.”

“You’re the boss,” Blondie
replied, seeming not the least bit disappointed as she rolled up
her skirt and pushed down her panties.

Out leapt an erection of staggering
proportions. Its tip was every bit as pink as Blondie’s nipples.
Her panty zone was every bit as pale as her untanned tits. She had
a few sweet curls of blonde pubes, like doll’s hair, which gave her
dick a distinct personality.

“What are you waiting
for?” Asia asked. “Stick it in me, Blondie. After Erin’s tongue, I
need a good fuck.”

“What’s that supposed to
mean?” Erin asked.

Setting her cheek flat on the hood of the
car, Asia said, “It’s like a meal: your tongue was the main course
and Blondie’s dick is dessert.”

Blondie slapped Asia’s bare ass with her
massive erection. “Fuck that! My dick is the main course. Erin’s
tongue was an appetizer.”

Erin pushed Blondie from behind, driving her
dick unexpectedly through the valley of Asia’s butt cheeks.

“Hey!” Asia squealed. “I
didn’t say put it in my butt!”

“I’m not,” Blondie said.
“Keep your pants on. I just slipped.”

“Well, don’t slip
again!”

“It was my fault,” Erin
admitted. “I’m just getting itchy, over here.”

“So take off your top,”
Blondie said.

“Not that kind of
itchy.”

“Well, take off your top
anyway.”

Asia laughed until Blondie pumped her thick
slab of meat between the girl’s legs. Then her eyes widened and she
melted against the hood of the car. “Ohhhh…”

“You like that,
huh?”

“Ohhhhh….”

Blondie pulled back and then launched her
dick inside Asia’s pussy again.

“Ohhhhhhh….”

“Is that all you’ve got to
say for yourself?”

Asia swallowed, then lifted her head
slightly. She gave up, didn’t say anything, just moaned while
Blondie plunged that spectacular dick inside her again and
again.

Meanwhile, Erin followed her friend’s
suggestion and took off her top.

She hadn’t worn a bra. Never did. Her
mosquito bite tits didn’t warrant covering. But the one thing they
did have going for them was how incredibly long and pointy they
became when she was aroused.

Like right now.

Her nips stuck way out in front of her, and
she tugged on them as she watched one friend fucking the other.

In fact, when she tugged on her tits, she
felt it in her dick.

So she pushed down her panties and rolled up
her skirt and let her dick guide her toward the nearest pussy,
which happened to belong to Blondie.

She was sort of jealous of Warren’s
perspective. From where he sat, he must be able to see Asia flat on
her back and Blondie’s full breasts waving in the air.

When Blondie leaned forward, her tits
smacked Asia’s. The sound of boobs slapping boobs ricocheted off
the concrete blocks that formed the car wash wall. And that sound
was soon joined by the crunch of gravel under Erin’s feet.

Blondie obviously wasn’t expecting it,
because she shrieked when Erin rammed her.

Well, maybe her brain wasn’t expecting it,
but her pussy sure was. When Erin stabbed it, it burst like a water
balloon, blasting her with wet hot pussy juice. So much pussy juice
it soaked Erin’s thighs and ran slowly down her skin.

“Holy Jesus, give a girl
some warning!” Blondie said.

“Sorry.”

But as soon as the castigation had left
Blondie’s lips she’d turned back to Asia, rutting between the
girl’s legs, giving her a very filling meat course.

Erin wrapped her arms around Blondie’s front
as she thrust in her friend’s tight cunt. She found those breasts
that inspired jealousy in every heart and squeezed them
roughly.

When Blondie didn’t react strongly enough,
Erin dug her nails in. That gave her some satisfaction, because
Blondie shrieked and elbowed her. “Cut it out! Jesus! You trying to
kill me?”

“My nails aren’t going to
kill you,” Erin groaned.

“Well, stop!”

So Erin moved down to Asia’s big breast,
which meant kind of pressing Blondie flat between them. That way
she had Asia’s tits scooped up in her palms and Blondie’s against
the back of her hands. Best of both worlds.

And Blondie must have liked it more than she
was willing to admit, because her pussy clamped tight around Erin’s
huge hard-on.

“God, I love dicking you,”
Erin growled.

“I love dicking the little
one,” she said of Asia.

“I love dicking her too.
We should both dick her at once.”

“No!” Asia squealed. “I
told you to stay out of my butt.”

“Who said anything about
your butt?” Erin asked, pulling her erection from Blondie’s cunt
and guiding it forward, following the straight line of her friend’s
swollen shaft.

“I don’t think it’ll fit,”
Blondie said.

Erin bent slightly. “We’ll make it fit.”

Blondie pulled out just enough that Erin
could stick her dickhead into the mouth of Asia’s pussy.

“What are you two
doing?”

“Don’t scream!” Warren
pleaded. “If someone calls the cops we’ll all get hauled
in.”

“We’re both gonna fuck
you,” Blondie told Asia. “So shut up and relax.”

Asia breathed in hard, then closed her eyes.
“Okay. It’s worth a shot.”

Erin held Blondie tight, so their bodies
were one. They thrust together, driving both their dicks inside
Asia’s snatch.

The girl was obviously trying to relax, but
no barely legal pussy was built for two cocks.

They stretched her and she screamed, and
Warren kept saying, “Shush! Shush! Shush! Don’t make so much
noise!”

“Oh God, she’s so tight,”
Erin moaned.

“Tighter than your
asshole,” Blondie added as their dicks throbbed together inside
Asia’s snatch.

This time, when Erin fondled Blondie’s tits,
she didn’t complain. In fact, she sighed and moaned and said, “Your
nipples are stabbing me.”

Erin would have laughed, but she was
concentrating too hard on fucking Asia’s tight cunt.

Asia buried her head in her hands and said,
“You two are so biiiiig!”

“We know,” Blondie
replied. “And you’re so smaaaaall.”

Erin was getting close. Her balls swung
freely and fiercely, and she could feel Blondie’s slit leaking
pussy juice all over her root.

Two pussies in such close proximity! How
could she hold back?

Her dick swelled as it prepared to blast a
load in Asia’s cunt. She warned them both she was about to come,
and then came mid-warning.

“Jesus Christ,” Blondie
said. “I feel your cum all over my cockhead. I’m gonna… I’m gonna…
Oh Christ Almighty!”

She blasted her load too, filling Asia with
a second load of jizz.

They both pulled out and Asia stayed put.
Then they waved Warren over and said, “You gotta get a look at
this.”

He stepped awkwardly out of the car. It
wasn’t easy walking on three legs.

But it was worth the sight of that young
cheerleader’s swollen cunt leaking rivers of cum down her labia and
her legs.

“Want to hose her off?”
Blondie asked, and he thought maybe she meant… until he realized
she was holding the garden hose.

“Oh,” he said.
“Sure.”

He didn’t really expect three hot
cheerleaders to take him on, but he sort of hoped they would. But
that was okay. It was enough just watching. Anyway, he had an
on-again off-again girlfriend he wouldn’t mind paying a visit.
She’d be at work right about now, but it wouldn’t be the first time
they’d fucked upright in a bathroom stall.

Blondie handed him the hose and he blasted
it at the gravel first, just to see how hard it would be.

“Blast her cunt!” Erin
said, grabbing his hand and aiming the hose at Asia’s
posterior.

Erin’s piercing nipples brushed his arm and
he nearly jizzed his jeans.

“No, you’re only getting
her butt cheek,” Blondie said, and approached from the other
side.

Now her big boobs were brushing up against
his other arm while she helped him aim and, god, he couldn’t keep
it together much longer.

He shot the hose at the cheerleader’s pussy,
and the sound of the soaring water changed when it entered her
cunt. He was actually washing her friends’ cum from the inside
out.

“Lower,” Erin said. “Get
her clit.”

Erin moved the nozzle in his hand, and Asia
shrieked.

Then rolled.

When she was on her back, she lifted her
legs in a V and screamed, “Yesssss!!!”

“You’re making her come!”
the girls said, both hugging him so hard their very different
breasts played against his sides.

They jumped and squealed, which made him
shoot water up Asia’s chest and splash her face, for which he
apologized profusely. The other girls helped him aim again, and
Asia grabbed her ankles and howled.

Warren’s hand went numb and he dropped the
hose. Asia was still screaming as she slid down the hood. The other
two rushed over to catch her before her butt landed on the
gravel.

“Oh boy, that was
intense!”

Warren could see the throbbing outline of
his dick through his jeans.

He needed to get off.

He needed to get gone.

Rushing to his car, he asked, “How much to I
owe you?”

“We really didn’t do very
much,” Blondie said.

Erin nodded as they propped Asia up. “Yeah,
call it a freebie.”

Warren pulled a wad of cash from his wallet
and tossed it in the air as he drove off, calling you, “You deserve
it.”

The girls laughed as bills fluttered in the
air.

The guy was gone before his money hit the
ground.

“Wow, those are fifties,”
Asia said, still gasping for breath.

Blondie brought over their folding chairs
and set them up in the gravel. If there’s one thing they could all
agree on, it was that they deserved a breather.

Asia pushed off her skirt. “Tan time.”

“Good idea,” Blondie said,
and took off her skirt too.

Erin followed suit. “Hey, next time let’s be
church girls raising money for bible camp.”

Blondie covered her cross. “Blasphemy.”

“I like it,” Asia said.
“Or nuns.”

“Not nuns,” Erin tsked.
“Nobody wants their car washed by nuns.”

“You’re right. Not
nuns.”

Blondie slid her cross between her lips and
sucked gently. When it fell out, she said, “Okay, fine, we’ll be
church girls.”

Erin stretched her arms out over her head
and sighed. “I love summertime!”

The girls all smiled and sighed as they
lazed in the sun, fifties fluttering at their feet.
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