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Chance Encounter

I knew I’d passed these same two girls in the day-glow yellow Escort Wagon at least twice so far as I slowed down to pace them for a moment. I looked over at the cute redhead, eyes fixed intently on the road, as if it would jeopardize her immortal soul to even so much as glance over at me. On the far side of the front seat, a pretty Spanish-looking girl smiled and waved as I slowly pulled past. I waved back, flashing a big grin, and then pulled out fast; wanting to get to the dig site while there was still some light out.

Their small overloaded car labored up the west Texas mountains as I shot up the incline. I was in a hurry to tour a Big Bend archaeological dig I’d been interested in while there was still light.

Five hours later, with the sun a large golden disk poised on the crest of the mountains in my rear-view mirror, I saw that same yellow car pulling into a rest area just ahead. I down-shifted, shedding some speed, and pulled in behind them just as they were getting out. 

Spotting a reason to strike up a conversation, I called out to them from within my car.

“Ladies, I don’t know if you had noticed but it looks like one of your bikes is about to fall off the carrier.” I pointed out the problem bike, which was barely hanging on.

“Crap, not something else!” the small brunette exclaimed with a petulant stomp, and a delightful Latina accent. 

I got out and walked over to the carrier, examining where the crossbar that held up the front of the bikes was drooping downward at about a 45 degree angle.

“Yeah, the only thing holding it on at the moment is this one bungee. It looks like the teeth in the plastic gear have all been broken.”

The redhead looked ready to cry. I got the impression they’d had a long day, and it was getting longer by the minute. 

I thought they were cute sitting in their car; my initial impression was enhanced as they gathered around the rear of the wagon. The redhead was tall and slender, with long auburn hair the West Texas wind was having a hey-day with. The brunette was considerably shorter, maybe five feet tall, with a body best described as voluptuous. She had a classic hourglass figure, with a large full chest, generous hips, and a tiny waist. There was at least a half-inch gap between the top of her shorts, and her flat stomach, while her butt looked like it was about to split the seams of the ultra-short jeans at any moment.

I offered to do my best to jury-rig a repair that would keep the two bikes on for the rest of their journey. The girls introduced themselves as Deirdre, the willowy redhead, and Ana-Maria, the Spanish bombshell, respectively. 

Within a few minutes I had the bikes off the back, the carrier removed, and was creating a duct-tape and bailing-wire solution that should hold up for a little while. The girls chatted with me as I worked.

“We were just going to have dinner. Can we offer you something?” Deirdre was opening a small cooler, revealing a couple of waterlogged sandwiches, in melted ice. 

“Ana-Maria, didn’t you change the ice at the convenience store back there?”

“I did, but I think that pedazo de mierda cooler don’t keep nothing cold. I’ll see what’s in the vending machines.” 

I stopped her with a touch on the arm. “If I’m not being too forward, there’s a place about an hour from here, the Sutton County Steakhouse. I was headed there for dinner. I’d love to have you both join me, my treat.” They’d already made it clear they were hoping to get past San Antonio before they stopped for the night, so I knew it was on their way.

“That’s really nice of you to offer, but we can’t have you spending your money on us, you hardly know us,” Deirdre interjected, before Ana-Maria could speak.

“Really, I’m relocating back to the East Coast, and I’m on an expense account for this trip, so it’s no problem. My company will pick up the tab, as long as we keep it reasonable. I’ve been on the road for two days alone, and I would love the company. Otherwise I’ll have to eat alone. Do you know what it’s like to eat alone in a restaurant, day after day? Please say you’ll join me.”

“I really don’t think we can,” Deirdre insisted, while Ana-Maria argued that it was better than chips, candy bars, and soggy sandwiches. 

“Tell you what, it looks like I’m done here, this should hold for a bit. I’m going to use the restroom, and you two can talk it over. Sutton County Steakhouse has some of the best steaks in West Texas; I promise you won’t be disappointed.” On that note I left the girls chatting against a backdrop of the trademark West Texas sunset, blues, reds, indigos and violets, promising nice weather for the following day.

A few minutes later Ana-Maria was arguing that she wanted to go in my car, just for a change of pace.

“Ana-Maria, are you crazy? You don’t know this guy from Adam! You’re just going to jump in his car in the middle of nowhere? Absolutely not!”

“I have to agree.” I told her. “If you were my sister, I wouldn’t want you getting in the car of a stranger you’d just met, even if he was as charming and obviously trustworthy as me.

“Maybe I have a solution. Deirdre, how about if I give you my driver’s license and registration? You can be pretty sure I won’t be going anywhere too far from you, and if anything funny did happen, you would be able to ID me pretty easily.”

“This is crazy!” She pouted, but took the proffered laminated card and folded paper.

“It’s no more than an hour and a half away. We just stay on I-10 until the exit for Sonora and San Angelo. We’ll keep in sight.”


Getting Acquainted

“That chinga is driving me crazy!” Ana-Maria bemoaned as she folded herself into the front seat. She sat with her legs crossed, her tight shorts painting a sexy picture across the tiny gap between her legs. Her white linen shirt was tied up halter style, barely containing her delightful orbs while leaving no doubt they were unencumbered by any bra. 

“Two days in a car will do that, even between good friends,” I said, buckling in while trying to unobtrusively observe those magnificent mounds.

“Ha! We’re hardly good friends. I know her a little bit from school, you know, some friends in common, but we weren’t buddies or nothing. She offered a ride home from school at the end of the year, and I took her up on it. Now that school’s starting again, she called me and asked if I wanted to share a ride back. I figured it would save a little money, and let me bring a little more stuff, but I must have been crazy. The first trip wasn’t too bad, but this time I swear I’m gonna strangle her!”

She was extremely animated as she spoke, her hands constantly in motion, her body twisting and turning. She was driving me crazy.

“What’s the problem?” I asked.

“Oh, I don’t know. I guess it all started when her air-conditioner wouldn’t hardly work. And then we had a flat, and we had to empty the whole car, and some jerks tried to help us, and she sent them away. I know they were pendejos, but she could have let them change the tire before she sent them away. And she’s so cheap! She didn’t want a hotel, so we spent almost the whole night driving, crashing for a few hours at a rest stop, where I couldn’t sleep, thinking someone was going to try to break in. I’m so beat.”

“When it rains, it pours,” I said, trying to be sympathetic, while unobtrusively taking in her pert nipples.

Ana-Maria must have caught my glance, and looked down at her chest where her nipples were standing out against her sweat-soaked shirt.

She had the grace to blush a bit, as she looked up at me and smiled. “No problem with your air-conditioner, it blows cold air.”

I gave a small laugh, and reached forward to make it a little warmer.

Ana reached out and placed her hand on mine, stopping me. “Don’t you dare! It’s the first time I’ve stopped sweating in two days.” I got goose bumps from the contact. I let the AC continue to blow icy air across her chest. She actually leaned forward and let the air blow down her neckline, while holding her hair up and turning her head from side to side.

“There’s cold beer in the cooler in back. Help yourself,” I told her a few minutes later. 

“You don’t mind? What about the cops?”

“This is Texas,” I told her. “It’s legal for a passenger to be drinking, just not the driver.”

She turned around and crawled halfway into the back, through the gap between the bucket seats. Her shoulder and breast were rubbing against my right shoulder, and I could feel the result of the contact starting a commotion in my pants.

She turned back around, and dropped with a sigh into the seat again. She handed the can to me, and I popped the top and returned it. I watched her down a third of the Lone Star then sit back with her eyes closed. 

“You know, I was kind of scared going with you. I been watching you stalk us for the last two days.” She turned towards me sitting in the seat sideways, her back leaning against the far door.

“Stalk? What are you, crazy?”

“Then how come I see you pass us at least four times? I think you keep following us, and passing us just to keep us in your sight.” She was openly challenging me, clearly expecting an answer.

I laughed aloud. “You think pretty highly of yourself, chiquita. Actually, I’ve got seven days to make this trip, and I decided to take it slowly. I stopped at the Grand Canyon, the Petrified Forest, the Mesa Indian Ruins, the Painted Desert, and Big Bend National Park. Each time I stop, you guys pass me, and I catch up when I hit the road again. I’m probably averaging over ninety when I’m driving, and I doubt you girls are doing more than about fifty, less going up the mountains.”

She was very pretty when she blushed, I noticed.

I continued, “I must admit, I did follow you into the rest-stop, mostly just hoping to see if you both were as pretty close-up as from afar.”

“And?”

“Prettier. Hard to believe but much prettier.”

She accepted the compliment graciously neither denying the obvious, nor making a big deal out of it. She sat quietly for a few easy moments, sipping at her beer. “It’s nice to be in a cool car. I guess you couldn’t help but notice that my tits like it.” 

I was a little surprised to hear that announcement. Her nipples were clearly outlined against her sweat soaked shirt, and were standing at attention. I stared longer than I should have.

“I guess I have noticed. You do have very nice breasts, and yes, they seem to enjoy the cool air.” I grinned as I turned my attention back to the road, spotting Deirdre dropping far behind. I checked my speed - I had edged up to almost 70. I eased back on the gas.

“Yeah,” she said a few minutes later. “Most of the boys like my tetas, they’re my best feature.”

“Oh, I don’t know if I’d say that,” I countered. “I’d have to say the whole package is very nice.”

“Thanks,” she answered, leaning back and finishing off the rest of her beer. “Does this seat go back? I’d like to lay back and rest a bit if you don’t mind.” She was pulling at the handle at the side. “I’m worn out.”

“I’m sorry, I’ve got stuff behind that seat, and it won’t go back right now.” 

“Shoot. You don’t mind if I lie down sideways, do you?”

“Of course not, but I don’t imagine that could be too comfortable.”

She laughed, and pulling a pillow from behind my seat, she placed it across the middle, over the console and emergency break, and then folded her legs, scooting across until her head rested firmly on my leg. Her eyes were closed and her fingers were interlaced across her firm, tan belly. She rested there quietly for a couple of minutes, while my mind occupied itself with all types of lascivious fantasy sequence scenarios. 

“Do you really think I’m pretty?” she asked softly, her eyes closed, her head turned slightly, her temple resting against my abs.

I allowed my right hand to caress her across the side of her head, my thumb tracing a line across her temple and cheek. “Beautiful.”

I was rewarded with a small grin. “Liar. I’m not beautiful. Cute maybe, but not beautiful.”

I ran my fingers through her hair, and then again across her cheek. “I don’t lie. You are a beautiful girl.”

“Oh yeah, what color are my eyes?” she teased, holding them tightly shut.

“Green. Dark green, with little brown flecks.” My fingers rested lightly on her eyelids. “Your skin is flawless, a beautiful deep tan, your lips full and inviting. You have high firm cheekbones and a soft chin. Your shiny dark shoulder length hair frames your face perfectly. You are a beautiful young woman.”

“You are a bullshitter, but a sweet bullshitter.”

My fingers continued tracing her features, and this time, as I stroked her forehead, when my wrist was over her mouth she pursed her lips and place a small kiss on it. My fingers reached down to trace the bow of her lips, and her pink tongue darted out to touch it, then her mouth stayed open. I ran my finger across the inside of her lip, feeling the sharpness of her teeth. She captured my finger with her teeth, licking it, then sucking on it. Her eyes never opened. 

When she released my finger, I brought my hand down to her shoulder and neck, caressing the top of her chest. I allowed my hand to drift into the top of her makeshift halter, running across the beginning swell of her breast. She reached up and untied the knot on the front of her shirt, separating the two sides, but allowing them to remain lying across her breasts. My breath burned within my chest. I reached across, and lifted the left side away, revealing the most perfect breast I’d ever seen. I allowed my hand to trace the outside, cupping it from underneath, and then following the valley in between. I traced the curve again, this time getting a little closer to the hard nipple standing straight up, and the puckered pinkness on the top of her breast. After circling it a few times I finally cupped it from below, grasping her nipple between my thumb and the side of my index finger; she moaned. Twisting the nipple slightly I tugged upwards on it and she gasped. Her hand flew down between her legs as if in response.

“Such perfect, beautiful breasts …” I murmured.

“Tits.” She corrected me with a soft insistence.

“Tits. Absolutely perfect tits.”

“Mmm,” she purred, with a tiny smile toying with the edges of her mouth, as she relaxed and allowed my hand free rein.

With the implicit consent, I caressed and played with her luscious breasts for the next several minutes. I exposed both and teased them mercilessly. Squeezing, pinching, cupping, caressing, twisting, I would go from lightly brushing them, to crushing them against her chest, to roughly toying with them. 

I would take my fingers from her nipples, to her mouth and back again. But she reacted strongest when I pinched and pulled on her nipples, and not gently.

After several miles of this she was breathing hard and moaning almost continuously. Her right hand was rubbing between her legs. I took her hands and place them on her own breasts. She held the nipples between her own fingers and pulled on them hard. 

I reached down and started to unbutton her shorts.

“Uh-uh,” she cautioned.

Okay, the limits where set. Instead, I reached between her legs, where a strip of cloth no more than an inch across covered her. The heat emanating from her crotch was intense. When I first touched her there she moaned long and hard, but didn’t push me away or complain. I cupped my hand over her honey-pot, seeing how nicely the shape fit the curve of my hand, softly squeezing. After a few seconds of massaging her mound, to the music of her encouraging moans, I slid my fingers underneath the denim, and felt the soaking wet cotton beneath. I grabbed the cloth, pulling it roughly to the side, exposing her bare twat, pink and swollen. I used my middle finger to part her lips, and slowly pushed deep inside her. 

With a long moan, she shuddered and clamped her legs tightly around my hand. I could feel her pussy spasming around my hand as she came. She arched her neck, pressing the crown of her head against my painfully constricted hard-on.

When she finally came down from her high, her legs parted again, and I stroked in and out of her gently, just playing with her, as she relaxed. After a bit, I pulled my finger out of her, repositioning the cloth across that sweet little gap. She was whispering softly, but I couldn’t make out what she said. I held her breast in my hand, just kneading it softly as her breath slowed and she drifted off to sleep.

I drove on, the Technicolor sunset framing Deirdre’s Escort in my rear view mirror. I was painfully hard, but had to live with it for the moment. As I drove, I cranked up the music, and turned the AC back to a reasonable 68. I continued caressing and fondling this cute young girl lying in my lap, much gentler now, enjoying the sensation of her silken skin running under my fingertips. Across the slight swell of her belly, along the strong curve of her waist, between the valley of her breasts, across those delicious peaks, tracing her shoulders and neck, along her hairline and through her hair, my hands familiarized themselves with her entire upper body and pretty face. Her slow and easy breathing and relaxed visage amazed me; how could she be so trusting and relaxed with a person she hardly knew? I wasn’t about to complain.

Pulling off the highway at the Sonora exit, I woke Ana-Maria with a shake. She smiled and stretched languidly, arching her back. The top of her head pushed into my erection, and her eyes popped open. She sat up looked over at me.

“We’re almost there,” I said. “It’s about a mile up ahead.”

“How long was I asleep?” she asked sleepily, suppressing a yawn.

“About an hour.”

“That was really nice,” she said, placing her hand on my shoulder. “You’ve got a nice soft touch.” She let her hand travel down my chest to my obvious hard-on. “I guess I owe you one. Sorry to leave you like this.” She accented the apology with a nice squeeze around my shaft.

“Oh no, the pleasure was all mine,” I assured her.

She laughed loudly. “I don’t think so. I believe I got the pleasure. A whole lot.” She took my hand in her own, and pressed my fingers to her mouth where she tenderly kissed them individually.

Reluctantly, I pulled my hand back, needing it to downshift as I pulled into the Steakhouse parking lot with Deirdre arriving seconds behind me.


Dinner and a Dip

We were seated immediately at a quiet table for four, near the back, with the girls on either side of me, Ana-Maria to my left with the wall at her back. Deirdre was savoring the cool air, her skin glowing with perspiration just now starting to evaporate. I felt beyond fortunate, with two such lovely dinner guests accompanying me.

“I’m so inconsiderate. I never thought to ask, but you girls do like steak don’t you?” I looked from one to the other.

“I could eat a whole cow,” Ana-Maria laughed, as Deirdre said at almost the same time, “It’s one of my favorites.”

“May I make a suggestion then? The KC steak for three will give us a stack of at least half-a-dozen six ounce delicious sirloins, more than the three of us are likely to finish. It’s a specialty.”

The girls accepted my suggestion, allowing me to order the dinner and the wine. No questions were asked about their age, which was fortunate, and the following hour was spent in delightful conversation, talking about the trip, their studies, and the stops I’d made along the way. Deirdre was actually a great conversationalist, and had abandoned some of her wariness during the drive and dinner. She ate like a bear about to go into hibernation. They were curious about how I knew about the place, and I explained how it was a popular stop with the General Aviation crowd - the perfect $100 hamburger with the local airport flight line only a couple of hundred yards away. That got into a discussion about small planes, and my partial ownership of a Cherokee Six, which I was trying to unload back in LA, and the time I’d spent living in Austin.

We all ate to our hearts content, and under my encouragement we ordered and finished a second bottle of Cabernet. 

“Ladies,” I started, after a lull in the conversation, “I have reservations for a hotel room here tonight, and I plan to travel on to Louisiana tomorrow. Your company has been delightful, and the conversation has been scintillating. If you’d like, you can share my room, no strings attached. I’ll get two beds and you can have the other one. Then after breakfast, we can continue along our merry ways, my trip made a whole lot more enjoyable by your brief presence.”

Once again Deirdre was reluctant to accept, but she was obviously tired, and combined with the wine imbibed, it didn’t take long for Ana-Maria and me to talk her into it. 

The Sutton County Steakhouse is located in the Devil’s River Days Inn, and I was able to change my room from a king to two queen beds, on the bottom floor, courtyard side. It was still early, and the place was nearly empty. We parked the cars and I unloaded the stuff from the back of theirs, as well as some boxes strapped on the roof. Their suitcases were a pain, scattered all about the car, and requiring unloading nearly everything to get to the several bags they needed.

After the final load Ana-Maria suggested a dip in the pool, which had looked inviting as we passed it time and again with the loads from the cars. It sounded like a great idea to me. The room was still hot; the AC had been turned off, and we’d had to turn it on when we opened the room. It was stifling. 

Deirdre declined, saying she thought she’d take a shower, so Ana-Maria and I took turns changing in the bathroom and headed out to the pool. 

Her bathing suit was a one-piece which was a shame considering how much of her body it covered. It was quite conservative and simple, but I was deeply aware of the treasure it contained. I wore baggy shorts.

We dove into the water and made our way to the shallow end. The water was refreshingly cool, but not so cold as to make it uncomfortable. We laughed and joked and around, allowing our bodies to brush against each other more often and more extensively, until I had her pinned against the wall, our bodies in full contact down my entire right side. Our faces were only inches apart as I realized that I had never kissed her, during our previous naughty play. 

Grasping her chin, I turned her face to mine, and my lips just caressed hers, when Deirdre showed up walking down the path from the room. She was wearing a bathrobe, and was carrying a few towels and my six-pack cooler.

“Hope I’m not interrupting anything,” she said with an enigmatic smile that would have done the Mona Lisa justice. She set down the cooler and tossed the towels onto adjoining chairs. “The more I thought about it, the better the pool idea sounded, while that dang room cools down.” Ana-Maria and I had separated at her approach. I was still very close, but no longer looked like a full-body leech, attached to her from head to toe.

I reached for the cooler and opened it. It had contained four beers when we arrived, but Deirdre must have restocked; it now had the full six in it. I felt around for the coldest, and passed another to Ana-Maria, after she nodded her assent.

“I’ll take one too,” Deirdre said. I looked up at her words, as she removed her robe, and my heart nearly stopped. She was amazing. Flawless porcelain skin, lightly freckled on her upper chest and shoulders, graceful curves, flat belly, all wrapped in a tiny bikini that did nothing to hide the lean, athletic form it contained.

She dove into the water, slicing through it with a smooth experienced stroke to the far end and back, stopping just opposite me. I’m ashamed to say I completely forgot about Ana-Maria for the few moments it took, staring at this ice goddess. Pulling up she shook her hair back out of her face, then stepped right up to me. 

“Steve, I don’t want you to think I’m ungrateful. You’ve been nothing but a gentleman, helping us out, buying that incredible dinner, and now sharing your room for the evening. I … I just wanted to say thank you.” She leaned forward and gave me a light kiss on the lips, then turned to the side and took her beer in hand. 

“I want to say thank you, too,” Ana-Maria announced at my side, and turning, planted a huge kiss on me, her lips parting and her tongue rapidly penetrating my mouth. I returned the kiss avidly, with my cock tenting my baggy shorts. 

“I thought that’s what you were doing when I walked up,” Deirdre giggled, her elbows pulled back and resting in the water channel at the pools edge, lifting her small breasts up to the edge of the water. 

Ana-Maria backed up and grabbed her own beer, laughing. “No that was just thanks for the car ride, this kiss was for the dinner. I think I’ll save the one for letting us stay in his room for later.”

Deirdre set her own beer down and drifted over to me again. “You’re right, Ana-Maria.” With that she placed her hand behind my neck, and pulled my mouth to hers. This time the kiss was wetter and harder, lasting at least as long as Ana-Maria’s, her body slowly coming up against mine, until her leg wrapped around mine, pulling my crotch into hers, where she held it for just a moment, feeling my hardness before she drifted away, pulling away starting at the bottom, until at the very end she was leaning forward and allowing only our lips to touch.

“Consider that payment in full.” She smiled with a devilish grin.

I was stunned for a moment before I could come up with a suitable reply. “Please, ladies, no payment is necessary, I swear. Just being around you for the last few hours has made what would have been an otherwise boring trip absolutely wonderful.”

That was the end of the kissing unfortunately, and we hung out in the water for a long time, at least an hour, while we finished two beers each. I explained my travel itinerary to the girls. My next night was supposed to be in Lafayette, Louisiana, after a world-class Cajun feast at Randol’s and some time spent enjoying the Zydeco band playing tomorrow. The day after was meant to be a short one for me, heading to Panama City Beach, and visiting a friend from high-school who was now a co-owner of one of the bars on the beach. After a couple of days there I was turning north, back to the D.C. area, where my journey ended.

The girls were in no hurry to get to Gainesville, except that they were trying to conserve their money. Like most college kids, a hundred bucks spent on the road could go a long ways toward party expenses during the semester. They had more than a week before classes actually started. 

With a nice little buzz started, we finally all agreed it was time to get out of the pool, and head back to the room, before we became huge prunes. 


Room Logistics

Back in the room, the conversation turned to the shower order, and I volunteered to go last, while the girls went first. Ana-Maria said she could wait, so Deirdre got first dibs. 

Once Deirdre was in the bathroom, with the door closed, Ana-Maria came and sat right next to me. “She’s such a cock-tease,” Ana said, reaching for my cock as she slid off the edge of the bed onto her knees. “I feel so bad leaving you like this for so long. I hope you’ll forgive me.” She looked up at me with a wicked look in her glittering eyes, as I stood before her, allowing her to pull my bathing suit down around my ankles. 

Forgiveness wasn’t an issue. I had been semi-hard for most of the last few hours, alternating between a rock-hard state, and a merely swollen tumescence. She grabbed my shaft in her hand, placing her tongue at the base of my shaft and slowly licking to the top. By the time she reached the crest and slid her mouth over the head I was once again hard enough to drive nails.

With a suck and popping noise she pulled my cock out. “We have to hurry, okay? I don’t want that tease to see us. Don’t hold back.” 

She gobbled my cock like a pro, pistoning her head up and down over the top half, while pumping my shaft with her hand. 

I couldn’t believe my luck, with this raven haired beauty’s face full of my cock, and a beautiful naked girl just a few feet away under a warm water stream. It took only a few minutes of Ana-Maria’s demanding mouth to bring me to completion. 

“Oh God, I’m there Ana-Maria,” I groaned. I meant it as a warning.

She looked up at me, my cock lying on her tongue, her mouth open wide, while her hands pumped my cock. I exploded with a grunt and a moan, a huge stream of cum bursting forth, splashing against the roof of her mouth. The second shot was a bit wayward, catching her on the cheek, before she pulled my cock deep into her mouth, where I finished and she sucked me clean. After doing her best to suck my balls dry, she leaned back and used her finger to scrape the cum back into her mouth, just as the shower stopped running. It was one of the most erotic things I’d ever seen.

After slowly standing and pulling my shorts back up, she fell into my arms and gave me a big sticky kiss. “Now I feel better,” she told me.

“You think you feel better! I thought my balls were going to burst. You were incredible.” I kissed her again, pulling her hard against me, before she pulled away with a giggle, heading over to the sink, where she grabbed a washcloth, and wet it; wiping away the evidence only moments before Deirdre walked out clad only in two towels, one for her hair, and one trying valiantly to cover her body.

“My turn!” Ana-Maria peeled her bathing suit off right there in full view, giving me a wink and heading into the shower area. 

“She is pretty brazen,” Deirdre said, as she bent over from the waist, picking up Ana-Maria’s bathing suit, and tossing it onto the far edge of the sink. That little act almost killed me. As she bent over, the towel crept up her rear, exposing a light pink almost hairless pussy peeking back at me. If I had any doubt as to her intention, the quick glance she cast my way in the mirror confirmed she knew exactly what she was showing me.

“Steve, can you get us some more towels? These were the last dry ones.” She turned to the mirror, loosening the towel around her hair and readjusting it.

“Of course, I’ll be right back.” I figured she probably wanted some privacy to get dressed and we did need the towels.

I returned after a few minutes with a stack. I had found the laundry room nearby, with the door open and simply helped myself to several. Ana-Maria was still in the shower; I could hear the water running. Deirdre was blow-drying her hair, clad only in the towel. While I watched, the towel came loose at the top and fell to her feet. She kept blow drying her hair, her arms held high above her head.

“Damn. This thing is useless.” I could see her sweet breasts in the mirror. High and firm, nothing like Ana-Maria’s perfect globes, but fitting for her figure. She turned around, leaning her rear against the side of the sink. Her legs were spread just enough to give me a good view of everything, while she continued drying her hair, her raised arms lifting her breasts for inspection. “Would you be a sweetie and bring me my robe?”

As if in a trance, I picked up her robe from the nearest bed, and walked toward her, staring at her body. As I got close I held it out in front of me, an offertory to this perfect Ice Goddess. 

She smiled at me and my heart shattered. “Like what you see, Cowboy?”

“Uhhh … Wow, you are breathtaking. I’m sorry, I can’t help staring.” The shower stopped running moments later, and Deirdre laughed, swinging around in a small pirouette that enwrapped her in the offered apparel, and leaving me wondering if it was all a dream.

The door to the shower opened and a dripping wet, naked Ana-Maria stood framed in the open door. “Can someone get me a towel? There’s none in here.” She stared accusingly at Deirdre.

“Right here,” I answered, holding out a couple. “Deirdre had me get some, since we used up most of them at the pool.”

“Oh, that’s right, I forgot.” Ana-Maria rubbed her hair aggressively, her big breasts bouncing. She tossed that towel to the side, and grabbed another one she used to start drying that torso worthy of Raphael.

I picked up two of the remaining towels, along with a pair of boxers and regretfully stepped into the shower.

I came back out several minutes later, dried and wearing my boxers. The girls were organizing their belongings and chatting amiably, which was nice. I had sensed a sub-current of tension beneath them during most of the previous conversations. They were both clad in T-shirts. It took me a moment to realize that Deirdre was wearing one of mine. 

The girl could read minds. “I hope it’s alright, but I helped myself to one of your shirts. I really didn’t have anything appropriate to wear, and I wanted to get out of that wet robe.” She flashed me a huge smile that I’m sure helped her get away with anything her little heart desired.

“Of course not. You look far better in it than I ever could hope to anyway.” 

“I don’t know,” Ana-Maria said, looking up and down my body, “You look pretty damn good, but I think I agree. You look even better with the T-shirt on her.” That got a chuckle out of all of us, and my ego was glad for the compliment.

“DeeDee, could you pass me one last beer from the fridge?”

Deirdre looked at me oddly. “How come you called me DeeDee?”

Oops. I might have stepped in it. “I’m sorry, it just seemed to fit, and when I’m half blotto, it’s easier to pronounce than Deirdre. I didn’t mean to offend.” 

“No, it’s okay, but nobody calls me that except at home.” She pulled out the beer, and passed it to me, grabbing another for herself. Ana-Maria passed.

A short while later, things had been put away, clothing laid out for the morning, curtains closed, thermostat set, beers had been emptied and it was time for bed. I doubt I would be able to sleep with these two beauties so close and yet so far.

“Alarm time?” I asked.

“Let’s just wake up when we do,” DeeDee offered, surprisingly.

“Okay, with me,” I said.

“Me too,” said Ana-Maria.

I killed all the lights except the one between the beds, and the one in the bathroom, while the girls tucked themselves in. DeeDee had claimed the side nearest me, and Ana-Maria was nearest the door. 

“Steve, come here a sec,” Ana-Maria called from her side of the bed.

I walked around to her side, and she grabbed my hand, pulling me down. 

“I forgot. I wanted to give you that kiss for sharing your room with us.” She pulled my head down to hers and kissed me deeply and intensely. I could swear she was pouring her whole soul into that kiss; it was making me light-headed. After an eternity I realized I was still bent over, but she was laying down now, smiling up at me. “Thanks,” she breathed with a sexy grin.

I walked back to my side, embarrassingly aware that my boxers were tenting badly. 

DeeDee sat up in bed allowing the covers to settle around her waist. “C’mere,” she called to me, and as I approached she pulled my shirt off, exposing those pretty, perky breasts, with little eraser hard nibs peaking out. She tossed it to the side and pulled me down to the edge of the bed. “Thanks for the shirt, but I sleep in the nude. Good night.” She pulled my face to hers and started with the most sensuous, softest, lingering kiss I’d ever experienced - our lips brushing gently like butterflies. Her pink little tongue darted out, teasing, touching my lips, my teeth, my tongue, in a series of fluttering actions. Her lips were suddenly on mine, her teeth crushing my lip, demanding, commanding, her wicked tongue filling my mouth, darting in and out, raping my mouth in its intensity. My hand had risen to her breast, and was squeezing her hard nipple. Her hand had landed in my lap, where my insistent hard-on had escaped through the front fly and found its way into her grasp. She squeezed it tightly, pulling up hard, as she yanked her head away, breathing heavy, her forehead on my shoulder, her hand pulsing around my cock, her breast heaving in my hand.

She finally looked up, peered into my eyes for a moment, and then looked down to where she was holding my cock, my pre-cum slick around her hand. She smiled a coy little smile and tucked my cock back into my shorts. Looking back into my eyes she smiled again, a little more wickedly. “Good night - and sweet dreams.” She settled back into the sheets. Then the evil wench licked her hand.

I wanted to scream. She was an incredible tease, and I wanted her so bad my entire soul ached for her.
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I turned off the light beside the bed, the room still gently lit from the light creeping out of the crack below the bathroom door, in case anyone needed to make a bathroom trip in the night. The room was so crowded with the girls crap, I didn’t want anyone killing themselves. I tried to sleep, but knew there was little chance of that. My guests were whispering at each other, and I wanted to hear what they were saying, but the sound of my own pulse beat within my ears, drowning out everything else. I relived those two amazing kisses, trying to bring my pulse down from the hummingbird pace it was at currently. After a couple of minutes, I realized I was going to have to go to the bathroom and pull one off, or I’d never get to sleep. My cock absolutely ached. 

I was about to get up, when I realized someone was lifting my covers. Ana-Maria slipped into my bed, and with a whisper said, “It would be such a shame to waste that wonderful hard dick.” She placed her hand on the object of discussion and we started kissing again. 

“Do you have a rubber?” she asked me, when we came up for air.

“No, I’m sorry, I wasn’t really expecting the need.” 

“Shit. Do you think you can remember to pull out in time?” she said, but I think we both recognized the illogic of that.

“Maybe I should go out and get one.” I answered, my hand sliding down and feeling between her legs where she was obviously wet and ready. 

“I might have one somewhere in my bags. You sure you don’t have one?” Ana-Maria pleaded.

“Jesus Christ! Here already!” DeeDee threw a strip of three rubbers at us from out of her purse beside the bed. “Knock yourself out. Just let me sleep!” She threw herself down on the bed, clearly fuming. 

“Thank you,” was all I could say. 

“Mmm, ribbed!” Ana-Maria chuckled as she slid under the covers, sucking on my cock a moment before rolling the rubber down onto it.

She threw a leg across me, and moments later I felt myself slowly sinking into that tight little pussy that I had tickled just that afternoon. She was riding me slowly, rocking back and forth, feeding her breasts to me. I alternated from one to the other, teasing her huge nipples with my teeth while she extended the length of her motion. I held her full ass in my hands and squeezed, spreading her cheeks wide. I reached around with my right hand and diddled her asshole with the tip of my finger while I raised and lowered her onto my cock. 

“God that is nice. Your fat cock fills me up so tight,” she whispered.

I pulled her down, her chest pressed against mine, her face buried in my shoulder as I slowly stroked in and out, enjoying the full sensation. I glanced over to see that DeeDee was watching us. As I stared into her face, fucking up into Ana-Maria, I saw a look of anger slowly disappear from her face. She seemed sad for a minute, and then to my infinite surprise she was climbing out of her bed and in beside me.

Ana-Maria felt like she was going to sit up, but I held her tightly with one arm across her back and the other grabbing her ass cheek. I thrust up hard into her, a few times, before I settled back into the steady slow rhythm.

I looked back toward DeeDee, whose face was inches from mine.

“Hi,” I said with a little smile.

“I’m sorry. I don’t know why I did that. I was so mean to you, teasing you like that, and you’ve been nothing but nice to me.” She appeared to be on the verge of tears.

“It’s okay,” I whispered.

“No it’s not; she’s just a damn cock-tease,” Ana-Maria added her muffled two cents worth.

“Shhh,” I whispered into her ear, again thrusting hard into her to emphasize my point before I turned back to DeeDee. Before I could speak, she interrupted.

“No, she’s right. I am a tease. And I was wrong to do it. I’m not going to fuck you. I don’t even know you, so I shouldn’t have teased you like that.” Her face was less than an inch from mine, and I was falling deep into those green eyes, breathing her breath, wanting to lean forward and kiss her. Instead I eased my cock in and out of my hot little Latina for a few strokes.

“It’s alright, that was a really incredible kiss. A kiss like that is never wasted. If you’re uncomfortable with the situation I’ll get you a separate room.”

“Are you crazy?” Ana-Maria grunted, pulling up out of my grasp. “She treats you like crap, and you wanna do her a favor?” She sat straight up on my cock, glaring down at DeeDee whose upper half was exposed when Ana-Maria sat upright and pulled the sheets with her.

I didn’t need the drama. Especially not mid-fuck. I stroked her side, caressing her, until my hand settled over her breast. “Ana-Maria, stop. You are the most delightful woman I’ve been with in a very long time. I couldn’t be happier.” I reached up and cupped her breasts in both hands. “If DeeDee is uncomfortable with what we’re doing, I’d be happy to get her a room. I don’t want her to be unhappy, when we’re having such a great time, and I can understand how our behavior might have contributed a little to what’s going on here.”

Deirdre answered from beside me, her hand settling on my shoulder. “No, I’m not uncomfortable. I think I’m just a little angry and tired, and a bit lonely. But I can’t sleep with someone I just met. I don’t know. I’m just … I don’t know.” Her eyes glistened.

I leaned over, taking a chance, and placed a soft kiss on her lips. “Whatever you want is okay by me.” She leaned into my kiss, holding it, making it linger, before she pulled back, and closed her eyes. A drop of salty wetness leaked from her closed eyelid, and rolled down her cheek.

I turned my attention back to the hottie I was balls deep inside of, and pulled her face down to mine, kissing her passionately, while I plumbed her depths. Breaking the kiss off, I rolled Ana-Maria off my waist, exposing my thick, wet, latex encased cock. I placed her on her back below me, and spreading her legs, took up position between them. I turned and addressed DeeDee again, who was lying there, watching us. “I’m going to fuck her hard, and if that bothers you, well, I just wanted to warn you.”

I took my cock in hand, and Ana-Maria placed her hand between her legs opening herself for me. With just a little guidance my cock was in the mouth of her pussy, and with a long firm thrust I buried it to the hilt within her, holding it there. Slowly, I pulled it all the way out, until I could feel the head leaving the opening, and then with a short hesitation, I slid it back. She gasped at the second penetration. Again and again, I penetrated and deep fucked her, to a series of delicious moans. Glancing sideways, I saw that DeeDee was leaning up on one elbow, watching in the dim light as my cock went in and out of Ana-Maria’s shaven pussy.

Like a small creature with a life of its own, DeeDee’s hand crept out, stretching across Ana-Maria’s taught abdomen, touching my cock where it entered Ana. Stopping for a moment, I grabbed Ana-Maria’s far leg and pulled it back, until it was pressed against her breast. I shifted a bit, twisting my body over Ana-Maria’s so I was leaning across her, almost over DeeDee. I started pounding into Ana’s hot, tight hole. Deep hard thrusts, fast, using my full weight behind them. My left arm pinned Ana’s leg across her body, my hand over her left shoulder. My insistent thrusting was pushing her sideways into DD until after about a minute, the two were pressed together. I lifted my right arm and reached out, putting it around DeeDee as well. 

DeeDee’s hand stayed between our legs, as she watched me fuck Ana-Maria half senseless. The pale beauty finally tore her eyes away from where my dick was penetrating Ana-Maria and looked up into my eyes. I leaned over and kissed her, sliding my tongue in and out of her mouth in rhythm to the fucking I was throwing into Ana-Maria.

“Oh God! I’m coming!” Ana-Maria cried out, placing her hand over DeeDee’s, and pressing it down on her clit. “Ooooohhhhh” she moaned before squealing and almost breaking my arm when she suddenly straightened her leg. I sat more upright, sliding my knees under her thighs, and lifting her by the hips. I was now fucking up into her, looking for the G-Spot, and thrusting almost viciously. 

Ana-Maria looked wild-eyed, eyes bugged out, a silent scream portrayed on her face, soon followed by a real one that unexpectedly split the night. “Ahhhhhh! Fuck me!” She was breathing like a marathoner on the last half-mile, head flinging side-to-side, holding her tits in her hands, tugging at her nipples. Gazing downward, I saw DeeDee’s fingers curling under and into Ana’s pussy, pressed alongside my cock, as the heel of her hand rubbed against her clit. 

It was all too much for me, and I exploded for the second time that day, mindlessly chanting “Fuck, Fuck, Fuck …” as I plowed that tight channel. I collapsed onto Ana-Maria, still having enough sense to hold myself up on my arms enough not to crush her. My breath came in gasps. I opened my eyes to find DeeDee’s face in front of mine once again. 

She blinked hard, then rolled out of the bed, and ran to the bathroom.

“What’s with her?” Ana-Maria panted, as I rolled off of her onto the spot that DeeDee had occupied moments earlier.

“I’m not sure; I think she’s just confused.” Sitting up, I swung my legs off the bed, turned on the bedside light and headed to the sink, so I could remove the condom and clean up a bit. 

“Well, I’m not confused. Jesus, I never came that hard. That was incredible.” Ana-Maria sat up, stretching like a cat. “I never would have thought she’d help me like that. It was so sexy, her rubbing me while you fucked my brains out. Wow!”

I tossed her a wet face cloth, so she could neaten up as well, and drank a couple of glasses of water. Ana-Maria walked up behind me, wrapping her arms around my chest and kissing my back. “You can do me any time, lover.” With a parting kiss, she stepped over to the door, and knocked on it softly. 

“Deirdre, I gotta pee real bad. Can I come in?”

DeeDee opened the door a few seconds later, and had obviously been crying. Her eyes were red and puffy. She looked at Ana-Maria, and then toward me. “Steve, can I borrow your T-shirt again?” she asked between sniffs.

“Of course,” I said, already on my way to the discarded garment. I grabbed it, and passed it through the door crack. Shortly thereafter, Ana-Maria and DeeDee traded places. DeeDee stood for a moment in the doorway, her back to me, my T-shirt covering her to the back of her thighs.

As I heard Ana-Maria tinkle on the far side of the door, DeeDee turned and gave me a haunted look, then walked around me as far as circumstances would allow, and lay down on the far side of the girls’ bed.

I was tempted to go over and talk to her and see what was eating her, but thought better of it and headed back to my own bed. I tossed the last of the spare towels over the wet spot where Ana-Maria had been, and lay down myself in DeeDee’s earlier place.

Ana-Maria came out soon, and turned off all the lights except the bedside light. She slipped in next to me, curling up against my side, her head on my shoulder. I reached up with my free hand, and turned off the bedside lamp, placing the room in near total darkness, except where a little light managed its way in through a gap in the curtains.

“Good night, DeeDee,” I called out softly.

“Good night,” she replied in a whisper.

“Don’t I get a good night?” Ana-Maria said softly into my ear.

“Not while I still have two more rubbers at my disposal,” I said with a smile, drawing her hand down to my thickening cock.

“Oh … nice,” she gasped. “I think I could learn to like you.”

I tore one of the rubbers off and passed it to her. “This time I thought we’d have a nice leisurely time.”

“Sure we will,” she answered with a smirk in her voice, sliding under the covers and taking me in her mouth. Within a few moments I was hard again, but I guess she was taking no chances. She sucked me for a good five minutes, curling my toes, before she applied the condom and crawled on top of me, sliding my cock inside her still hot gash.

I don’t know how long I fucked her that way. It may have been 20 minutes; it could have been half the night. I would stroke in and out for a while just rolling my hips, and then I would relax and she would reciprocate. She’d sit up for a bit, and I’d worship her breasts, splitting the time between them, and afterward, she’d relax back on top of me, and I’d raise and lower her on my cock using my hands. Then we’d rest a bit, sometimes quiet, sometimes whispering in each other’s ears. “God you are driving me crazy,” she might whisper, or I might tell her how her tits were a perfect match for my mouth. Then I’d pound a few hard strokes into her, or change the position a bit, while she chewed on my shoulder. I kept control of the pace, easing back whenever it seemed likely that I might come. Most of the time we were pretty quiet, but every now and then a moan would escape her, as she came under my ministrations. I would slow the pace, allowing her some rest, before starting up again. It seemed to go on and on forever.

I remember at one time, looking over to the bed DeeDee was in as the AC kicked on. The curtains shifted a hair over the blower, and a thin streak of light shot across the room. I could see it reflected in her eyes, as she stared in our direction.

Finally, I recall not being able to delay the inevitable any longer, and with a series of long hard strokes, I achieved my release, and once more came inside my sexy playmate. Ana-Maria rolled off of me, and without another word, drifted off. I quietly made my way to the bathroom, cleaning up and taking a leak. I grabbed another glass of water, and headed back to bed.

For some reason, I don’t know why, I first leaned over DeeDee in the far bed and whispered, “It could have been you - it should have been you.”

I then crawled back into my bed, my Latina firecracker at my side, and quickly fell asleep.

THE END of Volume 1
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Free Preview

Thanks for reading Asphalt Adventure Vol. 1, Texas Heat. 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. My newsletter is a great place to stay up to date on my latest efforts.

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 second, Cajun Spice to give you a taste. I hope you enjoy it.


Cajun Spice

Excerpt from Volume 2 of Asphalt Adventure

“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 traveled much, but she had great 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 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.”

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

“Oh, you’ve already impressed me. A few times last night.”

“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 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 just opening my fly, she pulled my pants half-way down, giving her complete, unfettered access.

“I’ve died and gone to heaven.” 

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

She slowly backed 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 down her hair, then down her back, finding a resting place on her firm 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 glanced at the dashboard and saw my speed had slowed considerably. Checking the rear view mirror confirmed that DeeDee 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 jaw gets too worn out.” She resumed sucking, with a vengeance, and it wasn’t long before I made her wish come true, and emptied 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 said, as she tried to help me pull my pants back up.

“No, thank you, that was incredible. My first blow job 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 DeeDee pulled in behind as we entered a gas station. We filled the tanks and the girls hit the restroom. DeeDee was the first one back to the car, and when I returned 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.
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