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Chapter 1 – Pickup Day

Sienna Brooks woke up deliciously sore, her thick thighs sticky and her massive tits marked with yesterday’s love bites. Two warm bodies were still draped over her like she was their favorite toy. On her left, Jax - tall, inked bartender with a fat, pierced cock - had one hand possessively cupping the heavy underside of her left breast. On her right, Lena - tiny, purple-haired, filthy-mouthed bisexual - was already grinding her soaked little pussy against Sienna’s hip in her sleep. 

Sienna smirked, voice husky with morning lust. “Wake up, sluts. I’ve got one more round before I leave this city forever.” Jax stirred first, his pierced dick twitching against her thigh. “Fuck, Si. You never get enough, do you?” “Nope,” she purred, rolling onto her back so her huge tits spilled out, nipples already stiff. “I want it sloppy. Make me drip before I hit the road.” Lena woke with a wicked grin and immediately latched onto Sienna’s right tit, sucking hard, tongue flicking the sensitive peak while her hand slid between Sienna’s legs. “God, you’re already soaked, you greedy whore.” 

Sienna moaned loud and shameless as two fingers pushed inside her. Jax moved behind Lena, yanked her hips up, and slammed his thick cock into her dripping cunt in one brutal thrust. The wet schlick-schlick-schlick filled the room instantly. “Fuck her harder,” Sienna demanded, voice breathy. “I want to feel it through her.” Jax growled and started pounding Lena, each thrust shoving the smaller girl’s face deeper into Sienna’s tits. Lena was moaning around a mouthful of nipple, drooling, fingers curling inside Sienna’s pussy and rubbing her G-spot. Sienna grabbed Lena by the hair and yanked her up for a filthy kiss - tongues sliding, spit swapping, both of them whimpering while Jax railed her from behind. “You like getting fucked while you finger me, baby?” “Yes,” Lena gasped. “Love being your little fuck-toy.” 

They switched. Sienna climbed on top of Jax, reverse cowgirl, sinking down on his pierced cock with a long, throaty moan. The metal bar rubbed perfectly inside her. Lena straddled his face, grinding her dripping pussy on his tongue while she and Sienna made out like animals - sucking tongues, biting lips, spit dripping down chins onto their bouncing tits. Sienna rode him hard, her massive tits slapping together obscenely. “Fuck, that piercing hits so good. Pound my slutty cunt.” Jax thrust up, gripping her thick ass, spanking it red. Lena leaned down and sucked one of Sienna’s nipples into her mouth, biting just hard enough to make Sienna cry out. Juices ran down Jax’s balls and soaked the sheets. “I’m gonna cum,” Sienna whined. “Don’t stop- fuck!” She came hard, squirting all over Jax’s stomach in messy pulses. Lena dropped down and licked it up like a desperate kitten, tongue dragging through the slick mess before she kissed Sienna again, sharing the taste.

They kept going. Lena on all fours eating Sienna’s cream-pied pussy while Jax fucked Lena from behind. Sienna came twice more - once on Lena’s tongue, once with Jax’s cock back inside her while Lena sat on her face. By the end, all three were covered in sweat, cum, and pussy juice. The bed was destroyed. Sienna finally collapsed between them, laughing breathlessly. “Best fucking goodbye ever.” After a quick shower, she stood naked in front of the mirror, admiring her colorful ink and the way her heavy tits sat high and full on her chest. She gave them a squeeze, smirking. “New city. New studio. Maybe this time I actually stay longer than three months.”

She told herself that every time. This time felt different. The black company sedan was waiting outside exactly on time. Sienna stepped out dragging two duffels and a rolling suitcase, wearing a tight black tank top that barely contained her massive chest and ripped jeans that hugged her ass. Instead of the expected tattooed artist dude, a sharply dressed woman in her early forties stood beside the car. Crisp white blouse, tight pencil skirt, auburn hair in a perfect chignon, and an expression like she already regretted this. “Claire Donovan,” the woman said, offering a firm handshake. Her eyes flicked down to Sienna’s colorful arms, then lingered - just for a second - on the deep cleavage spilling out of the tank top. “Operations manager. The studio sent me because I was already heading north for audits.” 

Sienna raised an eyebrow. “They sent the boss lady? Damn. I was expecting some ink-covered dude blasting metal.” Claire’s gaze hardened as it traced the vivid roses and thorns across Sienna’s collarbone. “You have quite a collection of... permanent decisions.” Sienna grinned, deliberately arching her back so her tits strained the fabric. “Twenty-seven and counting. You got any under that fancy blouse, or are you scared of commitment?” Claire’s lips pressed into a thin line. “I prefer not to mark my body with things I’ll regret in ten years.” “Ouch,” Sienna laughed, loading her bags into the trunk. “Judgy before we even hit the highway. This is gonna be fun.” They climbed in. 

The inside of the car smelled like leather and Claire’s expensive perfume. Sienna immediately slouched in the passenger seat, thighs spread, tank riding up to show the bottom curve of her tits. First thirty minutes: silence. Then Sienna reached for the radio. Claire’s hand shot out and turned it off. “I prefer educational podcasts on long drives.” “Jesus Christ,” Sienna groaned. “Are you always this uptight, or is it just me?” Claire glanced over, eyes flicking to Sienna’s chest again. “Are you always this... much?” “Baby, you have no idea how much I can be,” Sienna purred, stretching languidly so her huge tits jiggled. “Loosen up. Might even be fun.”

Claire’s knuckles tightened on the wheel. “Self-control exists for a reason.” “Self-control is boring,” Sienna shot back. “Ever tried living? Or do you just schedule your orgasms between meetings?” Claire exhaled sharply. “Some of us don’t need to fuck everything that moves to feel alive.” Sienna smirked. “This morning I fucked two people at the same time and came so hard I soaked the sheets. You should try it. Might remove that stick up your ass.” Claire’s cheeks flushed pink. “Charming.”

They traded barbs for the next hour. “You always dress like you’re about to fire someone?” Sienna asked sweetly. “You always look like you just rolled out of an orgy?” “Actually... yeah.” Sienna licked her lips. “Still got the taste of pussy on my tongue if you’re curious.” Claire’s jaw flexed. “Classy.” By the first gas stop, the car was thick with tension. Sienna hopped out, hips rolling, tits bouncing with every step. Claire stayed in the car, watching her through the windshield, lips pressed tight.

When Sienna came back licking an ice cream cone slow and dirty, swirling her tongue around the tip, Claire muttered under her breath: “Two days. Just two days...”Sienna slid back in, deliberately letting her tank slip lower. “You keep staring at my tits, boss lady. You sure you hate tattoos?” Claire started the engine, voice tight. “I’m sure this drive is going to test every ounce of my patience.” Sienna leaned back, smiling like pure trouble. “Good. I like breaking patience.”

Chapter 2 – Long Miles

The highway stretched out like an endless gray ribbon. They’d been driving for three hours and the tension in the car had only grown thicker. Sienna kept catching Claire’s eyes flicking downward - straight to her massive tits. Every time the car hit a bump, they jiggled heavily in the tight black tank top, and Claire’s gaze lingered a second too long before snapping back to the road. “Eyes up here, boss lady,” Sienna drawled, smirking. “Or do you secretly like what you see?” Claire’s cheeks flushed. “I’m simply amazed at how little fabric you think is appropriate for a professional move.” “These tits have never been professional a day in their life,” Sienna shot back, cupping them from underneath and giving them a shameless bounce. “Jealous? Yours look nice and perky under that stiff blouse. Bet they’re perfect. All smooth, untouched skin.”

Claire gripped the wheel tighter. “Do you ever stop talking about sex?” “Only when I’m too busy having it.” Claire muttered something under her breath that sounded suspiciously like “unbelievable,” but her thighs pressed together in the driver’s seat. Sienna reached for the radio again. This time she got it on before Claire could stop her - loud, bass-heavy rap with filthy lyrics about wet pussy and throat fucking. Claire immediately killed it. “Absolutely not.” “Oh come on! It’s a vibe.” “I prefer silence or something with actual melody. Not whatever garbage glorifies being a whore.” Sienna laughed. “You say that like it’s an insult. Being a whore is fun. Go on, try it. Worst case, you stay miserable - which, let's be honest, seems to be working out great for you.” Claire’s jaw clenched, but her voice came out a little breathier than before. “Some of us have self-respect.” “Self-respect doesn’t keep you warm at night,” Sienna purred, stretching so her tank rode up and the undersides of her heavy tits peeked out. “Two people fucking me senseless this morning did. Still feel them dripping out of me if I shift right.”

Claire’s nostrils flared. She said nothing, but the scent of Sienna’s earlier sex still clung faintly to her skin, and Claire’s breathing had grown shallower. They bickered for another hour - music, tattoos, life choices. “Why would anyone permanently scar themselves like that?” Claire asked during a lull. “Because ink tells stories,” Sienna said, tracing the colorful rose on her forearm. “This one? First time I fell in love with a girl who broke my heart. This one on my ribs? Night I learned I could squirt. Every piece means something. What’s your body say about you? That you’re terrified of making mistakes?” Claire scoffed. “My body says I make deliberate, responsible choices.” “Boring,” Sienna sing-songed. “Bet that perfect skin of yours has never even had a hickey. Shame. I’d love to mark it up.” Claire’s knuckles went white again, but she stop her eyes from dropping to Sienna’s cleavage.



First Rest Stop

They pulled into a busy travel plaza two hours later. Sienna hopped out, hips rolling. “Gonna stretch my legs.” Claire stayed in the car at first, trying to focus on emails. Ten minutes passed. Twenty. Then she smelled it when Sienna returned - fresh pussy and sex .Sienna slid back into the passenger seat with flushed cheeks and messy hair, lips swollen. The scent of another woman’s cunt was all over her face and fingers. Claire wrinkled her nose. “You’ve got to be kidding me.” “What?” Sienna grinned, licking her lips. “Met a cute trucker chick in the bathroom. She had twenty minutes on her break. I ate her pussy so good she nearly screamed. She came twice on my tongue and soaked my chin. Want a taste?” 

Claire’s thighs clenched hard. The filthy words hit her like a slap, but the scent - warm, musky, feminine - was making her pussy throb against her will. “You are disgusting.” “Disgustingly satisfied,” Sienna corrected, spreading her legs a little. “She fingered me while I sucked her clit. I’m still wet. Wanna check?” Claire stared straight ahead, cheeks burning. “Just... drive.” But she kept inhaling that dirty scent the whole next hour, her nipples tightening under her blouse.



Second Rest Stop

Another stop, another hour down the road. This time Claire went inside to get coffee, trying to clear her head. When she came back, Sienna was leaning against the car with a cocky grin and fresh cum smeared across her lower lip.“ Jesus Christ,” Claire hissed, climbing back in. “Again?” “Big trucker dude this time,” Sienna said casually, wiping her mouth with two fingers and sucking them clean. “Huge cock. I let him fuck my throat in his sleeper cab. He came buckets. Tasted salty and thick. Still got some on my tits if you wanna see.” She tugged her tank top down, exposing the top curves of her massive breasts. A thin, pearly streak of cum glistened right above her left nipple. Claire couldn’t look away fast enough. 

Her mouth went dry. The scent of fresh semen mixed with Sienna’s own pussy was thick in the car now, heady and obscene. Claire’s clit pulsed angrily between her legs. She hated how turned on it was making her. “You’re going to get us kicked out of every rest stop in three states,” Claire snapped, voice tighter than usual. Sienna laughed low. “You’re staring at my cum-covered tits again. Sure you’re not jealous?” “I’m sure you’re a walking menace.” “Yet here you are, breathing it in like perfume.” Sienna leaned closer, voice dropping. “Bet your perfect little pussy is dripping right now, isn’t it? All that repressed energy. I could fix that for you.” Claire started the car with shaking hands. “Shut up.” But she didn’t tell Sienna to wipe the cum off her chest.



The miles blurred. The insults kept flying, but the heat
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