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White Trash Motel - Part One

 


 


Tony Weston ran his hand through his hair,
feeling stressed out, having just made his way through John F
Kennedy airport customs for his stay in New York City. Even though
he was here to visit the Big Apple, he'd decided to try and save
some money by staying in nearby Elmwood Park in New Jersey, half an
hour outside the city.

 


That entailed dragging his luggage around,
catching bus after bus, and he wished he'd now just forked out for
a plush hotel on 42nd street. He'd come in search of adventure
though, and so needed as much spare cash as possible. He finally
got the bus out of the city and lay his head against the window,
being driven crazy by the stopping every couple of minutes.

 


He couldn't believe how barren New Jersey
seemed after the bright lights and chaos of New York. He eventually
saw a battered sign for Elmwood Park, and decided he better get off
wherever he could, in case they didn't go past his motel on the way
through.

 


He dragged off his luggage and then found
himself on an empty road with no obvious sign of where he was.
After a while, he bumped into some locals who told him the way to
the Red Nights motel, the place where he'd booked in.



Eventually he saw the flashing red sign that they'd told him to
look for, and with some relief, he walked through the entrance to
be greeted mutely by a seedy looking owner sitting in the foyer.
His manner was surly as he booked him in, and handed him his room
key in silence, then said, "Room 44, second floor, near the end
of the corridor.." curtly.

 


So much for American hospitality, he thought
to himself, and made his way to his room, struggling with the key
in the lock. As he entered his room he saw a woman come out of
hers, about forty, wearing too much make up, her cleavage spilling
out of a too tight blouse. She looked at him and smiled, and he
smiled gently back then went into his room.

 


He had heard rumours about the people in New
Jersey but had thought nothing of them, knowing people tend to
exaggerate. Yet he did start wondering if there was some truth in
it after all, and whether all the women round here were dressed
like that.

 


He collapsed onto his bed and switched on the
TV to relax. He started flicking through the channels, then his jaw
dropped as the 4th channel he flicked onto was clearly hardcore
pornography, not something he was used to seeing on mainstream
television in England. Seemed like those rumours were true, after
all.



After watching the porn with perverse fascination for a couple of
hours, he was feeling refreshed and decided to go and get something
to eat from one of the many fast food retailers littered along the
highway on which the motel was situated. He returned twenty minutes
later with some chicken nuggets, then made his way back to his
room.

 


He went past the room where the trashy
looking woman had emerged from, this time hearing some moaning
noises coming from inside. Then he clearly heard the words
"Yesss, fuck me honey...give me it...".

 


He thought it must be her, but then wondered
if it was maybe someone watching the same porn channel as he had on
TV. His curiosity got the better of him and he knelt down to look
through the keyhole. Sure enough, the woman he'd seen before was on
her back, being fucked hard with a man holding her stocking-clad
legs. Tony felt himself growing hard at this explicit sight, and
wondered if he could risk jerking off without being seen. This was
the kind of action he'd come to the States for, after all.



He looked around and the coast seemed clear. He yanked down his
jeans a little and pulled out his stiff cock, then looked back
through the keyhole. Her legs were now hoisted over the guy's
shoulders, his cock still pumping in and out of her with increasing
vigour.

 


Tony glanced left and right to see if anyone
was coming, but saw no one and carried on. However, woman in the
room opposite heard the groans and moans that were getting louder,
and came out to enquire. Seeing Tony jerking off outside the door
was no surprise to her, she saw that kind of thing all the time,
though he seemed a little classier-looking than the seedy types
this motel usually attracted.

 


In fact, she thought he looked pretty darn
hot, and said softly, "Need a hand with that
hun...?".

 


Tony stopped masturbating, and looked around
at her, horrified. However, when he saw she was dressed in just as
trashy a way as the woman inside the room, he relaxed, especially
when she licked her lips and raised her dress to reveal her bare
pussy. It was an inviting looking trimmed brown bush between
shapely, feminine thighs that he wanted to get between. She then
looked at him lustfully, and invited her into her room with one
clawed finger.



As soon as he entered, she was all over him, kissing him and
caressing his cock which was still outside his jeans, then fell
straight to her knees in front of him. She was wearing thick red
lipstick, and he could see it staining his cock as she sank her
lips down his long shaft.

 


She pushed one hand between her thighs and
began openly frigging herself as she sucked him, running her mouth
down to the base of his cock, his bulbous head tickling the back of
her throat. The noises coming from the other room were getting
louder and louder, adding a nice sordid backdrop to their own
pleasure, and Tony noticed she had the hardcore porn channel on as
well, completing the seedy ambience.

 


Once she felt he was hard enough, she stood
up, ripped open her top, uncupped her bra and said, "Do you want
to fuck me on my back or from behind?", her breasts presented
to him like a birthday present.

 


"From behind sounds good..." came
Tony's swift response, and she immediately got on her bed, her ass
pointing up at him. He lifted her dress over her lips and leant
down to take a lick of her very wet cunt, which made her moan
softly.



The pussy pointing up at him looked too
succulent to resist, and he found himself getting on his knees and
putting his face between her thighs. He stretched out his thick
tongue and started licking. She was so wet that his face was soon
glazed with her tangy tasting juice, and he would have carried on
had she not begged him to ram his cock inside her.

 


He got back on his feet and obliged, sliding
his meat into her bareback, which seemed to be the favoured
preference here, from what he saw through the keyhole in the next
room. Soon he was in her up to the hilt, and started to pump into
her gently at first, then realizing she wanted it as rough as he
could go without becoming violent.

 


He normally restrained his aggression with
English women but there was a trashy, slutty submissive aspect to
New Jersey women that seemed to bring that side out in him. He
leant over her and grabbed her hair with one hand, twirling it
round his fist tightly, her back arching, his cock allowed just a
little deeper and a better angle to penetrate her.

 


"Oh goddddddd yesssss...fuck me..fuck this
little slut good...fuck my cunt harder!" she howled and he
ramped up the intensity to another level, the moans from next door
still audible.



He suddenly pulled out and flipped her on her back, feeling almost
possessed by his desire and primitive instinct. She spread her legs
as wide as she could and he entered her, grabbing her hair and
holding her head down on the bed as he started thrusting in and
out. Her pussy was stretched nicely by his girth, her legs wrapping
tightly round his back, urging him to go harder and faster.

 


It was as if she was in competition with the
woman next door to be the biggest whore, and Tony felt she was
definitely a strong contender as she screamed "Make me your
little bitch...treat me like dirt....slap my nasty little face if
you want...".Tony felt shocked by what she was saying, she was
encouraging him to be violent with her, and he knew things could
get out of hand if he let his aggression loose to its full
extent.

 


He figured he could put his finger in the
flame at least, as long as he stayed in control of himself. He
raised his arm and brought it down on her cheek with a fair force,
and she screamed "Harder! Hit me harder, I deserve it!". He
brought his hand down on her other cheek, her face now red and
inflamed, her slutty make-up now smeared all over her face.



These acts of aggression seemed to push her over the edge, and her
whole body started shuddering, a gush of juice pouring out of her,
soaking the bedsheets.

 


"Don't stop...don't stop...am
cummmmmminnng!", she shouted at the top of her lungs and he
continued ramming his full length deep inside her, aware that he
was in her bareback, not wanting to shoot inside her. She made his
dilemma easy for him by howling "Baby..cum over my face...drench
this little bitch in your hot, white seed...I need it soooo
badddd...".

 


He pulled out immediately and brought his
cock up to her face, then
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