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The pins clattered in the distance as I shouldered my bowling bag, ready to call it a night. The alley was practically dead—just the hum of neon signs and the occasional mechanical whirr breaking through the midnight silence. I'd stayed later than anyone else, working on my hook until my fingers were raw and my shoulder ached. Now it was time to go home, take a shower, and crash. At least that was the plan until three pairs of heels clicked against the polished floor behind me.

"Excuse me, sir? I think you left something behind."

I turned to find three women in matching tight bowling polos with the alley's logo stretched across their chests. The uniform shirts were at least a size too small for each of them, and paired with cutoff denim shorts that barely covered their asses. The closing crew—I'd seen them around, always together, always drawing eyes.

The brunette stepped forward, clipboard in hand. Her dark hair was pulled back in a severe ponytail that somehow made her stern features even more striking. "I'm Monica. We believe these belong to you." Her free hand gestured toward lane six, where something sat on the ball return.

"Those are your big balls, right?" The redhead winked, her double-D chest bouncing as she stifled a laugh. "I'm Cassie. We thought you might want them back."

The blonde, who'd been sucking on a cherry lollipop, pulled it from her mouth with a wet pop. "I'm Tara," she said, her polo unzipped so low I could see the plump tops of her tits threatening to spill out completely. "We close up in fifteen minutes. Wouldn't want you to leave without your... equipment."

I walked over to lane six, confused. They'd laid out a clean towel on the ball return bench with a bottle of lotion next to it. "I don't understand—"

My words caught in my throat as Tara dropped to her knees in front of me, her fingers already working my belt open. "Let us explain it better," she said, and before I could respond, she'd unzipped my jeans and tugged them down along with my boxers.

My cock sprang free, already half-hard from the sight of these three busty women surrounding me. Tara made an appreciative noise in her throat, wrapping her manicured fingers around my shaft. "Oh, he's got nice balls all right. And a nice fat cock to go with them."

Monica moved behind me, her hands sliding under my shirt. "Sit down," she commanded, pushing me onto the bench. I obeyed without thinking, and she pulled my shirt up over my head. Her heavy tits pressed against my back, her nipples hard through the thin fabric of her polo.

"Mmm, fresh meat," Cassie purred, climbing onto the bench and straddling my face. The denim of her shorts rubbed against my chin as she ground down. "Been watching you practice all night. Got me so fucking wet."

Before I could respond, Tara's hot mouth enveloped my cock, taking me deep in one smooth motion. Her lips stretched wide, glossy with spit and remnants of lollipop stickiness as she bobbed up and down. The wet sounds of her sucking filled the quiet alley, punctuated by her moans and my gasps.

"Look at how well he takes it," Monica whispered, her hands roaming across my chest, pinching my nipples. "Such a good boy."

Cassie's fingers hooked into the waistband of her shorts, tugging them to the side to reveal her bare pussy—completely shaved and glistening with arousal. "Taste me," she demanded, lowering herself onto my face.

My world narrowed to wet heat and the scent of sex. Cassie's cunt pressed against my mouth, tangy and sweet as she ground herself against my tongue. I lapped at her folds, groaning as Tara's mouth worked magic on my cock below.

"Fuck, he's got a good tongue," Cassie moaned, rocking her hips faster. "Suck my clit, baby. Just like that."

Tara pulled back with a wet pop, a strand of saliva connecting her pouty lips to my now fully erect cock. "My turn for something else," she announced. She squeezed her massive tits together, spitting a thick glob between them before sandwiching my cock in her warm cleavage.

The pressure was incredible—soft flesh gripping my shaft tightly as she slid up and down. Her tits were so big my dick disappeared completely between them with each downward thrust, only the head peeking out when she pulled back. The friction built as she picked up speed, her spit mixed with my pre-cum, creating a slick channel.

"You like fucking these big titties?" Tara asked, her voice husky with lust. "They're all yours tonight, baby. Use them."

Monica's hands slid around to grip my wrists, pulling my arms back slightly as she whispered into my ear. "Look at you, being used by three horny MILFs. Bet you never expected your night to end like this."

I couldn't answer even if I wanted to—Cassie's pussy was smothering my face, her juices coating my chin and cheeks as she rode me harder. Her thighs clamped around my head, muffling everything except her breathless commands to lick deeper, suck harder.

"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum on your face," she moaned, grinding down with increasing urgency. Her pussy clenched against my tongue as she shuddered through her orgasm, a fresh gush of wetness flooding my mouth.

As Cassie climbed off, panting and unsteady, Monica took her place—not on my face, but kneeling beside Tara. "Share, bitch," she said with a grin, leaning in to lick the other side of my shaft while Tara continued her titfuck.

Now two tongues swirled around my cock head every time it emerged from Tara's cleavage. They took turns sucking it into their mouths, their lips meeting in sloppy kisses around my shaft. Spit dripped down, making everything wetter, filthier.

"God, I love fresh meat," Monica said, running her tongue along the underside of my cock. "So responsive. So fucking hard."

Cassie, recovered from her orgasm, moved behind me. Her hands replaced Monica's on my chest, her bare pussy—still wet from my tongue—pressing against my back as she ground herself on my shoulder blade. "Don't let him cum too soon," she cautioned. "I want to feel this big dick inside me later."

Tara released my cock from her tits, instead taking it deep into her throat. She bobbed furiously, gagging herself on my length while Monica sucked on my balls, rolling them on her tongue. The simultaneous sensation was overwhelming—warm, wet pressure from all sides.

"Fuck," I groaned, my hips jerking upward involuntarily. "I'm getting close."

"Not yet," Monica commanded, squeezing the base of my cock firmly. "We need to make this last."

But Tara had other ideas. She pulled back, a wicked smile on her glossy lips. "I want to see him explode. I want him to cover us." She stroked my spit-slick shaft rapidly, aiming it at her exposed chest. "Come on, stud. Show us what you've got."

Monica relented, moving to kneel beside Tara. She unzipped her polo completely, letting her massive tits spill free. Cassie joined them, three pairs of perfect breasts lined up before me like an offering.

"Cum for us," they chanted in near-unison, Tara's hand working my cock in a blur while Monica rolled my balls in her palm and Cassie pinched my nipples.

The pressure built at the base of my spine, my thighs tensing as my orgasm approached. When it hit, it felt like being turned inside out—pleasure exploding from my core as rope after rope of thick cum shot from my cock. The first blast hit Tara's chin and lips, the second painted a white stripe across Monica's heavy tits. I kept cumming, splattering Cassie's red curls and covering Tara's bouncing chest until all three were glazed with my release.

They giggled, rubbing my cum into their skin like expensive lotion. Tara licked her lips clean, moaning at the taste. "Mmm, he's delicious too."

Monica's fingers scooped some cum from her nipple, sucking it off with a pop. "And so much of it. You've been saving up, haven't you?"

I collapsed back against the bench, gasping for breath, my cock still twitching as the last drops oozed out. My entire body felt wrung out, my muscles liquid.

Cassie leaned over me, her cum-speckled tits dangling in my face. "Catch your breath, stud. That was just the warm-up." She kissed me deeply, the taste of her pussy still on my tongue mixing with the faint saltiness of my own cum.

I looked at the three of them—spit-slick lips, tousled hair, cum-covered bodies—and realized with a mixture of exhaustion and excitement that my night was far from over.

––––––––
[image: ]


My lungs still burned from the first round when Monica grabbed my wrist and yanked me to my feet. My legs wobbled, cock still half-hard and slick with spit and cum. "We're not done with you yet," she purred, leading me toward lane ten. The polished wood gleamed under the dim overhead lights as Cassie and Tara followed, giggling and whispering behind us. I had no idea what they had planned, but my spent body was already responding, blood rushing back to my groin at their filthy promises.

"Take those jeans all the way off," Monica ordered, pointing to the gutter running alongside the lane. "And lie down there."

I hesitated for only a second before stepping out of my bunched jeans and boxers, leaving me completely exposed from the waist down. The three women watched hungrily, their eyes fixed on my cock as it swelled under their attention.

"Good boy," Tara cooed, running her finger along my shaft. "Look how eager he still is."

They guided me to the gutter, which was wider than I'd expected but still tight against my shoulders. Cassie grabbed two ball racks and positioned them on either side of the gutter. "Put your legs up on these," she instructed, helping lift my calves so I was splayed open, vulnerable and completely exposed.

Monica hovered over me, her massive tits swinging pendulously as she stripped off her polo entirely. Her nipples were dark and stiff, pointing directly at my face. "You're our special little pin tonight," she said, pinching one nipple. "And we're going to knock you down over and over again."

Cassie had stripped off her shorts completely, her red landing strip of pubic hair now visible above her swollen pussy lips. She knelt between my spread legs, reaching for a bottle that Tara handed her.

"This will make things easier," she said, squirting clear lube onto her palm before wrapping her fingers around my cock. The cold gel quickly warmed as she stroked me to full hardness, my shaft pulsing in her grip.

"I get to ride him first," Cassie announced, straddling my hips. Her thighs were toned and freckled, spreading wide as she positioned herself above me. "I've been watching that ass all night, wanting to bounce on this big cock."

She sank down onto me in one fluid motion, her pussy gripping me like a vise. The heat of her was incredible—tight, wet, and scorching hot. She threw her head back, red curls cascading down her back as she moaned deeply.

"Fuck, he fills me up so good," she gasped, grinding her hips in tight circles. "His cock is hitting all the right spots."

Monica moved up my body until her knees bracketed my head. She lowered herself until her heavy tits dangled above my face. "Suck them," she commanded, guiding a nipple to my mouth. "Make them feel good while you get fucked."

I latched onto her breast, sucking hard as she wanted. The flesh was soft against my tongue, her nipple stiffening further as I flicked it. Monica groaned, her hand moving between her legs to stroke her clit as I worked her tits.

"That's it, suck those big mommy tits," she hissed
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