Motel

The black thunderheads loomed over the Nevada sky, blotting out the sun like a biblical plague.  Thunder and lightning played along the horizon, casting light and obscure shadows over the desert. Sam looked out of his crimson Cadillac that was flying along the desert road. “Damn rain…” he muttered to his Cadillac. The red Deville didn’t respond. It was too busy being soaked to worry.


As he drove, the floorboard squished and groaned. Sam, previously showing his jock intelligence, had left his convertible’s top down before driving out to the desert before the storm rolled in. For once, though, Sam’s mind wasn’t worried about his car molding or rotting. Instead it was on Jenny, his ex. Her last words rang in his ears like the liberty bell. ‘Go find yourself another slut girl, Sammy. We’re over!’ He was a mere stone throw away from being the High School stereotype.

He tried to get his mind of his ex girl. She always came back to him. Instead, he looked out at the scenery. The scenery wasn’t much of a distraction, consisting of sand, rocks and more sand. Rain still pelted at his windshield, its wipers barely keeping up. His view of the road that most of mankind had forgotten grew blurred.


Minutes meshed into hours, as Sam began to tire. He almost wished he didn’t have a break up with Jenny. At least then he would have a place to sleep. That, and Jenny was always sleepy in the rain, and she would curl up to him, whispering she was cold and…

The thumping of the Deville’s tires against the rocks off the edge of the road woke Sam from his daydream. His eyelids wrestled with him to stay open, and that’s when he saw it. It was a piece of the neon jungle that managed to survive the new interstate. A couple of empty buildings surrounded the hotel, wreckage from the forgotten road. The neon sign in front of the motel blared “Chestnut Motel, Do Drop In”. Sam thought it looked like paradise in the storm. The Deville thought it looked like a hotel with a crappy parking lot.

The Deville came to a stop in an allotted parking lot, where it shared the lot with no others. Sam left, and sloshed out of his soaked interior to slosh into the motel. Inside he was greeted by an unwelcome icy breeze clawing at his soaked form, and a large amount of fake plants. The counter was decorated with fake ferns, fake wood panels and a real metal bell with the tell-tale sign, “Ring once for service”. Before beckoning for the absent worker, he took a last look around. Large and relatively ugly rugs covered the floor as mismatched winged chairs were spotty throughout the living room sized welcoming center. Equally ugly as the mats and equally fake as the counter were the artificial trees spotted throughout, and more plastic ferns hung around a homey fireplace. It was unlit, much to Sam’s dismay.

The place reeked of artificial homesickness. It was almost bleak, except for the fact that it reminded him of almost every motel he had been in. After he had warmed up to the room, purely metaphorical, he rang the bell. Then a voice rang out from behind the door, a sign on the door informing Sam that it was ‘Employees Only’ behind. “Just a minuuuuute…”
 A giggle followed the extended phrase, and Sam was shocked how cute it was. He straightened his sports jacket and grinned. Maybe this lady would like to keep him company. ‘I mean, it probably got so lonely out in the desert…’

When she came from behind the door the smirk on Sam’s face dropped all the way to the floor. Out walked a blonde with hair down to her curvy hips, and extended into long legs, all of her tan. She wore a nightgown that was just a little too tight. But that was not what Sam was staring out. Below her curved angel face were two of Sam’s fantasies. The woman’s, or rather girl’s, chest was bulging out of the nightgown. Her breasts were bulging past double D’s, and she stepped with a light bounce, making them wobble in a way that made Sam feel hot even with the soaked jacket and air conditioner. 

She stood at the counter, all giggly even though her ruffled hair had nasty symptoms of bed head. “Welcome to the Chestnut’s Motel…” She looked at what Sam was ogling at, but instead of being offended like Sam would expect, she leaned forward, showing off her cleavage. “Do drop in.” A fresh batch of giggles escaped her.
“H-hey there, I’m Sam.” He did his best to not stare at the blonde bombshell in front of him, but being a jock from his heart to well.. his loins, he couldn’t help but to steal glances, and he was about as subtle as a rhino in a china shop. “And... uh…”
The girl smiled, showing her perfect white teeth, which almost made Sam feint. “Why, do you like what you see, muscle boy?”

 Sam felt her gaze go over him once or twice, and grinned, lightly flexing his arms. “You bet, sweets.” Now was a time Sam was glad that he was a quarterback. To him, all girls loved a quarterback. “And what’s your name?”

Giggles chased through her, causing her to seem to jiggle, which got Sam’s blood racing. “You can call me Angel.” She extended the A, and winked at Sam. Sam looked as if he were to about to jump over the counter to get her. That is when she dropped the nightgown to her ankles, and gestured to Sam to come hither, as she walked behind the door labeled ‘Employees Only’.

 Now he did jump the counter, as he ran to open the door, ripping his soggy jacket and shirt off as he ran. Just as he opened the door, something soft and squishy took the legs out from below him, and he was sent toppling backwards. Sam’s head hit the back of the counter, and black engulfed Sam’s world. The sounds of Angel’s giggles deafened his thoughts.
When he stirred, he tried to get up. However, Sam’s legs felt numb, as if they were asleep. His eyes were filled with a giggling flesh wall. As his eyes came to focus, he saw that the fleshy wall was Angel’s two breasts, and his legs were being squished beneath them. That, and he was turned on by that. 

“A-angel?” he stutters. “Whatcha think you’re doing?”

Angel let out a soft moan, and looked at Sam with sultry eyes that made Sam feel as if he were not only the object of her desires… he was her prey. “I’m hungry, Sammie…” 

Sam stared, and was trying to move his legs. Everything below the knee seemed to be stuck, swallowed, by her fleshy globes, rubbing soft flesh against his thighs. “T-then get something t-to eat…” He was stuttering, as he felt his cheeks flush. 
“Oh, sweetie…” Angel cooed, and looked at Sam in the eyes. “I already have.” Sam’s body was sucked in further and he felt his body, all the way to his hips, gets sucked in. Angel’s already massive bosom He felt his member rub against her breast and she squealed in delight. “Optimistic, aren’t you?”

Sam’s brain was struggling to keep up. He felt passion and ecstasy clouding his mind, but the streak of fear shocked him back. Now he couldn’t even feel his legs past his knees. And her chest… it was taking him. “Oh... Oh God! No!” He was struggling now to get away, clawing at the counter for some grip, but angel grinned and pulled him in further, her carnivorous cleavage swelling onto Sam’s fit abs. “Mmm, muscle boy, you are so... Unnh!” Angel’s words were interrupted as she moaned, laying against her chest, and she gently rubbed them. She had a tinge of red to her cheeks, and each breast was now wider than her luscious hips. 
Sam pushed his hands against her soft skin, and pushed against the very chest eating him alive. However, he only got moans from Angel, screaming for him to push harder. He felt his hips twinge away into blissful numbness, and it was encroaching on his stomach. His eyes flickered between the gorgeous tits he would have done anything to play with only minutes before, and the beautiful angel face that hovered above him. Now he would give anything to be free. His skin was pale, and his mind was sluggish. The blood that should have been going to his legs was not getting there, and wasn’t coming back. 

The numbness inched further and further up his stomach, until it reached his neck. Angel’s chest was now big enough to eclipse her curvy body, and Sam only wished it would end. The last thing that echoed through his young and mostly empty skull was his ex girl’s last words. “Go find yourself another slut girl…’
After an extended feeding, Angel passed out from the orgasmic lust that was now satisfied. She rubbed her new tit fat, and moaned. Sure, many people checked into the Chestnut. “Mmm’, she muttered in her sultry voice, pleased by her added weight, shaking her new assets lightly, “but don’t count on checking out”.

The next day the Cadillac Deville sat out by the street, with a sign that read ‘For Sale, best offer’. The blonde waited inside, twisting her hair with an index finger playfully. ‘That’s the best way to catch those boy-types’, she thought and giggled. ‘Show ‘em everything they want, and let ‘em have it.’ She looked down at her chest, making the counter strain as she leaned on it. 

A few days later, Angel heard the sound of a muscle car’s engine pull in to the parking lot. She got her nightgown on, and stood at the counter. “Welcome to the Chestnut Motel….”
