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SPARKED

Tory and Sam arrived at the secluded beach just as the sun was setting. Golden light stretched east and diffused to a luscious dark purple. Holding hands while they walked, Tory carried a large beach bag over one shoulder while Sam held a basket filled with some food and drinks in his other hand.

“Tonight is going to be fun,” Sam said as he leaned over and kissed Tory on the cheek.

“Thank you so much for this,” Tory looked into Sam’s eyes as they continued walking. A nervous tension fluttered in her stomach, which fanned the embers of lust. “Are you sure you want to do this?”

“Babe, this has always been a fantasy of yours. Well, two of your fantasies, really: sex on the beach and getting fucked by someone else. And what better occasion than our anniversary!”

Tory bit her bottom lip as she imagined how things would go tonight.

“And to be honest, I’ve often thought about you getting fucked by someone else while I watch.”

She elbowed him in his side. “You’ve never mentioned that before.”

“Well, I think I have always been a little nervous…jealous, I guess. But I think having John be your first will help us ease into this.”

At the mention of his name, Tory’s eyes fluttered. She inhaled deeply as a flame flickered within her pussy.

John was their long-time friend. He was tall, with a broad chest and shoulders. A bit of a rounded stomach, but he always exuded sheer strength. His construction job ensured that.

She thought of the last time she saw him.

It was a couple of weeks ago here at this same beach. While Sam was busy talking with Tory’s best friend, Emma, about politics or some other inane topic, John sat in a beach chair next to her under the slanted umbrella.

She and John talked about random things, but he always managed to bring the conversation back to something about her. Flattering her about her job at a law firm, about her cooking, about how lucky Sam was to marry her, about how gorgeous she was.

Then he pressed his hand against her thigh.

“Shit, Tory. You’re going to burn your legs.” John quickly stood up and leaned over Tory to adjust the umbrella’s position. The shadow of the umbrella had shifted back, exposing her calves and feet, which were now pink with a slight burn.

“Oh…uhm…” Tory found herself just inches from him. Her heart and breath quickened. She could smell his earthy musk as his thick arms and chest worked to adjust the angle of the umbrella. Her eyes trailed down his barrelled torso to his muscled thighs and the thick bulge and shaft of his flaccid cock hidden by his shorts.

“There we go!” he said as he moved back. “Now, let’s get some sunscreen on your legs.”

Before she could stop him, he moved in one fluid motion down between her legs and grabbed the bottle of sunscreen lotion next to her.

With his left hand, he lifted her right foot and brought it up to his chest as his right hand popped the bottle open. He held the bottle upside down and squeezed. The lotion felt cold as he drew a line up from her shin to her round thigh. He placed the bottle down in the sand and then worked the lotion in.

Tory gasped, feeling his powerful hand against her. The heat from his fingers was intense as he massaged the lotion around. He kneaded his fingers into the muscles of her calf and firmly grasped the soft flesh of her thigh. His fingers turned in small circles higher up her leg.

She sighed deeply with each slow pass of his fingers. They inched closer to her enflamed labia, which flushed with wet heat as she felt herself begin to slip into a lustful haze.

John gently placed her right leg down and picked up her left. He drew another line of lotion up her leg. And this time, as he worked his hands up her leg, his dark eyes looked into hers. He said not a word, but she could see his chest rise and fall with deep breaths; see his jaw clench and relax as he fought against his carnal hunger.

And then he finished.

Reluctantly, he sat back on his heels, kissed the top of her left foot, and said, “There, wouldn’t want anything to happen to these beauties.”

She wasn’t able to say anything as she attempted to control her breathing.

“Let me get you a drink, you look a little flushed.” John patted her leg and stood.

Tory was never sure if Sam saw John massaging the lotion into her legs. Perhaps he did, she thought. It made sense. And would explain why Sam would then talk to John and ask him to be part of their anniversary — to fuck his wife.

Tory smirked as she thought that it probably didn’t take too much coaxing to get John to agree.

As they were approaching the bonfire, Tory noticed that John wasn’t alone. Emma was there also.

“I didn’t know Emma was going to be here, too. What is she going to be doing?” Tory asked with a bit of jealousy behind it.

“I didn’t know she was going to be here either. If you are not comfortable, we can call it off.”

Tory started to say something, but stopped. She didn’t really think about what Sam would be doing while she was getting fucked by John. Jacking off, she guessed. But with Emma here…Well, that changed things for the better, she thought as the jealousy quickly evaporated.

She bit her bottom lip as her mind quickly flashed to her on her hands and knees as John fucked her from behind. Sam, standing with Emma kneeling before him, getting his cock sucked. And both of them stared into each other’s eyes as they came.

“I…I think it will be fine. It will add to the fun. I’m not jealous of her. And in fact, I think it would be hot to see you and her fucking as well. To have us both cum at the same time…in different people as we look into each other’s eyes.”

Sam’s cock swelled at the thought. “You sure?”

Tory stopped walking and turned towards Sam. “Yes. I fuck’n love you, honey.” She pushed herself up on her tiptoes as he leaned down to kiss her.

“Hey, plenty of time for that later!” John yelled at them. “Come here and help me with this thing.”

Tory and Sam broke off their kiss and started walking again. Sam noticed John appeared to be struggling with a stub of a cork that was stuck in a wine bottle.

“Having problems getting your little cork out?” Sam asked as they placed their things down around the fire.

They all laughed as John almost dropped the bottle as he flipped Sam off.

“I’m not having a problem, but Emma,” John gestured towards her with his head, “tried opening this and broke the cork off in the bottle.”

“Hey, I have no problems with things that are…well, bigger. I can pop those things off pretty easily.” She winked at Sam.

Tory saw Sam blush slightly and smile back. She felt the churning of a carnal hunger within. She wanted to see her try to get him off.

The cork finally gave way with a pop.

“Drinks all around,” John raised the bottle in victory. Emma handed him four plastic cups. He filled them and passed them around.

The couples sat around the bonfire eating, drinking, and talking about almost anything. They laughed at the occasional funny story. Throughout the conversation, the wine freely flowed as the couples drifted into each other.

Sam noticed John and Tory getting closer on the other side of the bonfire. Flickering orange light danced across their skin as Tory laughed. She brushed her hand along John’s arm. Tory then took a drink and placed her cup in the sand. She leaned into John, her hand resting on his thick thigh before slowly moving up and gripping his bulge in her small fist. Looking up, she whispered to him behind darkly hooded eyes.

John reached an arm around Tory and pulled her into him as they kissed. His mouth enveloped hers as she melted into his chest. And over the crackling of the fire, Sam heard his wife’s passionate whimper.

Emma leaned into Sam, took his hand, and whispered huskily into his ear, “Let’s go watch.”


IGNITED

Emma led Sam to within a few feet of his wife, Tory, as she feverishly moaned under John’s strong hands.

Emma threw a large blanket on the sand and pulled Sam down next to her.

Sam was lost in a dizzying, euphoric-like haze as he watched his impassioned wife being taken by John. He sat down next to Emma, one leg stretched out before him with the other knee up and bent. He leaned back on his left hand as his right hand unconsciously started to grip and work the length of his engorged cock.

Emma smiled to herself. She undid the top of her bikini and threw it to the side. Then leaned back and slid her bikini bottoms off as well. She slid over next to Sam and leaned up against him. Her warm breasts were against his arm as she wrapped her hand around his right hand.

Emma whispered in Sam’s ear, “Let me do this. You watch and enjoy.” Her tongue flicked his ear, and her teeth nibbled as she slid her hand under his.

Sam grunted, his eyes shut slowly, and cock, still within his shorts, surged against her hand. He shifted his hips in the uncomfortable tightness.

Emma slowly snaked her lips and tongue down his body. She kissed and bit into his bare chest. Her tongue flicked one of his nipples before she sucked it into her mouth. Her teeth bit sharply as her tongue swirled over the small, hardened tip.

Sam grunted again as the sharp pain from her bite shot through him. His right hand gripped the back of Emma’s head. His fingers laced through her hair as he drew them into a fist. He didn’t pull her off but pressed her mouth firmly against himself.

As Emma released his nipple and started to again make her way down his stomach, she positioned herself between his splayed legs. With her knees beneath her, she was double over as her mouth kissed his abs and fingers worked the drawstring to his shorts.

Sam opened his eyes. Over Emma’s round, upward-jutting ass, he watched his wife and John.

John kissed Tory on her forehead and cheek. He gently nibbled one of her ears and then worked on her slender neck as she sighed and let her head fall to the side.

Tory was breathless as John’s mouth lavished her and his strong hands worked over her body. Using one hand to hold her against him, John used his other to grip and knead her breasts. His strong fingers slowly sank into her supple breasts as Tory pushed her chest into him. After massaging each, his thumb and index finger quickly found and teased one of her prominent nipples under her bikini top, rolling it, twisting it, and tugging sharply upon it. John moved between her tits, alternating the taunting pattern his fingers played upon them.

Tory bit her bottom lip, relishing the torturous pain upon her, but needing his mouth to take more of her. She moved one hand quickly between them. John pulled his mouth off her neck as he looked down. Her fingers slipped under the bikini strap over one shoulder and then the other before she pulled her top down under her pendulous breasts.

She arched her back as she achingly pushed her breasts towards him. Her chest swelled in one deep breath. And then she felt a low growl reverberate from John’s large chest, through her, as his mouth quickly struck upon one breast.

His hot breath sighed against her between each of his gentle bites. Teeth raked against her skin just before his lips drew her flesh within his mouth as he worked around her full breast. Once. Twice. And then he latched onto her nipple. Teased it into his mouth between sharp teeth and latched his lips around her areola.

Tory gasped, shut her eyes, and threw her head back. She was overcome by the blissful pain and electric heat that radiated from his mouth as he forcefully sucked upon her tit. Her hands hungrily worked over his large shoulders and powerful back, desperate to find purchase and pull him tighter against her.

As John worked madly between her tits, Tory cracked her eyes open and looked across at her husband.

Tory saw Emma’s beautifully round ass lit by the orange glow of the bonfire. Her wet, enflamed labia glistened in the flickering light and shadow. And then she met her husband’s darkly lustful eyes beneath a strained, furrowed brow.

He was lying back, propped on one elbow, his other hand balled up in a fist, driving Emma’s mouth up and down over his fat cock. His chest was rising and falling in rapid breaths as he tried to control himself while Emma’s mouth drew up and down his cock.

A warm wave crashed through Tory, leaving her in a kind of euphoric state. Every nerve ending in her body seemed to be quivering with desire as they continued to stare into each other’s eyes.

Tory cocked one of her knees up, her heel against her ass, and let her leg fall to the side. She hooked one finger under the thin bikini fabric and pulled it to the side, revealing a wet pussy that gleamed in the firelight and putting her pussy on display for her husband.

She started to rub her clit and work the fingers of her left hand along the tender, fat lips of her labia that were enflamed with heat.

John pulled his mouth away from her tits and looked down at Tory’s fingers as they worked along her covered slit. He followed her lead and kneeled between her legs. He hooked his fingers over the top of her bikini bottoms and pulled them off her. He licked his lips as he stared down at her.

Lying on her back, Tory drew her eyes up to John as he kneeled between her legs. Her fingers dipped down along the slick folds of her pussy and back up to her clit. She rubbed the turgid nub in small, tight circles beneath her fingers as she waited for him.

John lay down before her exposed pussy. He wrapped his left arm under and around her right leg, so her thigh was now over his upper arm and shoulder. He slowly brought his mouth down to her and took in a deep breath. He closed his eyes, savored her musk, and then drew his thick tongue up her pussy in one long, slow stroke. The tip swirled left and right as it plied through her folds till it reached her clit. The fingers of his left hand massaged around her hooded nub as his tongue flicked against it. Then he dropped his tongue back down to her tight hole.

The fingers of his left hand continued their attention on her clit. Slowly increasing their rhythm as he drove his tongue within her tight pussy. The thick, spade tongue lapped along her clenching walls. Driving in and out, the tip of his tongue flicked against her, and he lapped up her flowing juice.

Her thighs quivered as she thrust her hips up, meeting the inward thrust of his tongue.

He pulled his mouth off her as he slid the two middle fingers of his right hand slowly into her. He felt the velvety walls clench down on his thick fingers as he curled his fingers within her.

Tory moaned and arched her back on the towel beneath her.

Slowly, he started working his fingers out until only the tips remained within. He then drove them back in. Again, he pulled them out, and again he shoved them back in. With each outward pull, he curled his fingers and flicked along her upper pussy.

Tory grunted softly with each thrust. Matching his motions with her thrusting hips.

As John’s rhythm increased, he brought his mouth over her plump labia. His tongue worked in with his fingers and then up, flicking and sucking over her urethra before lapping at her clit.

A deep moan escaped Tory’s lips as he sucked and twirled his tongue over her. His fingers drove in faster and faster while his tight lips sucked her clit between his teeth. The tip of his tongue flicked along the engorged clit.

Tory’s juices were gushing out along his fingers. Wet sounds of her pussy being pummeled by his fingers mixed with her deep moans. Her rapidly rising and falling stomach betrayed her quickening breathing and building climax.

She shut her eyes tightly and threw herself again back and forth while he pleasurably tortured her pussy. In her mind, she pictured her husband, Sam, getting his cock sucked by Emma. She knew she was about to cum, for the first time, into the mouth of another man. And she quickly found herself overcome as her orgasm exploded within her.

Tory let out a scream as she threw her head back and thrust her hips up into John’s mouth, impaling his thick fingers deep inside her convulsing pussy. Thick juice shot out along his hand as he vigorously flicked his fingers inside her. As her hips started to buck against him, he took his fingers out and covered her with his mouth. His tongue lapping deep, she grunted and moaned as he sucked every ounce out of her pussy until her hips fell back against the towel.

As Tory tried to regain her breathing, John stood up and wiped his mouth. His thick cock ached within the confines of his board shorts. He untied them and pulled them off.

Tory cracked her eyes open and saw him hungrily leering down at her as his thick, veined cock swayed in the cool night air.

And she needed it.


ENGULFED

John stood before the bonfire, silhouetted against flickering red and orange light, which highlighted his barrelled torso and thick legs. He gripped his cock in his fist and worked it slowly back and forth along his turgid length.

In the soft light between them, Tory could see a thick bead of precum form, and a greedy sigh escaped her parted lips. She drove two fingers in and out of herself, needing him to fill her.

A few feet away, Sam drew in deep breaths as he attempted to control the quickly building pressure waiting to erupt from his heavy balls.

Emma pulled her mouth off Sam’s cock and took in a deep breath. Strings of spit ran from her lips to the head of his cock. Wiping her chin with her left hand, she gripped his cock with her right fist and worked it up and down his slick rod. She looked over her shoulder and noticed John stroking his jutting cock as he knelt between Tory’s legs.

“He’s going to fuck the shit out of your wife’s little cunt,” she said with giddy excitement. As she said this, she squeezed her small fist tightly around Sam’s cock, and ran it up his length towards the flared purple head.

“Tory is going to scream,” she started to say as she slid her hand back down slowly, tightly. Then drew her fist back up, “…with each…” she moaned as her fingers wrapped over the sensitive head of his cock, “…thrust…” Her hand gripped tightly and drew down his length again.

Sam let out a deep moan in response while his eyes remained locked on his wife lying before John.

“She is going to scream…” Again, Emma’s hand drew up his length slowly. “…as he fucks…” Her hand drove down his cock. “…your wife.”

“Fuck!” Sam grunted.

Emma turned her eyes back to Sam. She let go of his cock, placed her hands on either side of his hips, and started to crawl up his body. Her dark eyes looked up at him under her brow as she bent her head down and took his taut skin between her teeth in small bites, making her way up to his body. The nipples on her heavy breasts swayed back and forth over his upward-lancing cock. Pressing it between them, his searing cock drew down her chest and stomach.

As she came up face-to-face with him, she said, “I want you to fuck me harder. Harder than you have ever fucked your wife.”

Sam tore his eyes from his wife and looked up at Emma. A feral hunger creased the corner of her eyes and lips.

With those last words that she spoke, she drew her knees over and placed them on either side of his hips. With her hands on his chest, she pushed upwards, and in an undulating motion drew her hips down pressing her clit, her wet pussy, on his engorged cock that was pressed firmly between their stomachs. Then she pulled the engorged lips of her pussy along his length. Her juice flowed and coated him.

She threw her head back as her mouth opened. A deep sigh escaped. Her nails dug into his chest. Her body shook slightly in the warm electric pleasure that surged through her.

Sam’s hands quickly drew under her arms and up to grip her tits in his hands. He pulled and tormented them as her hips slid back down, spreading her wet labia over his cock, and then back up. She teased and stroked his burning rod, not yet letting him take her.

His chest heaved as he thrust his hips upwards, matching her motions.

She looked down at him and bit her lip as she shook her head, teasing him with a “not yet” look.

Sam had enough torment.

Fire glinted in his eyes as he drew his right hand out and up to take her neck in his firm grip. A deep thrumming reverberated in his chest as he pulled her lips down to his.

She gasped at his sudden dominant force and the slight pressure constricting her throat. As his mouth covered hers, and their tongues raveled between, he breathed in her moan.

The heat between them glistened in a sheen of sweat. Their bodies pressed firmly together, Sam released her throat and took her hair in his fist. His other hand reached down along the curved upward slope of her back to grasp her soft, quivering ass.

He slid her body up, freeing his cock that was trapped between them. It jutted upward with a slight curve back towards her waiting sex. Their bodies vacillated in a lustful frenzy, as his cock worked along her splayed lips and ass.

Emma lifted her hips slightly and reached between them. She gripped the base of his cock and directed him towards her waiting pussy. She bit his bottom lip as the heat from the head of his cock seared her. The bulbous head pressed the sensitive lips of her labia in as it pried her apart. He slowly thrust into her.

Sam grunted at the pain of her bite mixed with her silky warmth. He controlled his urge to madly thrust upward as he relished the gloved tightness of her pussy that was drawing him in.

She released his bottom lip from between her teeth. She tried to continue to kiss him as her body spasmed continuously with each inch of his thick cock slowly driving into her. Her breathing shook in fitful gasps as she relished him filling her.

He released her hair from his right fist and gripped her ass in both hands. His fingers gently pulled her ass wide as he pushed her down, impaling himself as deep as he could in her pussy. As he pushed as far as he could, he felt the walls of her pussy shudder along his length as her juice flowed between them.

Emma gasped. Her eyes shut tight as a small orgasm gripped her. She dug her nails into his chest and shoulders as she was overcome by it, softly crashing through her.

“Fuck…” Emma said softly. Then louder, as she opened her eyes and looked down at Sam, “Fuck my pussy hard…Fuck’n hard!” the last she said through gritted teeth.

Sam’s fingers dug deeper into the flesh of her ass as he lifted her hips off him and pulled his hips down. His cock withdrew from her until the flared edges were about to appear.

She took a long, deep breath in as she felt him pull out. Her sensitive lips could feel every ridge of his veined cock slide past as it emerged. And she held her breath in anticipation of him.

He pulled her down onto his upward thrust. A slight grunt parted her lips. And he pulled her back off him and drove back into her again. Again and again, he rammed his cock into her as he shoved her hips down onto him. Each time with greater force and urgency. Each time, she grunted a bit louder.

“Yes…yes,” she said between grunts. “Harder!”

Sam adjusted his grip from her ass to around her hips, his thumbs just under her as his fingers flared around her wide hips. He held her hips still above him. High enough that as his ass hit the ground, he was just still inside her. And then started pummeling her.

He gritted his teeth as he slammed his hips up against her repeatedly. The sounds of their skin slapping together and the wet sounds of her juice gushing around his cock could be heard under her feral grunts.

He looked down between her violently shaking tits. His thrusting cock glistened in the firelight. He couldn’t believe he was fucking another woman. Fucking another woman just feet from where his wife was also being taken hard by another man.

A torturous pressure was building in his loins. He fought to control it.

Sam took his left hand off her hip and gripped one of her tits. He squeezed it firmly. The areola and hard nipple flared out before him. He bent his neck and sucked hard on her. His teeth bit and released. Tongue twisted around the hard tip.

Emma braced herself with one hand on the ground while she pulled his hungry mouth against her breast tightly.

Gasps of pleasure tore through her. “Yes…bite my fuck’n tit…” she tried to say as his cock unceasingly ravaged her.

As his rhythm seemed to reach its peak, she could feel his cock swell impossibly larger. She knew he was going to cum. But she wouldn’t let him, just yet.

She gripped his hair and pulled him off her tit as she thrust her hips down on him.

“No…no…no, not yet…not yet,” she whispered into his ear. Then pulled herself off him. His cock came loose with a wet plop. “You need to cum while you watch your wife getting fucked.”

Sam turned and lifted himself on one elbow as he looked over at his wife. Hearing her loud cries of pleasure for the first time as John’s large body loomed over her. Tory’s body was folded over. John held the back of her knees out and back toward her tits. Her small hands attempted to grip his thick arms in a frantic lust while he drove into her with powerful thrusts.

“What are you waiting for?”

Sam looked back at Emma. She had turned herself around and was facing Tory as she was being fucked by John. She rested on one elbow while the other hand reached under and behind to work her clit. The wet, gaping lips of her pussy and tight asshole jutted up and back toward him.
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Sam’s eyes took in Emma’s slowly turning hips as her fingers vigorously twirled in tight circles around the hard nub of her clit. She twirled them around before drawing them along the enflamed lips of her pussy. She pushed her two middle fingers deep into herself, curled, and flicked them back and forth along the inside of her tight pussy several times before pulling them back out. Her juice coated and ran down her hand as she pummeled herself several times before she slowly pulled them back out. As she pulled them out, she flared her fingers apart in a “v” shape, opening herself to him.

“Fuck me!” she demanded as she looked back at Sam with devilish eyes.

He knelt behind her. Gripping the base of his cock in his right hand, he pulled her hips back towards him with his left. His fingers and thumb firmly kneaded her ample, rounded ass. As she moved backward, he pulled his cock up along the deep crevice between the hemispheres of her ass. His cock moved between the plush mounds, plying back and forth several times before he pulled his cock up and slammed it down. Her smooth flesh quivered as his fat cock slapped again and again.

“God…” A deep grunt reverberated from his chest. “Your ass is so fuck’n hot!” His chest swelled as his breathing started to quicken. “I’ve always wanted to fuck this ass ever since we met!”

He spat between the deep gorge of her ass as he shoved his cock up, coating his length in his spit. The tip of his cock glistened in the firelight as he drew it back down slowly, pushing firmly against her tightly clenched asshole.

Emma gasped as the fat glans of his cock pushed against her. Her fingers still, slowly, working her clit.

“Then what are you waiting for?” She softly grunted as she pushed back against his cock. Her tight asshole relaxed and then quickly flexed several times before it finally gave in to his immense pressure.

She let out a deep gasp as her eyes shut tightly. Her body shuddered slightly as her mouth gaped open in a silent scream. Searing, pleasurable pain shot through her as her tight hole was being stretched around the flared head of his cock.

Sam spat again along the slowly disappearing tip of his cock. He used the thumb of his left hand to coat his veined length in his spit as he tightly gripped and helped drive his cock into her with his right hand. His breathing was deep and quick as he watched her tight asshole slowly start to swallow his cock deep into her bowels.

“Oh…fuck!” She sighed as several inches filled her. Controlling her breathing, she tried to relax and take more of him deeper inside.

With just over half of his cock tightly held in her ass, Sam took hold of her hips with both hands. He held her steady as he began to slowly pull himself back out. The ring of her ass puckered slightly as he moved back, attempting to draw him back in.

As her asshole started to open wider around the head of his cock, he thrust himself back in with one long, slow thrust as he pulled her ass back against him. His balls slapped against her pussy.

He let out a deep moan that seemed to be drawn from his tightly held cock deep inside her ass.

Emma rolled her aching clit under her fingers in small circles. As she held his cock inside her, she started to roll her hips in small circles that countered the motions of her fingers.

Sam watched his cock, impaled deeply between her full ass, twist around. The motion of her tight gyrations caused her ass to slightly pull off his cock before driving him back in. Another deep grunt escaped from deep within him as her ass slowly milked his cock.

It was more than Sam could withstand. He started to fuck her. Fuck her hard.

He gripped her hips in his hands and pulled her off him slightly before he drove back in. Starting with short motions in and out, driving his full length deep within her, he slowly started to pull out further before ramming back in. With each thrust, he plowed into her ass. Quivering ripples rolled along her round ass as her body slammed forward repeatedly.

Emma did all she could to brace herself as he pummeled her. She lay, knees splayed beneath her hips, with her ass jutting up behind her while her chest lay against the towel. One side of her face pressed against her left forearm. Her left hand clenched into a tighter and tighter fist, while her right hand jacked along her clit.

Sam drew his eyes up and across to his wife. As he fucked Emma, he watched his wife, Tory, get fucked by John.

Tory lay on her back. Her legs together and held straight above her, she formed a tight “L” shape.

John held both her legs together in one of his large hands that easily wrapped around both her ankles. He followed her shapely legs down as they rounded over her hips and slightly upturned ass. And he admired the swollen lips of her pussy that puckered up between her thighs.

He fucked her hard but didn’t cum yet. He slowly ran the fist of his other hand along his thick cock as he admired her raw, wet pussy. Her juice coated her thighs and poured out along her rounded ass and down between the tight fold leading to her ass.

“That is the tightest…sweetest pussy I’ve ever seen,” he said as he slapped the head of his cock repeatedly against her pussy.

Tory tried to push her hips up against his cock as he slapped her with it.

“Fuck me and fill my fucking pussy with your cum! I want to feel all your hot cum inside me,” Tory desperately begged.

John grunted and plowed the folds of her pussy with his cock up along her slit to her protruding clit.

She moaned as she again tried to jut her hips up and have his thick cock driven deep into her.

He brought her legs up against his chest and kissed the outside of one of her calves. He gently bit her here and there as his lips and tongue laced kisses in between. He released his cock from his other hand and now massaged her round thigh and soft ass. With his cock nestled just atop her full, pouting pussy, he teased her with gentle thrusts of his veined girth along her slit.

As he pulled his cock down after several strokes, he felt the large head of his cock part the velvet lips of her opening. Then drove it in.

John pulled her legs together along his torso, both of her ankles over his left shoulder, in a tight embrace as he thrust deep into her.

“Fuck!” she screamed, feeling him again spread her tight pussy wide with his massive cock.

Within a few strokes, John worked his rhythm up to a savage onslaught. His hips slammed again and again against her as her breasts chaotically oscillated atop her chest. Her juice flowed profusely as he bore down on her.

Tory came again quickly. Her breath caught in her chest as her head thrashed back and forth, and her hands flung out to either side, attempting to grasp something but only finding sand.

THWACK…THWACK…THWACK

The sloppy wet sound of his cock driving into her and their skin slapping against each other seemed to echo in the night.

“Fuck yes! Yes!” he grunted between gritted teeth as Tory squirted against his unceasing fucking. Her juice shot up between his stomach and her legs pressed against him. It shot out to either side as his hips bored into her. He felt her pussy spasm along his cock. Felt her hips buck uncontrollably against him. But he didn’t stop. He fucked her harder.

He gripped one of her breasts tightly in his right hand. Her ample flesh continued to thrash about from his powerful thrusts.

John felt his balls tighten and the immense pressure build.

In her euphoric state, as wave after wave of pleasure rolled over her, Tory felt John's cock swell. She felt his rhythm hesitate for only a fraction of a second as he was getting ready to cum. Impossibly, she felt another surge within herself and knew she was going to cum, again, as well.

She cracked her eyes open and attempted to look across the sand at her husband as he fucked Emma. Tory could see his jaw flex, his lips pull back from gritted teeth as he slammed into Emma’s ass. He was going to cum.

She felt her orgasm again peak within her. Her back arched off the towel as her body convulsed under John. She screamed out in pleasure as she felt John shoot one tremendous rope after another into her.

As wave after wave of her orgasm rolled over her, she fought to keep her eyes open and watch her husband cum in Emma’s ass.

And he did.

Sam, in one final powerful thrust, slammed his cock as deep as he could in Emma’s ass as he let loose a torrent of cum.

Emma’s thighs shook uncontrollably as she came. Her ass, quickly filling with his hot cum, squeezed along his length, milking him for every drop.

Sam found himself lying next to Emma. He wasn’t sure how long they had been lying like that. He lifted his head and looked around. The bonfire was dying down. A cool fog was rolling in.

His eyes then found his wife, looking across at him under tired, heavy eyelids.

They exchanged a loving smile.

“I love you,” he mouthed.

“I love you too,” she replied.


AUTHOR’S NOTE

Thank you so much for reading A Bonfire of Lust.

I hope Tory and Sam’s anniversary night on the beach—with all that building heat, shared fantasies, and wild, no-holds-barred passion—left you breathless, turned on, and maybe a little envious of their fiery adventure. Please take thirty seconds to drop an honest review on Amazon. Your words really do make a huge difference. They help other readers find the book and let me know what you loved (or what you’d like to see next). Just click the link below and share your thoughts—I’d be incredibly grateful.

[image: ]

And if you’re hooked on stories like this—full of tension, lust, and that rush of forbidden release—I’d love to have you along for the next one. Follow me for updates on new releases, exclusive teasers, and more pulse-pounding tales that don’t hold back. Click the link below to stay connected.

[image: ]

Thanks again for spending your time with me around the bonfire. Here’s to more heat, more tension, and more erotica.

Until next time,

Rick Belgrin
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