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Chapter 1

The camping
We arrived at the campsite around two o’clock in the afternoon, it was very hot and the trip had been quite long. I was looking forward to leave the RV parked for a few days. And thus enjoy those facilities of which we had read such good reviews.
Luckily, we were the only ones arriving at that time, but the look we got from the sweaty receptionist was a bit intimidating. Across the doorway and into another small room I saw a sandwich already nibbled. We had interrupted his lunch break and he “very kindly” gave us the number where we were to leave the RV for the three-night stay.
I entered the campsite and parked where the receptionist had told us. Right away our little six-year-old came out to run around the lawn, which was very well kept, and my wife Martha and I took out the sandwiches we had prepared for lunch on the first day.
“It’s so hot out here!” my wife exclaimed as she set up a table and three chairs.
“Let me set the table.”
“Thank you, I’m going to change to be more comfortable.”
I finished setting the plates and while Martha was leaving, I made a small salad with lettuce, tomato and onion.
“Brian, come and eat, we’ll go to the pool later, I heard it’s great.”
I didn’t have to repeat it twice, the little one was eager to take a dip and apparently so was my wife, who already came out of the RV changed with a red bikini that must have been new, because I hadn’t seen it. At the bottom she had tied a sarong to hide her hips and put her hair in a ponytail, which gave her a more youthful look.
Martha looked more stunning than ever at 29, with her boyish face, 5’7” height and perfect tits, she was very attractive. I was ten years older than my wife and the age difference showed. I hardly had time or desire for physical exercise, unlike Martha, who, thanks to her nursing shifts at the hospital, managed her time off very well to walk at least an hour a day and go swimming four times a week. She had the same body she had in college and even had her belly button pierced again.
As I was saying, Martha was really beautiful. She was outgoing, active, friendly and full of vitality, a complete earthquake. She sat at the table unwrapping Brian’s sandwich and I stared at her tits, as if I had never seen them before.
“You look great in that bikini.”
“Come on, don’t be silly.”
“Is it new?”
“Yes, I bought a couple of them on the internet and a swimsuit to cover this tummy,” said Martha, caressing her flat belly.
“Tummy? What tummy?” said I, patting my belly. “Now this is a great tummy.”
And then the neighbors showed up, in my haste I hadn’t noticed the RV next door. They had everything very well set up, an awning with a table and four chairs, a small clothesline and they had even installed a hammock with a support that was anchored to the front of the vehicle.
“Hello, how are you?” they greeted us effusively, “How nice, we have new neighbors!”
They were an older couple, about 55-60 years old, he with gray hair and an incipient belly was a man of the world, he had a towel wrapped around his neck and was carrying two beach chairs and an umbrella. The woman who accompanied him seemed more discreet; she was a brunette who in her younger years had to be a real beauty. She was wearing a very low-cut beach dress, with breasts not as generous as Martha’s, but she lacked little.
“Enjoy!” he said.
“The dessert is ready, want a slice of melon?” I offered them.
“No thanks, we haven’t eaten yet, we like to take advantage of the mornings to go down to the beach. Wow! The RV is very nice,” said the man standing next to us. It’s a Pilote Pacific 600P, I was thinking of buying one a couple of years ago, I wanted something like that, smaller for the two of us, but Carmen told me that with the one we have we didn’t need any more.
“Yours is really impressive!” my wife exclaimed.
“We travel a lot, we’ve been all over United States and most of Canada, we love this kind of tourism.”
“For us it’s our first trip, we’ve always been looking forward to having one,” I affirmed.
“I see, you can tell it’s brand new. By the way, I’m Matthias and this is Carmen,” he said, stretching out his arm to shake my hand.
We stood up and I returned his greeting by saying my name. Next, Matthias put a hand on my wife’s naked waist to give her two kisses, while she said hers.
I didn’t want to give it any importance, I interpreted it as a relaxed gesture within the atmosphere in which we were, I did the same with his companion and also gave Carmen two kisses, but without touching her.
“Nice to meet you, Martha. Let’s see if I remember, I’m very bad at names, Marcos and Martha, I think I’ll remember, they both start with the same letter as mine,” said Matthias. “And what’s this little guy’s name?”
“It’s Brian,” answered Martha, “Say hello to these two gentlemen, sweetheart.”
“Let him be, he seems very shy. And don’t call us gentlemen, it makes us older,” joked Matthias when he saw that our son wasn’t saying anything.
“Yeah, sure, very mousy… you’ll see when he relaxes, you’ll have to stop him,” said Martha. “Look, he’s already invaded your space, I’m sorry.”
In a quick gesture she got up to put things away, in her haste we didn’t even notice that Brian had left a ball and the bicycle lying in what was supposed to be Matthias and Carmen’s area.
“Don’t worry, don’t even think about picking that up, you can use whatever you want,” said the neighbor.
“Well, that hammock looks great, there is nothing I like more than a cold beer and sleeping in the outdoors” my wife answered him.
“You can use it whenever you want, and we can also help you with the beer, we have a good load of it,” exclaimed Matthias. “Right now I was going to get one for an aperitif before lunch, it doesn’t matter if it’s late, we’re in no hurry here, do you want one too, Marcos?”
“No, I don’t drink alcohol.”
“Well, a soft drink or a juice, it’s too hot.”
“No, no thanks. No, I really don’t, we just ate and I don’t have any appetite.”
“As you wish.”
It didn’t take Matthias long to get out of his RV with three beers that he left resting on the table and he took an opener from his shoulder strap, which he carried around his waist, to remove the cap with surprising ease. Then he gave a bottle to Carmen and another to my wife.
“Well, I’ll have one, thank you very much,” said Martha.
And while he handed her the bottle, Matthias stared shamelessly at my wife’s impressive tits, which, stuffed in that little red bikini, seemed even bigger as she stood in front of him.
“Mmm, how delicious!” said Matthias without taking his eyes off my wife after taking a sip of his beer. “So wet, so rich.”
That sentence had a double meaning. First the greeting by putting his hand on her waist and now that exclamation that he left in the air, even adding the “so wet, so rich” expression, I don’t know if it was my imagination or if I was making an absurd movie of jealousy.
Then I looked at Carmen who smiled complicitly, shaking her head, as if she was already used to her husband’s “wanderings”.




Chapter 2

The neighbors
The last week had been chaotic, it was our first trip with the RV and despite wanting it very much it was still a headache to organize everything at the same time that you were settling the pending issues at work. My three-week vacation seemed like an eternity to my boss and if I wanted to ensure some peace of mind, I had to leave everything tied up and served on a platter. I didn’t feel like putting out absurd fires in the middle of my days off.
I checked my to-do and “just in case” list about twenty times before leaving, I checked off each item on the list with a tick, not forgetting to close all possible stopcocks and avoid a possible catastrophe during our three days of absence.
Marcos and the boy were already waiting for me with their seat belts on while I took a last look and made sure to lock the door with a double turn of the key. Their faces reflected the excitement of the adventure that was about to begin, while mine reflected the stress of having been organizing things for two hours straight.
I got into the RV, looked at infinity with a sigh and promised myself to take a break. The stress stayed in the city; those days were to enjoy.
The trip was quiet and, despite the receptionist’s appearance, the campsite met my expectations. A work colleague of Marcos had spoken wonders of its facilities, but I am one of those people who need to see to believe. I looked at many more options, made an exhaustive comparison of the campsites in the area and in the end, I gave my arm to twist, taking the recommendation as good. I had to admit that, just this once, Marcos was right and that was an excellent place to spend the next few days.
When I arrived, it was almost time to eat, while the child was running around inspecting the new space, I started to prepare the table. It didn’t take Marcos two seconds to suggest that I go and change after my complaints about the sultry heat of that coastal town. He wasn’t perfect, but he knew how to act with me so that everything would be fine. It had been almost ten years of relationship, with its ups and downs, but I was happy with what we had built together.
I rummaged through my suitcase looking for one of my new bikinis. I had a hard time finding them, they all had something that didn’t convince me. After pregnancy my body had changed and I still didn’t fit into it.
I liked the image that the mirror gave me back, but my new hips after maternity did not fit the standards sold in the stores and made it difficult to find an outfit that fit me well. My chest didn’t make it easy either, always above average was my lethal weapon. A good neckline, sensual and imposing was the perfect complement to my personality.
I decided on the red outfit, it had a Caribbean feel that stood out with my skin tone. Sunbathing daily in the community pool while the boy played with his friends had taken its toll. I tied a sarong around my waist, for the sake of not being almost naked while we ate, I was not used to expose myself in a shared space with so many people, and I went out to the porch.
Marcos had everything ready, we sat down to eat and enjoyed our first moments in that space. It was not bad at all.
After a while the neighbors arrived, a married couple in their sixties. He had a broad smile on his face when he saw us. He crossed a few words with Marcos, I find it a little more difficult to make conversation with strangers, but we complement each other very well.
She, on the other hand, didn’t seem to be as impulsive as her husband. I looked her over and over again, she was very well preserved for her age. She moved her hands a lot when she talked and her loud laughter was contagious. They were one of those couples that make you feel comfortable without hardly knowing them, we had been lucky with our neighbors. I could cross that off my list of worries.
I lost my attention for a second and Brian was invading with his toys the couple’s plot, it made me uncomfortable to bother someone, I always tried to keep everything in its place. I started to pick up the little one’s things when Matthias, our nice neighbor, with his natural self-confidence dissuaded me.
Without realizing it, I was accepting a cold beer and laughing like a fool, that man had a mixture that made me shy away and attracted me at the same time. He kept staring at my boobs and took the confidence to put his hand on my waist as he introduced himself with two kisses, but for some reason it didn’t bother me.
Well, actually I do know why, I’ve always been attracted to confident men. Especially when I imagine them fulfilling my fantasies. It happens to me with my boss too. I smiled thinking about it while Matthias toasted with me, taking a long drink of his beer without taking his eyes off my nipples, which had become hard from the cold of the drink and were showing through the thin fabric.




Chapter 3

At the pool
As I put on my swimsuit inside the RV, I kept thinking about what had just happened. I had been very annoyed by the scene of Martha sharing a beer with Matthias, they were shamelessly fooling around in front of me, and what fucked me the most was that stupid giggle of my wife’s while the old man was looking at her tits without a haircut.
When I left Martha was putting sunscreen on the child and the neighbor couple was eating at a small table without losing detail of what we were doing. Then my wife passed me the bottle of cream and told me to spray it on his back. While spreading the protection, I crossed my eyes with Matthias, who was about ten meters away, it was a strange sensation to touch my wife’s body and feel the eyes of that man fixed on us.
“Put on a lot of sunscreen, because the heat in the pool is very hot,” he warned us.
We left them eating and said goodbye to them, it took us a few minutes to get to one of the two swimming pools that the campsite had. Brian was eager to get into the water and Martha lay down on the grass with her sunglasses on while I bathed with the boy. For a while I forgot about the neighbor, but at about seven in the evening they showed up.
Matthias was wearing blue Bermuda shorts and a Hawaiian shirt open all the way showing his gray chest. They greeted us politely and sat down next to us.
“So, the little one is having a good time?” Carmen asked us.
“He’s delighted, it’s hard to get him out of the water, especially with the heat today.”
“Tomorrow and the day after it will be even hotter,” said Matthias.
Brian got up from the towel and told us he wanted to go back in the bath.
“Come on, Marcos, please go in, I don’t want to get in again,” Martha asked me.
So, it was my turn to go back into the pool with the boy, I didn’t really mind, in fact, I also really liked soaking in the pool, but I really didn’t feel like leaving my wife alone with the neighbors, especially with Matthias.
I had just got into the towel and while I was putting on our son’s swimming goggles, I heard the neighbor.
“I’m going to order a beer at the pool bar. Would you girls like one?”
“No, I don’t,” Carmen answered.
“Oh yes, sure, I’ll have that beer,” my wife answered quickly as she took off her sunglasses and stood up.
“If you want, I’ll bring it here, you don’t have to come,” said Matthias.
“It’s all right, so I can move around a little bit, I’ve been here all afternoon with this sun....”
And as I entered the water with the child, I saw how my wife sat on a high stool at the pool’s beach bar with Matthias. I tried to control my jealousy; it was completely unfounded? I had to calm down, Martha was just having a beer with a nice man who could be her father, because of his age. But every time I looked at them, she was nodding very interested in the stories that Matthias was telling her, even one of the times my wife started to laugh out loud and even touched his arm while she was telling him:
“Oh my God! Ha, ha, ha, ha. So funny! I really don’t believe it.”
What I was missing, my wife putting her arm on that man, it was enough to see how Matthias enjoyed Martha’s tits that swayed uncontrollably every time she laughed.
Half an hour later I got out of the water, I wanted to go back to the RV, take a shower, have dinner and go to bed early. I was very tired from the trip and the suffocating heat, but Martha had other plans.
“Carmen and Matthias invited us to have dinner with them. What do you think? A good hamburger for Brian.”
“Yes, yummy!” exclaimed the boy.
I don’t know why, that didn’t surprise me, in fact, I was imagining it. It wasn’t that I wasn’t very sociable or that I didn’t like the neighbors, but I wanted to spend a family vacation, alone with my wife and the little one. And it was at that moment that I began to resign myself.
Matthias and Carmen were not going to leave our side during the three days we were going to be at the campsite.




Chapter 4

The dinner
After the pool I went into the showers of the campsite, I needed to relax from the day I had had. I couldn’t stop thinking about Martha and Matthias, I could see them all the time in my head, at the beach bar by the pool, together, laughing, touching each other while having a beer as if they were lifelong friends.
Honestly, I had never minded other men looking at my wife, in fact, I liked it when they did it, Martha used to do topless on the beach or wear nice necklines when she dressed to show off her generous breasts. Most guys noticed her and it was normal. Although he was used to that kind of thing, he didn’t understand the jealousy he had with Matthias. He was still a man twenty years older than me, but I was annoyed by his leering at her and how Martha played along with him.
I arrived at the RV and got dressed until my wife and the boy came back, who had gone to take a shower as well.
“And who’s idea was it to have dinner together with the neighbors?” I asked Martha.
“I don’t know, we were talking and it came up, why did you say that? Did it bother you?”
“No, but it seems we’re not going to get rid of them for three days.”
“Well, don’t get angry.”
“I don’t know, I just don’t like that guy.”
“Who? Matthias? But he’s really nice. I had such a fun time with him at the pool this afternoon! He was telling me about every adventure he had when he was working...
“Yeah, I could see you were laughing a lot.”
“Come on, stop messing around! Are you going to be jealous now? Ha, ha, ha, ha, this is the last straw.”
“I’m not jealous of that old man.”
“Well, it doesn’t seem so,” said Martha sitting on my legs. “Don’t be silly, in a camping it’s normal to relate a little bit with the people next to you, you’ll have to get used to it if we’re going to make many trips in the RV.”
“Yeah, but we’ve also been with them at the pool and now we’re having dinner together.”
“Tomorrow we’ll go down to the beach by ourselves, you see, problem solved, besides I feel like doing topless so I don’t get too much of a mark, in the pool there were a couple of tourists without the top, but it didn’t seem appropriate” she told me affectionately. “Go on, get the kid dressed while I get ready.”
Martha started to comb her hair in front of the mirror and I dressed Brian in a minute. The little boy was eager to go out on the lawn that served as a playground. While he was playing, I sat for a while closing my eyes, doing nothing, just enjoying nature and the fresh air. It didn’t take long for my wife to come out with the Kindle in her hand.
I jumped up from my chair to take a good look at her, what was that she was wearing? She was wearing mini jean shorts with the fabric of the pockets peeking out from underneath, some pool sandals and on top of that a white full body swimsuit with her generous tits bulging out on both sides. Her hair was loose and wet, which made her even more attractive.
Was she really going to have dinner like that with the neighbors? With Matthias? I didn’t even want to imagine how that guy was going to look at my wife when he saw her dressed like that.
Martha noticed that I was about to say something to him, but in the end I didn’t, I didn’t want him to make fun of me again at the expense of my jealousy.
“Is something wrong with you?” she asked me.
“No, no.”
And with all the tranquility in the world he turned on his e-book and started reading, waiting for the neighbors to return from the pool.
It didn’t take long for both of them to appear, the first thing Matthias did was to take off the sunglasses he was wearing to take a good look at my wife. He didn’t believe that Martha was dressed like that either.
“You’re ready, I’ll get the grill out right away to make the hamburgers, the little one is going to love them,” he said smiling.
In less than two minutes he was getting out of his RV with a portable grill, he was dressed the same way as in the pool, with his Hawaiian shirt open and he had put on a pair of denim shorts. Martha got up from her chair and offered to help him.
“Don’t worry, I’ll manage. By the way, you look very pretty.”
“Thank you,” said my wife, blushing like a 15-year-old girl. “Well, I’ll set the table then.”
Some time later Carmen came out, she sat next to me watching her husband cooking and Martha getting everything ready for dinner. Matthias approached his companion and bent down, kissing her cheek.
“Do you feel like having a drink, honey?”
“No, I’m fine.”
“Well, the table is ready,” said Martha approaching the grill. Come on, Brian, sit down for dinner.
Carmen looked calmly at Matthias and my wife how they were talking, it was obvious that she was not bothered at all by his behavior, she was more than used to it. That man looked like he had been a very womanizing man, and he still was. Martha posed with him, pretended to be interesting, touched her wet hair in front of him, and even blushed every time he complimented her.
I didn’t understand why my wife was behaving like that.
During dinner I had to endure Matthias’ constant glances at Martha’s cleavage, I say cleavage, to say the least, because that bathing suit looked two sizes too small and her tits were showing everywhere. They were like two balloons about to burst under the fabric of the tiny swimsuit. After dinner we had a beer with them and even a shot. I was getting more and more serious and couldn’t wait to go to sleep.
“Are you all right? You’re not saying anything,” Matthias asked me.
“Yes, yes, I’m just tired from the trip, I’m going to go to bed now, otherwise tomorrow the little one will be unbearable if he doesn’t rest,” I said getting up and taking Brian in my arms, the poor thing was half asleep in a chair watching YouTube videos.
Martha also got up and we said goodbye to the neighbors until the next day. As soon as we got into the RV and put the baby to bed, my wife gave me a little scolding.
“Why are you so rude?”
“I’m not rude, stop asking me, I’m tired and that’s it.”
“Stop acting like a fool with that jealousy,” said Martha, taking off her shorts and swimsuit and standing naked in front of me.
She put on a panties and a T-shirt and lay down to sleep next to me.
“Let’s see how we spend our first night on this mattress and don’t get angry,” said Martha. I don’t want to have a bad memory,” and she hugged me from behind.
We hadn’t even been lying down for ten minutes when we started to hear moaning.
“Well, someone’s fucking,” I said.
“Well, I think it sounds like them, ha, ha, ha, ha.”
“Really?” I exclaimed, getting up on the bed.
“Let it go, go to sleep.”
I got up and slowly opened the door, as Martha had said, the moans were coming from our neighbors’ RV. Carmen was screaming louder and louder and I could hear the bed creaking to the rhythm of the onslaught. Martha stood beside me laughing on my shoulder without saying anything.
“Just what I needed to end the day,” I protested resignedly.




Chapter 5

The first night
What is it about other people’s moans that I have always found so morbid? Marcos continued with that attitude like a kid pissed off against the world and jealous of a man who was only nice to me.
That attitude annoyed me enormously and I accentuated my gestures and giggles with Matthias to make him rage a little more, to see if that would take away his foolishness. What’s more, he was the one who was provoking my approach with his pouting and bad faces.I didn’t feel like a vacation with someone next to me looking like a bore all day long.
Sometimes it seemed like he didn’t know me, after months of stress at work the only thing I wanted was to disconnect and have a good time. What was wrong with giving the “old man” a chance?
I kept thinking while I listened to the neighbors in the background. They had been like that for more than fifteen minutes already, Matthias was really hanging in there.
I started to imagine what position they would practice and to draw in my mind very dirty scenes, I had an overflowing creativity and it was accentuated by the morbid feeling of being locked up in that small room.
I curled up on Marcos’ back, his breathing was deep and calm, he was almost asleep, but my body was asking for war.
I made sure that the kid was still sleeping solidly on the other side of the RV and I closed the opaque curtain that surrounded our bed. I slipped a hand down Marcos’ torso and down to his cock, it was as asleep as he was. I felt like letting off some steam, but waking him up after the day we’d had was not going to be a good idea.
I rummaged through my drawer for my cell phone, put it on silent and searched my favorite site for a video to accompany me on that first night in the RV. I looked in the mature section, I didn’t usually go there, but everything that had happened had awakened a new interest in me.
With the only light of my cell phone screen and in absolute silence I slipped a hand under my panties. Just listening to the revelry of my neighbors I was already wet, I stroked gently over my pussy lips, slipped my index and middle finger in search of my clitoris to stimulate it with small circles. I stifled the sigh that provoked the electricity that came from my crotch. I rested the cell phone on my tits and with my free hand I made circles on my right nipple, increased the rhythm of the left one between my legs and plunged both fingers into me.
Before my eyes the man in that video was fucking a young girl in doggy style, in my mind was Matthias. I wasn’t particularly attracted to him, but I couldn’t get him out of my mind. In a few minutes the intensity of the orgasm spread through my body, all my muscles tensed and I silently abandoned myself to the tide of pleasure.
I took a breath, put my cell phone on the shelf and turned around. Sleep was not long in coming.




Chapter 6

At the beach
That morning I woke up with a terrible pain in my neck, maybe from some bad gesture in the pool or from the bad posture in bed watching the video from the night before. I don’t know what it was, but I couldn’t turn my head to the left.
So, I took a hot shower, trying to get the jet to hit the back of my neck and shoulders to relax the area, but I didn’t notice much improvement. When we got out of the RV, Marcos had taken care of preparing breakfast and Brian was already running around in his bathing suit and with the milk around his mouth.
“How are you? Any better?” asked Marcos when he saw me leaving, turning my neck in small circles.
“Not much, I must have made a bad gesture yesterday.”
“If you want, I’ll go to the pharmacy to get some cream.”
“No need, let’s go to the beach, the sea cures everything,” I answered, taking a bite of a muffin. If he wanted to make up for the previous day, he was not going to get it with little attentions.
We took everything we needed and went to the beach, following the promenade in just five minutes we were stepping on the sand. Before leaving the plot, I took a last look at the neighbors’ RV, they had everything closed and it was after nine o’clock. Maybe they were still sleeping after last night’s session.
While Marcos was taking a bath with the child, I took the opportunity to make myself comfortable on the floor, making room for my tits in the sand. I read a couple of Chapters from my new book, hiding under my huge beach hat. It had me completely caught up.
I looked to the sides and saw no one I knew, I took off my bikini top, I had been looking forward to it ever since I had stepped on the beach. I put the garment in the bag and felt the touch of the towel on my nipples. I loved that combination along with the sun on my back and the sound of the waves in the background, I couldn’t ask for more from that day at the beach.
Brian came running to show me the shells he had collected on the shore, he splashed me with water and sand, a detail that makes me mad, but I ignored it because of the illusion in his gesture. I sat up to admire his find and felt the whiplash on the back of my neck again.
I decided to take a bath and the little one joined me; he was taking advantage of the opportunity. Marcos kept an eye on things. He was not very talkative, it seemed that we were avoiding each other, I felt a little bad about everything that had happened, it was our first escapade and we were not enjoying it as a couple. As I bathed with the boy, I thought about how I could fix the situation between us and cheer him up a bit, I came up with a couple of good ideas.
As I got back to the towel, as I got closer and could see better, I realized that Marcos was talking to someone. It was Carmen and Matthias. For a second I thought about turning around and going back to the water, I didn’t want to stand there in front of them with my tits out. Too late, Carmen saw me from afar and raised her arm waving at me, a gesture that made Matthias look in the same direction. There was no turning back now.
I walked over to the towel, crouching down without bending down, just bending my knees so as not to be the center of attention in the conversation. Marcos was going to explode if Matthias continued without taking his eyes off me.
I covered myself with the towel, I thought of the night before masturbating, of the moans of the couple and I felt that Matthias could read my mind. I smiled without intervening very much in the conversation and started to play with the boy, I needed to think clearly.
After the first few minutes of awkwardness and uncomfortable situation I decided to sunbathe face down and read for a while. Marcos was still talking with the couple that settled a few meters away from us. I immersed myself in reading and disconnected, so much so that I turned over and lay on my back without thinking that I was again exposed to the voyeur. I didn’t want to give it more importance, the beach was full of girls doing topless, I was just one more. I even felt a bit smug thinking that my tits could be the protagonists of Matthias and Marcos’ looks and thoughts.
Brian wanted to take another dip, so I put on my bikini top and headed for the shore. Carmen joined me and I took the opportunity to talk to her while the boy splashed in the water.
“If you like topless, you don’t have to cover up for us,” she said suddenly, looking out to sea.
“That was a little weird, I’ve never done it in front of anyone I know and I don’t want to make you uncomfortable.”
“There’s no problem for me, and I assure you there’s no problem for Matthias either,” he added, sliding his sunglasses down his nose so I could see him winking at me.
I didn’t really understand the meaning of that gesture or the background of his comment, if there was one. I just stood silently looking at the boy. That woman exuded a security and an experience that could be breathed being at her side. I thought about what her life would have been like, looked at her out of the corner of my eye and smiled. When I grew up, I wanted to be like Carmen.




Chapter 7

The lounger
When we got to the RV, I was still embarrassed about the situation we had just gone through on the beach. I didn’t mind Martha’s toplessness, although it’s true that she had never done it in front of anyone I knew, and it got on my nerves to see Matthias looking at my wife’s tits without any qualms.
At first, she covered herself with the towel, but the neighbors sat next to us and Martha wanted to continue sunbathing without the top, so she lay on her stomach while I chatted with them. But Martha didn’t last long in that position, the heat was too much and she turned around showing us her tits shamelessly.
Then she even lay down on her stomach again and took the ebook out of the beach bag, she started to read leaning her elbows on the sand, her breasts hanging heavily on the towel and then Matthias asked her:
“What are you reading?”
“Well, The Stranger in the Lifeboat by Mitch Albom, I’ve been told it’s very good, I started it yesterday and I’m liking it a lot.”
“Yes, you’ll love it.”
This Matthias was a box of surprises, now he was also a reader, that’s right, with the excuse of asking my wife that question, he gave her another good going over from top to bottom.
At least Martha had the composure to put on her bikini, before getting back into the water, when our little one called her. With all the tranquility in the world she sat down on the towel, showing us her tits again, and before the attentive gaze of Matthias and the accomplice smile of Carmen she put on her bra.
“Wait, I’ll join you, so I can get my feet a little wet,” said Carmen, leaving me alone with Matthias on the towels.
“How was your first night in the RV?” suddenly she asked me.
“Great, I rested very well and Brian too, Martha woke up with a lot of pain in her cervicals, she must have slept in a bad posture.”
“It happens, you have to buy good mattresses and pillows.”
“No, we have bought good quality ones, but it happens often when we are at home, she has to go to the physio several times a year for the same reason.”
“Well, I’m very good at that,” Matthias told me. If you don’t mind, I’ll take a look at your wife later.
“No, please, it doesn’t matter, there’s no need.”
“You leave Martha in my hands, you won’t regret it,” he added, lowering his sunglasses and looking towards the shore.
Of course, I omitted that conversation to my wife while we were preparing the food, I found incredible the impudence of that guy, I should not have said anything about Martha’s muscular problems. I served it to him on a platter so that he could lay his hands on my wife.
That afternoon at least we ate alone, we left the beach before the neighbors, they were a bit on their own, but with the little one we had to respect their eating schedules.
Almost at four o’clock they came back from the beach, we had already packed up and were resting a little before going to the pool. Martha was resting half asleep in the chair and I was reading a story with the child to keep him quiet. My wife got up when she heard the noise of the neighbors and woke up stretching her arms, then she got the whiplash in her cervicals again.
“Oh, that hurt!”
“Are you all right?” asked Matthias without missing the opportunity, “Marcos told me before that you had slept badly, if you don’t mind I’ll take a look at you later.”
“Ha, ha, ha, ha, you’re all over the place, but there’s no need, thank you very much” my wife answered him.
At least, at that moment she cut a little of the fooling around she was doing with him. Martha stood there not knowing what to do.
“I’m so drowsy! I should take a nap.”
“Well, look, there’s the hammock, didn’t you say you wanted to try it?” Matthias suggested.
“I don’t think that in your condition it would be good for you to lie there,” I interjected.
“You try it, leave your neck straight and relaxed, I really don’t mind if you use it.”
“Are you sure? Maybe you want to lie down later.”
“You can use it while we’re eating, we’ll try not to make any noise,” said Matthias.
And Martha lay down on our neighbors’ deck chair. At least she was dressed with some beach shorts and a white t-shirt, because the old man kept an eye on my wife.
“Mmm, it feels good.”
“I told you.”
It didn’t take her long to fall asleep, and I couldn’t control Brian anymore, who was eager to go to the pool, so twenty minutes later we took a couple of towels and silently, so as not to wake my wife up, we said goodbye to Matthias and Carmen who were eating.
“We are going to the pool,” I said quietly. “If you don’t mind when Martha wakes up, you could tell her?”
“Go on, don’t worry, we’ll go later.....”
And there I left my wife alone. She was sleeping peacefully on Matthias’ deck chair, who was keeping an eye on her.




Chapter 8

Under his hands
A while later, they arrived at the pool. I was bathing with Brian and I signaled them to indicate where I had spread the towels. My wife was accompanied by our neighbors and as soon as they left their things on a hammock, I could see from the water how Martha and Matthias were going back to the beach bar to have another beer.
My wife had changed her bikini and was wearing a black one with bows, with small panties that tied on the sides. Because of the heat she wasn’t wearing anything else and Matthias in front of her must have been binging on her tits while they were having that beer. Like the previous afternoon, they had a few laughs and one of the times I looked at them, Martha made a gesture to me if I wanted to have a drink.
I went out with the boy and we approached the beach bar, I didn’t want to leave them alone any longer, I was getting more and more jealous and angry, I didn’t know why Martha was acting like that. She hadn’t done anything to him, at least not that I could tell.
“Brian wants to eat an ice cream,” I said when we arrived.
“Let’s see, which one would the champion like?” proposed Matthias, taking our son by the hand to show him the ice cream menu.
“The nap is good, isn’t it?” I asked Martha when we were alone.
“Yes, it was great, I really liked the hammock. Maybe I’ll sleep there tonight.”
I looked at her in surprise and she saw my reaction. She had only said it to tease me.
“It was a joke, silly. Just don’t keep on being jealous or I’ll keep on teasing you a little bit,” she said, getting close to my ear so Matthias couldn’t hear it.
“But I haven’t told you anything.”
“It doesn’t matter, you don’t have to, or don’t you think I don’t know you?”
We spent some more time in the pool and around eight o’clock we said goodbye to the neighbors who stayed a little longer lying in the hammocks.
While we were changing for dinner, I kept thinking about what Martha told me. In spite of trying to hide it, she perceived my jealousy and I felt very bad about it, but I could not stand the fooling around with the old man, who was getting more and more confident with my wife,
“If you want, let’s put something for Brian,” I said.
“There’s no need, I’m meeting Matthias for dinner together. You don’t mind, do you?”
“No, no.”
“He says we have to try his famous potato omelette...”
“All right, as you wish.”
At least I had to recognize the generosity of our neighbors, they didn’t mind inviting us constantly, both for food and drink. Once again Matthias prepared dinner for us, this time a juicy potato omelet that was to die for and which our son devoured in five minutes.
When we finished dinner, it was already dark, we sat chatting at the table while the child played in the garden. Matthias poured us some shots on the rocks and we were in our glory once the sun had gone down. Then Martha winced a little as she turned her neck.
“It still hurts? I’ve noticed it before. You can hardly move your head. Don’t worry, we’ll fix that right away.”
Matthias got up like a flash and went into his RV, and soon came out with a bottle of blue anti-inflammatory cream.
“This is very good, come here and sit on my chair which is a little higher, please” he said to my wife while he helped her to get up.
“No, it’s really not necessary.”
“I insist.”
“Let him, he is very good with massages,” said Carmen.
Almost obliged, Martha sat down in front of me, she was wearing a denim skirt and only the black bikini top. We looked at each other in complicity and amazed, not knowing what to do. The scene was curious to say the least. I imagined the view Matthias must have had of my wife’s tits from his position.
He asked her to pull down her bikini straps to leave her shoulders bare and squirted a couple of squirts of cream on them. As the strap slipped off, one of her tits almost popped out, but it didn’t seem to matter much to Martha who closed her eyes when she felt the old man’s hands squeezing and searching for the sore area.
“Mmm, that’s good! There, there it hurts.”




Capitulo 9

The massage
I sat in that chair and felt the cold cream spray on my shoulders when I realized what I was getting myself into. I was facing Marcos while Matthias was touching me. Maybe it wasn’t the most erotic situation of my life, but it was the strangest I had ever experienced with my husband.
I wasn’t doing anything wrong, was I? He was in front of me, watching everything that was going on, and I just let him massage me, like when I went to the physiotherapist. I wanted to convince myself that this situation was not so extraordinary. Besides, I was already sitting there with Matthias’ expert hands on me, there was no turning back, I just had to enjoy the massage.
His hands were big and strong, in a few strokes he covered my neck and shoulders. I have always been very fetishistic of male hands and even more so when they know where to touch. He slid them thanks to the cream with great ease, sometimes he grabbed my neck and without being able to avoid it that made me horny. I imagined him grabbing me by the hair and ramming me.
Why was I thinking about that? He was just giving me a massage for a cervical pain; it was nothing sexual. Matthias for his age could be my father, he was very well preserved and had an attractiveness that I had not perceived in any other man of his age. Maybe it was the eroticism of maturity and experience, it couldn’t be anything else, that or I was going crazy.
I lowered my head and let myself be carried away by the sensations, so much so that at some point the strap of my bikini slipped uncovering more than expected. I felt his firm, warm palms on my body, I wished he would run them down my collarbones until he reached my tits, just thinking about it turned me on, I knew it wasn’t going to happen, but those uncontrollable thoughts made me wet my underwear.
The mixture of the relaxing pleasure from the massage and how that man was touching me was bringing me closer to orgasm, I wasn’t going to get to that point, but staying in the limbo of those previous moments was almost better. I didn’t want him to stop, I could melt with the swaying of his hands. I wanted them all over my body. I had to control myself not to let out a loud moan.
When Matthias finished the massage, I was so horny I could have done anything crazy. We went back to the RV, it was late, but I needed to get my horniness out of my system.




Chapter 10

Turning on
Jealousy multiplied by a thousand, but not only that feeling invaded me. I had been deeply disturbed watching Matthias groping my wife. Martha was so relaxed that a couple of times her bikini came off showing us without shame one of her incredible tits.
And the worst thing was the hard-on that the old man had under his shorts when he finished the massage, both Martha and I noticed it when we said goodbye.
We didn’t say anything to each other inside the RV, trying not to mention what had just happened, as if we were ashamed of it. We put the child to bed, who had already been asleep for a while, and I hugged Martha to her back.
Then she reached back and caressed my package. I was very surprised that she did that, I thought we weren’t going to have any sex those days. She closed the curtain to give us more privacy and pulled down her panties herself, pulling her ass back when she checked that my cock was already waiting for it hard.
I reached under her shirt and caressed her naked breasts, they were hot, swollen and firm. Martha moaned at the contact of my hands on her skin. She pulled my cock out and settled it between her legs making me penetrate her.
Martha’s pussy was dripping wet. I had rarely seen my wife so excited, no doubt the old man’s massage under my nose made her very horny, but she was not the only one who was like that. I was also weird, angry, upset and why not say it, horny.
I was trying not to be like that, but I couldn’t help it, had I really been turned on by seeing that old man touching my wife’s semi-naked body?
I could hardly think, Martha was throwing her ass back looking for my body and my cock was going in and out of her soaking wet pussy with ease. I bit her shoulder and suddenly the smell of anti-inflammatory cream hit me, then it dawned on me that a few minutes earlier the old man had had his hands on those shoulders and that made me even more beside myself.
Martha was trying to stifle her moans, but it was getting harder and harder to do so, we were fucking sideways and again I bit her near the neck. My mouth tasted like cream and my cock trembled in a spasm of pleasure. My wife didn’t stop moving and it was she who was keeping the rhythm of the fucking.
It couldn’t be, barely two minutes later and I was about to cum. It had never happened to me before, I held Martha by the hips trying to slow down the pace, but she was doing her thing, concentrating on reaching orgasm. She was throwing her ass against my body in sweeping motions and dry strokes.
Then it all slipped out of me, a powerful and pleasurable cum inside Martha. I was resisting, I didn’t want to come like that, but I guess so much accumulated tension of the last two days made me explode like a teenager. My wife kept moving until my cock lost its hardness and came out of her pussy.
“Fuck!” exclaimed Martha trying to grab my cock to put it back inside her.
Then she realized that there was cum everywhere and that my hot cum was running out of her pussy.
“Are you done?” she asked, knowing the answer.
“Yes, sorry, I don’t know what happened to me. Fuck, I’m sorry.”
“It’s all right, I didn’t even realize you.... Phew, that was really good.”
“Do you want me to...?”
“No, don’t worry, let’s go to sleep,” said Martha pulling up her panties and cuddling up to me again.




Chapter 11

Back on the beach
That morning at the beach was not like the previous one. Something had changed, maybe it was just me, but it was clear that that vacation had opened my mind in an incredible way.
I chose a new bikini for that day; I knew beforehand that we would meet there with our neighbors and I dressed with all the intention in the world. I didn’t want to think too much about what I was doing, in fact, I didn’t want to think about why I was doing it, but I felt like it and I was going to let myself be carried away by those butterflies in my stomach or fire in my crotch that hadn’t stopped growing in the last twenty-four hours.
The night before in the RV with Marcos had been a disaster, I came with all the heat after the massage and ended up not cumming and pissed off. On the other hand, in the morning, after an erotic dream with Matthias in which I gave free rein to my imagination, I was on fire again.
When I got to the beach, I smeared the boy and Marcos with cream and sent them to play on the shore. I knew it wouldn’t be long before the wedding and I wanted to be alone and have the opportunity to play for a while. I was right and in just ten minutes they were with me, already waiting for them in their topless. This time I invited them to share a closer space with us, which Carmen thanked me for because they didn’t bring an umbrella and her migraine needed to be isolated from the sun for a while in ours.
Matthias put his towel next to mine, very close, more than what would be politically correct. As we talked, I pulled out my spray sunscreen. I sprayed it on my legs and began a gentle massage of my skin, in circles from my ankles to my thighs. I kept chatting with him, the subject was banal, but I knew he was keeping an eye on me despite wearing opaque sunglasses.
I continued with the cream, this time around my abdomen, subtly slipping my fingers under my bikini bottoms. From the side, I also ran my hands over my buttocks, leaving no nooks and crannies untouched. It was at that moment that Marcos arrived, lay down on his towel, on the other side of mine and I continued with my ritual. I sprayed my chest with the spray and with my right hand I went over my neck and down to my left tit, massaging it gently to cover it completely. I was making slow movements, seemingly immersed in conversation with Matthias, though in reality focused on what I was touching and how I was caressing it. It was a full-fledged statement of intent.
To finish, I sat with my back to Marcos and asked him to rub the cream on the area I couldn’t reach. I was facing Matthias, who was lying on his side on his towel and didn’t lose any detail of the show I was offering him. Marcos didn’t linger too long; he was watching the boy who was playing with the sand next to him and demanding attention. I proposed to take a bath and only Matthias joined us, claiming to be very hot, maybe as much as I thought.
We approached the shore together letting the waves wet our feet, I took a couple of steps and the slope itself made me unbalanced. Matthias was quick and held me by the waist, my body and especially my tits leaned against him, in an almost embrace. I broke away hastily and thanked him for his reflexes. He just smiled, we got into the water and swam a few meters out to sea.
I didn’t touch the bottom, but he, a little taller than me, still managed to get a footing. It was at that moment when I got a cramp in my calf and again, I needed his support while it passed. Not even expressly made, I’m sure that Matthias was not expecting that bath.
Holding on to him, we moved a few meters until I could stand up. Under the water, Matthias grabbed my leg and tried to massage my calf to relax the muscle. Trying not to lose my balance, I was still clinging to his shoulder. The swell rocked us and with one leg up I ended up rubbing part of my body against his. Feeling the warmth of his skin on my crotch under the water turned me on, so did he because the bulge behind his pants was more than evident.
The situation was getting out of hand, I looked towards the umbrella and Marcos kept an eye on our little games. We got out of the water and went back to the towel, then I saw that Matthias wasn’t the only one who had gotten horny. Was Marcos turned on by seeing me playing with the neighbor? I didn’t know if I liked him or me more.




Chapter 12

Blue-eyed
After lunch we went to the pool, although I didn’t say anything to Martha, I was still ashamed of what had happened that morning on the beach. I didn’t understand how I had gotten a hard-on watching Matthias and my wife come out of the water together with their beautiful tits out in the open. And the worst thing was that Martha had noticed.
She continued her little flirtation with the old neighbor and I was going crazy, I wanted the next day to come in the morning to run away from there and change campsites. In the afternoon, at least, we were alone at the pool, I didn’t have to watch Martha and Matthias having another beer together, although in the evening we had met them for dinner again. It was the farewell.
We hurried until late because it was the last day that we were going to be in the camping, so that Brian could enjoy the swimming pool that he had liked so much and we returned to the RV after taking a shower in the changing rooms. It was almost dark.
Matthias and Carmen were waiting for us with the table ready, where there was a small snack and some skewers that they bought in the supermarket of the campsite to grill them.
We had a great dinner again, and once again we extended the last night with a shot that Matthias prepared for us.
“How was the evening, are you feeling better with your neck?” asked our old neighbor.
“Yes, yes, the truth is phenomenal, I still feel something, but I am already much better, I have never had such a good massage as yours....”
“Ha, ha, ha, ha, you’re not the first one to tell me so, tonight if you want, we’ll do it again and tomorrow you’ll leave here in perfect conditions.”
“Ugh, well, I’d be delighted.”
“You don’t mind, Marcos?” Matthias asked me.
I noticed how they suddenly stared at me waiting for my answer, especially my wife. I didn’t want to look jealous, or possessive, or anything like that, after all, it was just a little massage to relieve Martha’s cervical contracture.
“No, no, no worries” I said, looking like a fool.
Carmen let out a mischievous smile as she took a sip of her shot and Matthias, without saying anything, got into the RV and left immediately with the cream. I’m sure he already had it ready. When he returned, he gave a couple of taps on his chair to indicate to my wife to sit there and she got up without a word. I shifted uncomfortably in my chair as Martha and I, facing each other, looked at each other. I noticed that tingling in my stomach again, just as it had happened to me on the beach just before I got a hard-on.
Martha was wearing a rather short navy-blue miniskirt and on top she had only put on her white bikini top. While Matthias was rubbing cream on her shoulders, he didn’t lose any detail of Martha’s body. He had a privileged view of her legs and especially her tits.
This time he didn’t wait for her to pull down her bikini straps, he did it himself by sliding them down, and my wife had to hold on to her bra or she would have shown us her charms. Then with a smirk Matthias looked at me as he put his hands on her.
As soon as Martha closed her eyes letting out a little moan of pleasure my cock jumped like a spring under the shorts.
“Oh, how nice, I could get used to this every day!” my wife exclaimed.
Suddenly there was silence, we could only hear the little one playing around with his junk, but nothing else, Carmen and I did not lose any detail of the massage that Matthias was giving to my wife. His hands moved vigorously and loosely around her neck and back. He looked like a fucking professional.
“It hurts here, doesn’t it? You can tell it’s much better than yesterday,” he asked Martha.
“Yes, it was there, mmm, that hurts, but you do it wonderfully, with just the right pressure, phew.”
Carmen smiled again and then looked at me, to see how I was doing. I crossed my legs to the other side trying to accommodate the erection I had under my pants, Martha was holding the straps of her swimsuit as she could, but sometimes she forgot to do it because of how relaxed she was and showed us her tits, including her nipples.
Then I realized I wasn’t the only one who had a hard-on. Staring at her cleavage, Matthias again poured a little more cream over Martha’s shoulders and as he moved, I could see the erection he was sporting under his pants. The image was terrible, my wife half naked from the waist up and Matthias with his shirt unbuttoned and an impressive boner as he groped my wife.
Then Martha looked at me, her bra came down again and this time she didn’t bother to put it on, leaving her two tits exposed and I could see on her face how horny she was. Matthias reached forward with one hand and touched her breasts a little without Martha or me saying anything, then continued his massage, moving his hands down her front from time to time. It looked like he was about to grope my wife’s tits in front of me.
Martha looked at me again, the sexual tension was unbreathable. Carmen let herself fall into the chair, crossing her legs and enjoying the scene.
Suddenly Brian came up to where I was to tell me that he was very sleepy and that he wanted to go to bed, Martha did not make the slightest sign of moving and I got up to take the little one to the RV.
Then everyone could see the erection I had under my shorts. Carmen, Matthias and my wife who just opened her eyes staring at my package when I stood up.
I entered the RV, nervous and excited at what was happening. I couldn’t believe I was getting horny watching that old man groping my wife. I put the boy to bed and tried to relax, I stayed with him for a while until he fell asleep. I don’t think it was more than ten minutes, then when I came back out I was stunned. Carmen was still sitting in her chair, but she was alone.
Matthias and my wife had disappeared!
I approached her; I didn’t need to ask her anything. Carmen was ahead of me, reading my thoughts. There was a very dim light on in our neighbors’ RV.
“Let them do what they have to do!” Carmen said to me with all the calmness in the world.
Without hesitation I went to the door of their RV and opened it. I didn’t even ask for permission to enter, I looked out and Martha and Matthias were standing next to the bed eating each other’s mouths while the old man was rubbing my wife’s bare tits, who was only wearing a miniskirt. When he leaned over to eat her neck Martha looked at me and saw me standing there.
In her face I could see the excitement and morbidity that invaded her. She didn’t seem nervous, nor surprised by my presence and my cock throbbed under my pants as she closed her eyes and opened her mouth to sigh in pleasure.
I didn’t want to see any more, defeated I left and sat down at the table next to Carmen.
“And you don’t mind if Matthias...?”
“Honestly no, he can do whatever he wants, besides I was expecting it, as soon as he saw you the first day, he told me very confidently that he was going to sleep with your wife, it’s not the first time.”
“Do you mind if I have a beer here with you? I don’t feel like going to sleep.”
“Not at all, but you’ll hear everything from here.”




Chapter 13

Matthias and me
As soon as Marcos got into our RV, Matthias proposed me to get into his with the excuse of lying down on the bed so he could give me a better massage.
I looked at Carmen and she nodded her head, we didn’t talk, she didn’t say anything else, but I understood the kind of relationship they had. I stood up, Matthias took my hand and I followed him. My heart was beating fast and my breathing was a little agitated. We entered the tiny space and the neighbor motioned for me to lie down. I obeyed without thinking about what I was doing, I lay face down on the bed and he unbuttoned my bikini freeing me from it.
He sat on the edge of the mattress next to me and spread more cream all over my back, he started the massage from my kidneys up my spine to the back of my neck. On the way down he went over the side brushing part of my tits. I could not contain my sighs of pleasure.
I wanted it, I longed to fuck that guy right there. I couldn’t stop thinking about his cock going through me. My mind was racing, but my body remained still on that mattress, letting itself be carried away by the caresses.
He continued down my legs, from my ankle up my inner thigh to my groin. He brushed his lips over my panties and switched legs. I unintentionally arched my back a little, lifting my hips. My body was looking forward to it and he knew it. He took my hand, the one closest to him and brought it to his package. It was much bigger than it looked at first glance, he had it very hard and pressed under the fabric. I ran my palm around it and this time he was the one who let out a sigh.
I sat up and sat on the bed, I looked into his eyes and I didn’t know what to do. I stood up and he did too, grabbing me by the waist he pulled me against him. He moved his hands slowly up my body and with his index finger he drew circles over one of my nipples. I felt a pleasure run through me. I closed my eyes and let myself be carried away by the sensation. I was fighting the desire my body felt, but my mind was off with Marcos.
A noise made me turn my eyes towards the door, there he was looking at us. He didn’t say anything, I saw the same bulge in his pants as that morning on the beach. Matthias jumped on my neck, I sighed and Marcos turned around. It was the signal to give free rein to my desire.
Matthias pulled away for a second and looked me in the eyes, I pushed him gently against the furniture behind him and kissed him passionately while I grabbed his package. Nothing was going to contain the fire I felt inside. A thousand images went through my head, I remembered all those moments when my boss and many others had tried to impose their criteria over mine, now I was in control of the situation and Matthias was going to satisfy my darkest desires.
I grabbed him hard by the crotch and without stopping kissing him I unbuttoned his pants, pulled them and his underpants that fell to the floor. I bent down and with a quick gesture I took his defiant cock into my mouth, all the way in. I caught it with my lips and sucked, going all over it, helping myself with my hand to accompany the movement. Matthias grabbed my head marking the speed. With my free hand I grabbed his balls and massaged them, every now and then I took his cock out of my mouth and licked them to put it all the way back in. I had rarely given a blowjob with such force and passion.
After a few minutes, I got up and took off my skirt to kneel on the bed. I leaned on my elbows, leaving my ass and pussy at Matthias’ mercy. He didn’t hesitate for a second, he started licking me. First over my underwear, then he pulled it aside and ran his tongue over my lips. He started on my clitoris, lingering on it making small circles and then continued to the entrance of my vagina sinking his hard tongue in it. He also moistened my asshole and with his index finger he caressed it on the outside, stimulating it. I held back the orgasm that was about to burst, I wanted the first one to be with his cock inside.
“Fuck me!” I said almost screaming. Matthias smiled when he heard me in that scream drowned by impatience.
“I wanted to play with you some more,” he said giving me a slap that turned me on even more.
“Don’t make me wait,” I answered almost pleading.
“We’ve just started,” he added, sinking his face deeper into me and grabbing my ass with both hands. I couldn’t hold back and exploded in a first orgasm that I’m sure could be heard from outside.
As he calmed down again, Matthias did not stop licking him while masturbating preparing himself for me. I lowered my ass giving him a better angle and standing behind me he put the tip of his cock in my already more than wet pussy. He stuck just the glans in, a couple of centimeters and stood still. I wiggled my pelvis against him, but he stopped me.
“Shh, don’t rush,” he said, holding me by the hips.
That self-control he had was making me very horny, Marcos never made me wait, he gave me everything from the beginning and waiting was a new and very hot feeling. Not having what I wanted right away drove me crazy with desire.
He sank a little deeper and reached up to my hanging tits. He pinched both my nipples and made me go crazy. I took advantage of having my hands occupied and pushed my body slammed against him getting him to sink completely into me. I made circles with my hips to feel it all over the walls, I wanted to fill myself with it. Matthias was on my back; I could feel his body on my skin. He hadn’t let go of my tits and was biting me by the neck.
“You’re very bad, you haven’t been still like I told you.”
“I can still be more,” I answered, moving my hips in deep circles that brought him to the limit in a few seconds.
“If you keep this up I’m going to cum,” he said in a rougher tone grabbing my shoulders and ramming me hard. With each jolt the pleasure multiplied, the sighs became moans that echoed in that small room.
Matthias kept ramming me hard, my body trembled and I needed to hold on to the sheets to anchor myself to the mattress. I loved feeling that vitality and power, his body against mine and his balls bouncing in my pussy.
The thrusts were deeper, when he reached the end, he pushed a little harder making the pleasure expand. My hair was drenched in sweat, he grabbed me by it and pulled gently. As I arched my back, I felt even more of his cock rubbing against my G-spot.
“Don’t stop,” I said, feeling the orgasm growing inside me.
Without answering he complied with my request, fucking me with the perfect rhythm and intensity. Damn! I didn’t expect that “old man” to give me that fuck. The pleasure exploded in me once again, with such intensity that all the muscles in my body tensed in an agitated and long-lasting orgasm. Matthias cummed with the contractions of my vagina and we both fell exhausted on the bed.
Pleasure was still coursing through my soul and my breathing was slowly returning to normal. Lying there next to Matthias I had just had two of the best orgasms of my life.
Once recovered I got dressed and got out of the camper, kissing him goodbye, outside there was only Carmen lying in the hammock. She seemed to be asleep.
I got into our RV looking for a towel to go to the changing rooms to take a shower. Marcos, lying on the bed, turned around and looked at me when he heard me come in. I didn’t know what to say or what to do.
I approached him slowly and sat on the edge of the bed, he pounced on me and kissed me as if he wanted to devour me. He pushed the bikini fabric aside and licked my tits passionately making my nipples hard again, I had never seen him in that attitude. I didn’t have time to react, his hands and tongue were much faster.
“I’m going to take a shower and I’ll be back,” I told him while he was sucking one of my nipples.
“No, come here,” he answered in an imperative tone, unusual for him.
I let myself do it, wanting to see what was behind that dominant attitude. Lying on the bed he almost ripped off my skirt and panties, turned me on my side like the night before and moistened two fingers that he brought closer to my ass. Little by little and while biting me on my neck, one of my weak points, she made her hole with two fingers. We rarely practiced anal sex, it required much more time and attention, but that night we were both impatient.
I grabbed his cock and directed it to my ass, placed it at the entrance and moved slowly. Mark pulled his fingers out, leaving me free to caress my clit with one hand and my tits with the other. I pushed his cock into me, slowly, feeling how it entered me tightly and made room. That mixture of pleasurable pain, that addiction that begs you for more was giving way to pleasure. Only a few minutes before I was fucking with Matthias and now Marcos was sinking into me.
Slowly he was increasing the rhythm becoming wilder than ever. I felt him snorting next to my ear, I dug my nails into his thigh. The orgasm was growing and the waves of pleasure were increasing that fire. Like an electric current it invaded me and I had to bite the pillow to stifle my scream as I felt Marcos’ hot nectar inside me.
After the last jolts we lay still and hugged each other catching our breath. Perhaps that had been the most passionate fuck of our lives.




Chapter 14

The farewell
We spent the morning picking up the kid’s toys scattered all over the plot and packing our bags. We had a few hours ahead of us until we reached our next destination, that had been our first stop on the trip.
Before leaving, we stopped by the neighbors’ RV to say goodbye. We shared some words of affection and memories of the previous nights having dinner together. We didn’t mention anything about what had happened, in fact, Marcos and I hadn’t talked about it yet.
Carmen shared her phone number with me and we promised to meet again someday. Brian had enjoyed the three days we had spent together as never before.
I felt that Marcos was much more relaxed, he put his arm around my waist as we said goodbye and spoke more relaxed and natural. He didn’t seem the same as the previous days, I was happy to see him like that, it made me feel much calmer and enjoy the conversation.
Before we left, Matthias gave me the bottle of cream for my contracture, in case I had any discomfort in the next few days. I thought about the stiffness I felt in my thighs the night before.
“We are here at this time every year, we wait for you next summer,” said Matthias as he waved goodbye. I saw him in the rear-view mirror smiling, with the same smile with which he had invited me to his RV the previous night.




An unexpected surprise

Next, I present you the first pages of Sex escape room.
Alexia and Lola decide to go together to a very famous escape room. But when they get inside, nothing will be as they expect, the Game Master who runs the game will subject them to their most insane fantasies. Will they accept the game? Who is on the other side of the cameras watching them?




Sex escape room

Chapter 1
We booked three months in advance; it was one of the most requested escape rooms in the province so our expectations were very high. Alexia was crazy about going, weeks before she had already planned in detail what we would do that day. She even decided where we would eat and the bar we would go to after the game. No doubt, she was a great fan of escape rooms and her enthusiasm was contagious.
In our plans we included our boyfriends, who declined the invitation to dedicate the afternoon to their two passions: video games and soccer. How typical of them.
Nothing would stop us from enjoying Incomplete Project, the name of the venue we were heading to, singing at the top of our lungs in the car as we searched for a place to park that didn't have to pay.
The venue was very famous, but the neighborhood where it was located was not friendly at all. I wasn't too keen on the idea of leaving the car far from the venue. The appearance of the streets, dirty and empty, did not give me any peace of mind and my car, barely three months old, was a target for any kind of vandalism.
“How excessive!” said Alexia. I couldn't stop laughing when I confessed my aversion to abandoning my little vehicle among such trucks.
“I have many years left to pay for it, I don't want to get screwed,” I said indignantly at my friend's indifference.
Alexia's laughter echoed inside the car, she had an infectious laugh and, in a few seconds, I couldn't help but join her. We'd known each other for years and had always been inseparable. We complemented each other very well, she so crazy and I so sensible.
Last year, Alexia decided to study fashion design miles away from our neighborhood. It was clear that she was born for it. On the other hand, I decided to follow my parents' advice and study engineering, I've always been good at mathematics and I was good at it, although in my routine I was missing Alexia and her craziness. I missed her a lot, until the last year of high school we sat together and now I saw her only on weekends, if we didn't have any commitments. How much our life had changed.




Keep reading

Keep reading Sex escape room and many more erotic stories, series and collections that will allure your neurons.
I'll be waiting for you on Amazon!
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Would you help me?

Your honest reviews are a great learning experience and help me a lot to improve. Can you leave me one?
Remember that them can be anonymous ☺
Thanks!
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