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“Hmm, I think this spot should be good enough,” Becca said, inspecting a huge oak tree and slapping its trunk. “I think we’ll be able to set up our tent between these two trees. Plus, we don’t need to walk too much to get to that clearing over there.”



I huffed as I came up beside her. For whatever reason, Becca convinced me to come camping with her. She said a comet was supposed to pass tonight, and we had to get out of the city to see it. It was apparently a once-in-a-lifetime experience, but at this point, I was wishing I had stayed home and looked up a video online instead.



I hunched over, my backpack weighed as much as I did, and we had been hiking for hours. I was covered in sweat and my feet were aching. “S-sure… Can we stop now?” I ask, brushing away the stray black hairs stuck to face.



Becca grinned. She in no way looked like she had just been hiking for four hours. Her wavy brown hair was perfect, and her tight white shirt didn’t show a spot of sweat. “Yeah, this spot will do. We still have an hour or so until nighttime, so we have plenty of time to set up camp.”



I huffed, shrugging off my pack, and letting it slam into the dirt. The cool breeze hit my sweaty back—sending a shiver up my spine.



I tugged at the front of my grey tank top, now drenched with sweat. “Holy fuck… This comet better be worth it.”



“It will be, Shae. Trust me.”



Becca bent over, unclipping our rolled-up tent from her pack. Her shorts were covered with dirt, and small cuts littered her legs, but she didn’t even seem to notice.



I fell back onto my ass, my leggings were also dirty—but at this point, I didn’t care one bit. My feet felt like I had just ran a marathon with shoes made of pins, and my calves were tensing up with each breath.



Becca let me rest as she began to put up the tent. I watched her climb up the tree and tie a rope around a sturdy branch before climbing down and doing the same with another adjacent tree. Becca was a peak athletic specimen—and she had the body of one.



Her legs were sculpted from marble, and her stomach was flat, before curving up to her round tits.



Each time she reached up, her white, V-neck shirt lifted, teasing her perfect stomach. I couldn’t help but stare.



Becca had been my friend for years, and over the years I had developed a bit of a crush on her—I mean, who didn't?



The brunette was a model. Her body was picturesque, and her personality was just as attractive. I wondered why she even kept me around as a friend. I spent most of my time reading cheesy romance novels and watching rom-coms, the polar opposite of Becca.



And yet, she kept me around.



Eventually, I picked myself up from the dirt and hobbled over to help her out. I mostly just held up the tent while Becca did most of the heavy lifting, but at least I contributed a little.



In no time at all, our tent was up. It was a tiny thing. The two of us would be nice and close in there, but it was an isolated area in the middle of summer—so no big deal.



Becca huffed, wiping the dirt from her hands. “Perfect! Well done.”



She glanced up at the sky. The sun had just begun to dip beneath the horizon, still some time until complete sundown.



“We have some time to kill. I think I saw a river a little while back if we wanted to go in for a dip.”



“Go in for a dip? Like, bathe out in public? In a freezing cold river?” I replied, furrowing my eyebrows.



Becca laughed. “It’ll be fine. We haven’t seen another person for hours, plus we are so far off the trail that nobody could find us out here if they tried.”



I glance to the ground, blush filling my cheeks. While I had a pretty good body myself—it was nothing compared to Becca. I didn’t want her to see me naked.



“Besides.” She continued, smirking. “You look like you could use a bath.”



The light blush in my cheeks accentuated as I pressed my lips together. “F-fine…”



I followed the girl back into the thick brush of trees. Our packs were significantly lighter now that we had dropped off our tent and most of our supplies.



It didn’t take long to reach the river that Becca spoke about. It was more of a stream than a river. Just by looking at it, I didn’t think the water would even go much higher than my ankles. Still, feeling the cold water on my aching feet would be blissful, and I definitely needed to clean the sweat that stuck to my body.



Becca hopped down from the ledge and sprinted to the water. She slouched her bag over her shoulder and unzipped it. She pulled out a towel and kicked off her shoes.



With zero shame, she undid her jean shorts and tugged them down.



My eyes widened, and a breath lodged in my throat as her shorts fell to her knees.



The girl’s white panties hugged her round ass beautifully, accentuating her curves.



Becca kicked off her shorts and pulled off her socks before wading into the water. Like I guessed, it barely made it to her shin.



The brunette smiled, tossing her head back as the running stream cooled her off. “Ohh yeah… That’s the stuff…”



Her eyes glanced over at me. I yelped and stared off into the forest, hoping that she didn’t catch me admiring her body—though, given by the red blush filling my cheeks, it was probably pretty obvious.



“The water is nice and cold. Get in here.” She shouted, sitting back in the water. Becca stretched her legs, scrubbing the dirt off them as she sat in the stream.



I meandered over, my breathing stuttering and my knees shaking as I placed my bag next to hers.



I was wearing leggings, and to get into the water would mean having to take them off. I was a skinny girl and my legs resembled spaghetti straws—I had none of the muscle definition that Becca had.



With a sigh, I slipped my fingers underneath my waistband and shimmied the leggings down to the floor, tossing them off to the side along with my shoes and socks



My hand hovered over my crotch as I waded into the water. My pink panties did not hug my ass anywhere as well as Becca’s did. They were wedged up between my cheeks from the long hike and I had to pick out the wedgie as my toes hit the water.



A shiver jolted up my spine as the cold, clear water ran over my sore feet. It felt like I was walking in the fountain of youth. The water cooled my sores and my feet felt rejuvenated.



I waded in beside Becca, groaning as I sat down beside her. The water coursed around me as I sat on the stream floor. I lifted my shirt up a bit to keep the water off it, but Becca didn’t seem to care.



The brunette was nearly lying down in the river. Her tight white shirt was getting wet, and the fabric was becoming transparent as it soaked.



Her nipples poked up against the fabric, baiting my gaze. I couldn’t keep my eyes off them as Becca closed her eyes and rested on her elbows. The tip of her flowing brown hair dipped into the water.



I bit my lips. The cold water was soothing, but the wetness was making my pink panties as transparent as Becca’s shirt. The tight lips of my mound pressed up against the fabric, leaving nothing to the imagination.



Becca’s brown eyes fluttered open. She glanced at me with a smile from ear to ear. “See… I told you this would be amazing…”



I pursed my lips, trying my hardest not to stare at her nipples. “Y-yeah…”



Becca giggled, leaning over to whisper into my ear. “I think we should lie down. Y’know, let the water cover our entire bodies.”



I frowned. “I only brought one other shirt and I don’t want to get this one wet….”



Becca didn’t say another word, but by the dirty grin on her lips—I knew exactly what she meant



“I-I don’t think—” Before I could finish, Becca reached down and grabbed the bottom of her tight V-neck. With a single tug, she tossed it over her head—her light brown hair fell back perfectly into place—as did her firm tits.



She tossed the shirt back onto the gravel by our packs. Grinning mischievously as she laid back in the water. “O-ohhh fuck yes…” She moaned. The shallow water didn’t cover her face as she laid down, but her hair fanned out and the water covered her stomach.



Her tits poked out of the water's surface like rolling hills—and her brown nipples were hard enough to cut glass.



It took everything I had not to reach over and squeeze them.



I was more than content just sitting in the water, but Becca’s hand playfully inched my way. She grabbed the bottom of my tank top and began to tug it up my back.



“F-fine…” I said, biting my lip.



Becca’s eye broke open as she glanced at me, “I’m waiting. It’s just us here.”



She smirked as I slowly lifted my grey, sweat-coated tank top off my body. The cool mist of the river sprayed my hot body, sending shivers up my spine as I crumpled up the dirty fabric and tossed it to the shore.



I laid back into the water, my teeth clattering as the cold water covered me.



My long black hair dipped into the water as I laid back, my pink nipples poking up toward the sky as the cold water surged around me. Unlike Becca, my tits weren’t round and perky—they were smaller, which fell in line with the rest of my body.



From the corner of my eye, I could see Becca’s gaze fixated on my naked body. Her eyes locked onto my perky nipples as her hand inched towards mine.



My body was flushed with pink blush as I tried to ignore her stares—which she didn’t try to hide at all. The cold water felt so good against my dirty skin, but my mind was racing as I lay naked beside my best friend. The girl who I’ve had a crush on for ages.



“Actually, I think I’m going to go back to camp,” I said, sitting up and standing up to my feet.



“Are you sure?” Becca said, lifting her head. “The water is amazing.”



I could feel her eyes glaring at my ass as I waddled back to the shore. My panties were wet and nearly transparent, but I just needed to get my towel to wrap around myself. I knelt down by my bag, fully aware that my panties were buried between my cheeks.



 



…



 



My towel…



 



“Fuck…”
 I whispered under my breath.



“What is it?” Becca shouted from the water. She stood up, running her hands through her wavy brown hair as her perfect body glimmered with water.



“I think I forgot my towel…”



Becca laughed, walking over. I kept digging into my bag, praying that my towel would magically appear. Alas, I had only brought a change of shirt and underwear.



‘That’s alright, you can take mine.” Becca said, handing me her own towel.



“R-really?”



“Sure, I’ll just throw on a bra and booty shorts and let the air dry off the rest of me.”



I pursed my lips, imagining spending the rest of the walk back trying not to stare at her perfect body. Still, it was better than having to walk naked myself.



I took her towel and wrapped it around my waist.



Becca threw on her bra and clean pair of booty shorts, walking up and down the water’s edge to dry as I rubbed myself clean. The towel was dirty with sweat and mud by the time I was done, as I walked a few feet into the woods to change.



I shoved the towel into my bag and stripped off my soaking wet panties.



Slipping into a new cotton pair felt like I was hugged by a cloud, and Becca’s new T-shirt was just as soft. Though it was clean, it still smelled like her fruity perfume.



I had to make do with my old, dirty pair of leggings but that was just fine.



“Alright, good to go!” I shouted back to Becca, who slipped into her shoes and joined me in the woods.



I let her lead the way back to camp, my eyes fixated on her bubbly butt as she walked in her tight, pink booty shorts. Each step made her ass bounce and my breath stutter.



The booty shorts hugged her figure perfectly, and her bra was a tight fit. My heart fluttered and the pain in my feet quickly subsided as I hurried my pace not to lose sight of her body as we trekked.



It didn’t take too long to get back to camp. The sun was almost set beneath the horizon, and the entire sky was painted a beautiful orange.



“Come on,” Becca said, grabbing my arm as soon as I slide off my bag. “We have to reach the open field before it gets dark!”



We each grabbed a blanket and made our way to the field, just a few meters away from our campsite.



The grass was up to my ankles and the air was moist and dewy as we walked out of the tree line. The wind picked up and sent my hair into a frenzy. Being in just her bra and shorts, Becca must have been freezing—but the smile stayed on her face as she scoped out the perfect spot for us to lie down and wait for the comet.



“This will do!” She said, laying down her blanket on a slight slope.



The curve of the slope blocked out most of the wind, but it was still definitely chilly.



A placed my blanket down beside her and laid down, hugging myself and rubbing my arms. The hairs on my neck stood on end as the moist air turned frigid, I could hear Becca’s teeth chatter as the orange sky turned black.



“Y-you know…”
 I begin, rubbing my thighs together for any semblance of warmth.



“P-perhaps we can share a blanket and use the other one to cover ourselves…”



“I was just thinking the same thing. Scoot over.” Becca said, without a second thought.



I shimmied to the end of my blanket as Becca took the other half, draping her own blanket over the top of us both. Our arms and legs pressed together as we snuggled up for warmth. The scent of her flowery perfume filled my nose as she pressed in close.



My heart began to thump like a drum, and despite the icy breeze, I was sweating like a pig in heat underneath the blanket.



Becca shimmied, her feet brushing against mine as she stared up into the sky. “We could be here a while. I don’t know exactly when the comet is going to pass by…”



“That’s fine. I don’t mind waiting.” I reply.



Truthfully, I could have laid there for years. Becca’s warmth and her soft scent made my senses erupt. Just feeling her skin pressed against mine was euphoric.



My fingers twitched by the side of my body. I could feel them inching closer to her body. My mind was screaming in the quiet night. I couldn’t control my hand as it crawled toward Becca.



As my finger touched her wrist, I whimper escaped my lips. I froze like a statue as Becca glanced over.



My wide eyes stared up into the darkening sky, unable to so much as breathe as my heart pounded.



In my periphery, I could see Becca’s glimmering doe eyes and the soft smile on her lips. Her hand turned and took mine. Our fingers intertwined under the blanket and our palms pressed together.



Despite not being able to move, my entire body was shivering—and it had nothing to do with the cold air.



Becca snickered as she stared back up into the sky. Our hands still locked as she wiggled closer.



“Beautiful…” She muttered, watching the first stars peer out.



“Yeah…” I reply, barely able to get the words out of my throat. I felt as though I was being strangled and my body was boiling under the blanket.



Becca rubbed her thumb against mine as my mind swooned. Her foot lifted and draped over my leg as she rested her head on my shoulder. I couldn’t help but take another whiff of her hair—the flowery shampoo made my eyes roll back.



I felt like I was in a dream, one that I never wanted to wake up from.



“You know…” Becca said, lifting her face towards me. “We probably still have a lot of time before the comet…”



“It’s okay, I don’t mind waiting.”



Becca’s lips curled into a smile—not the cute, innocent one from earlier—but a devious one. “I was thinking we could pass the time…”



I furrowed an eyebrow, “doing what?”



“This.”



Before I could react. Becca cupped my face with her other hand and pulled me in. Our lips locked and her tongue slipped into my waiting mouth.



I whimpered. My eyes were wide with shock as Becca’s soft, tender lips kissed mine. The taste of her cherry sports drink lingered on her tongue as it embraced mine.



My mind was racing with a million thoughts—but I was unable to grab hold of a single one of them as my eyes fluttered close. I drowned in the moment, pure ecstasy surging through my body as I tugged on her waist—pulling her close to me.



Our tongues danced, and our legs tangled together.



Becca leaned over, rolling over me as we embraced. Our hands separated, opting to explore one another’s bodies.



My hands ran up and down her bare back, fingers teasing her bra strap as she grabbed my waist—digging her fingers deep.



“O-oh fuck!”
 She moaned, pulling her face up. Her short, wavy brown hair draped down past her face as I stared up at her. The stars shone bright behind her, but all I could focus on was her beautiful face. “You have no idea how long I wanted to do that.”



I smiled, biting my lip as the taste of her tongue lingered. “Same…”



My pussy growled as my eyes glanced down at her cleavage. Her bra held her round tits together, and I could see her hard nipples try to poke out of the fabric.


At this point, my clit was doing all the thinking for me. My hand rode up her back and my fingers clasped around the clip of her bra.



Our eyes met, and Becca gave me a reassuring nod of her head. Her lips pursed together.



I took one last deep breath, as my fingers squeezed—unclipping her bra.



The fabric fell onto my face and rolled off to the ground, allowing Becca’s tits to bounce freely.



She giggled as my jaw dropped. Her light brown nipples were hard and fit her firm breasts.



Becca straddled my lap as she sat up, the blanket falling off our bodies. Her tits bounced as she sat on my lap.



The moonlight flooded the empty field, causing the sweat on her body to glisten like glitter.              “Holy shit…” I moaned, reaching up and grabbing her tit.



Becca whimpered as I dug my fingers into her soft breast. Her hips swayed as she straddled my pelvis. “Your tits are even softer than I imagined…”



Becca giggled, “No fair! You have to take yours out as well.”



She grabbed the bottom of my tank top and pulled it up. I lifted my head as she pulled the shirt off and tossed it into the dewy grass.



“Fuck…” she moaned, eyes fixated on my tits.



They weren’t as round or perky as hers, I was only a B cup, but my smaller tits fit my petite body.



Becca ran her hand up and belly and cupped my tits, her fingers playing with my hard pink nipples. Each flick of her fingers caused my breath to stutter and a jolt of pleasure to shoot up my spine.



“Ohh fuck yes…”



Becca sat on my pussy, her ass rubbing against my clit as she sensually swayed. “Fuck baby, I’m getting so wet.” She moaned.



I glanced down, barely able to focus my eyes as the pleasure coursed. She was right, a wet spot was building at the front of her booty shorts—and I could see the outline of her perfect pussy as her lips gripped the front of the fabric.



My mouth began to water, and my mind filled with dirty thoughts.



“I can help with that.” I grabbed Becca’s hips and rolled her off of me.



“Oh!” she yelped as her back landed on the blanket beside me. Now I was the one on top of her.



I had no idea what was going on with me, but the surge of horny energy had overtaken my innocent and shy mind.



My ass perked up in the air as I kissed her neck, my lips riding down her trembling body as I kissed my way to her slit.



“Oh yes, baby…” Becca moaned, squirming at each delicate peck of my lips on her soft skin,



Her body tasted magical. I tenderly sucked her skin as I kissed her—giving extra special attention to her tits.



My tongue wrapped around her hard nipple as I sucked them like a newborn baby.



Becca moaned louder, echoing in the empty field. “Yes! Oh, fuck yes!”



I pulled my face up, grinning from ear to ear. A strand of saliva connected my bottom lip to her nipple as I stared into her baby-brown eyes. She was already on cloud nine, barely able to focus on me as she panted. “K-keep going…” she begged, rubbing my arms. “I want you to eat out my pussy.”



My own slit was dribbling grool on the crotch of my leggings. I shifted uncomfortably on my knees as I eyed her wet shorts.



The brunette beauty was trembling. She could barely wait any longer as she shifted on the blanket. Her breath was quick and her eyes were fluttering to stay open.



“Ready, baby?” I asked softly, my fingers slipping underneath the waistband of her shorts.



She nodded her head erratically, barely able to breathe as she gripped her own tits.



Slowly, I inched the shorts down her thighs. Her panties came off as well as I pulled the shorts off.



Her pussy was perfect. The lips were puffy and tight, hiding her tight pink slit.



I licked my lips as I tugged the shorts off her feet, nestling my face between her thighs.



Becca spread her legs, her toes curling as I wrapped my hands underneath her thighs, holding them in place like stirrups.



She glanced down at me as I kissed her inner thigh. Inching closer and closer to her panting pussy.



The sounds of her soft whimpers filled the ambient air as my delicate and loving kisses drew closer to her wet pussy.



I had never done anything with a girl before, but somehow, my body knew exactly how to please Becca.



My lips gently sucked the lips of her puffy slit, causing her to moan loudly—her nails digging into the skin of her tits.



My wet tongue draped out, snuggling between her lips as I licked up in a single, long motion.



“Ohh fuck!”
 She squealed, her body shaking with spilling pleasure.



The taste of her wetness lingered like honey on my tongue—coating my tastebuds as I ran my tongue up and down her parting pussy.



I whimpered as her thighs clamped down on my head, muffling her moans and the sound of the breeze. My tongue continued to gently massage its way inside her slit—by the wet grool spilling out like a waterfall—I could tell she loved it.



My own pussy quivered and gnawed at my leggings—now ruined with wetness as I masterfully worked my tongue inside her slit.



Becca let go of her tits, pressing her hand down on the back of my head and holding me deep between her thighs.



Each inhale caused the scent of her grool and her soft body to fill my nose—sending shivers up and down my spine.



My trembling eyes glanced up Becca’s hot body as I made out with her slit. The girl was squirming like a fish out of water—my black hair in her fist as she held me down.



Our eyes met and a smile crossed her lips. “F-fuck… You look so cute down there.”



My tongue flicked her clit, causing her to yelp. “Naughty girl. Get up here.”



She let go of my hair, pulling me up by the arm as my face pressed against hers.



Saliva and grool lathered my face, but she licked it all up like an eager labrador.



Our kiss this time wasn’t soft and tender. We panted like dogs in heat as our tongues lashed. Our hot and sticky bodies stuck together as our nipples hugged. I couldn’t keep my hands off her firm ass and she did the same, nearly tearing my leggings as she gripped my cheeks.



“Oh fuck, my pussy tastes so good.” Becca giggled, pulling her face off me.



I bit my lip, nodding my head as the stars and moon were on full display. The cold wind howled, but I barely felt it in Becca’s arms.



“I think I want another taste,” I said, slipping back down her body.



Her tight lips were blooming like a flower after the spring rain as I lowered my face. Her pink little clit was out of its hood, quivering as it glistened with wetness.



My tongue slapped it as if it were a punching bag and my finger slipped to the base of her slit.



“Oh oh oh!”
 Becca whimpered, spreading her legs as far as she could.



My finger slipped inside her wet slit. Despite how wet she was, it was still a tight fit.



I grimaced and lifted my face as I slowly shoved another finger inside.
 “F-fuck, you’re so fucking tight.”
 I moaned, feeling the walls of her pink pussy grip my fingers like a glove.



I pressed my fingers down to the knuckle, feeling her quivering lips lock around them.



A dirty grin crossed my lips as I slowly pulled my fingers out of her slit—before shoving them back in.



Becca yelped, her feet kicking the blanket—which was now moist with filth.



I kept going, holding her pelvis down with her other hand as I increased the pace of my finger fucking.



“Oh oh oh oh!”
 She squealed, her pussy splattering dirty grool all over our hot bodies.



“You like that, baby?”



Her jaw was opening and she all she could do was moan and nod her head as fucked her tight, pink slit.



I held my fingers inside her slit, wiggling them playfully as Becca squirmed. She grabbed my wrist and held my hand inside her tight pussy.



My tongue kissed her clit, licking the crest of her tight pussy as my fingers twirled inside her slit. Sucking on the hood of her clit made Becca moan loud, not caring as to who might hear. “Y-YES! OH FUCK!” she screamed. The lips of her slit gripped the base of my knuckles as I felt her pussy pulsate. Despite never doing this before, I felt like I knew exactly how to please her. Each flick of my tongue made her body arch, and each movement of my fingers made grool ooze out of her like a river.



By this point, my own pussy was barking like a caged animal—begging to be let loose.



My dirty panties and leggings were soaked with spilling grool, and my clit was throbbing.



I pulled my hand out of her panting pussy, grool lathered my fingers like webbing as I fell back on my ass, grabbing my leggings and tugging them off my body.



Becca giggled as she rolled onto her knees, tugging my leggings off my sweaty legs and tossing them off to the side.



She pushed me down, my back hit the wet grass as she crawled between my legs.



“My turn.” She said with a dirty wink.



Her hands ran up and down my trembling legs as Becca lowered her face toward my dirty panties. Her ass wiggled in the air, and her soft brown hair was flowing in the breeze.



She massaged my calves as her hot breath landed on my moist panties.



My head nestled back in the bed of wet grass, and my erratic gaze stared out at the canvas of stars as I felt Becca pull my dirty panties to the side.



“Oh fuck yes…” she moaned her face inches from my slit.



Just like her, my pussy was tight and petite. My lips weren’t puffy but they were small and shaped my vagina well.



The brunette held my panties to the side as she placed a soft kiss on my clit. Even under the hood, it caused my back to arch and the breath to shoot from my lungs.
 “Ohhh yessss…”



The flood of pleasure filled my head—there was no fighting it as Becca worked her tongue like a paintbrush. She masterfully licked up and down my slit, digging it deeper with each pass.



I could barely control my breathing as she ate me out, each pass of her tongue lashing against my quivering wetness like a whip—causing my entire body to jerk and my toes to curl.



My thighs clamped around her beautiful face and I felt the trailing filth spill down my ass.



“Oh, oh oh! Right there, b-baby!”
 I moaned, drowning in the ecstasy.



My eyes fluttered open as Becca made out with my wet pussy. My gaze could barely focus, but something in the sky managed to catch my eye—despite drowning in euphoria.



“Th-there.”
 I moaned, pointing up at the sky.



Becca lifted her face and stared up, her chin dripped with saliva and grool as the filth lathered her dirty cheeks.



“Holy fuck! The comet!” she yelped with glee, her eyes glittering in the moonlight.



The comet was just as beautiful as she described it would be. The tail was ethereal, and it painted the sky like someone took a glittery paintbrush and stoked it across the stars.



Our eyes met, and neither one of us could keep the smile off our lips.



I tugged at her arm, pulling Becca up. She crawled up my body as I wrapped my legs around her waist, pinning her on top of me.



Our bare pussies rubbed as I kissed her under the light of the comet. Both pairs of our lips locked as our fluids mixed.



My hands clung to her back and our tongues embraced for the third time. Both of us were covered in filth, but neither of us cared one bit. Becca’s body and the scent of the dewy grass still clouded my mind.



Her pelvis rubbed against mine as we made out—the pressure caused my clit to quiver as our bodies stuck together with sweat and grool.



“F-fuck… I’m going to cum.”
 I whimpered, gritting my teeth.



Becca pulled her face off me, her hair fluttering down and the comet soaring behind her. Her big, beautiful eyes made my heart melt. “Let me help with that, baby.”



She laid down on the grass beside me, her hand trailing down my stomach to the hood of my clit. Her wet fingers circled my hood slowly, causing my jaw to drop and my eyes to roll back.



“You like that, baby?” She whispered, planting a soft kiss on my wet cheek.



I nodded my head and closed my eyes, letting the pleasure take over my body.



“O-oh!” I moaned as her hand slipped from my clit to my pussy. Her fingers slipped in effortlessly as she snuggled up against my shoulder.



My own hand gripped her leg, stroking it gently as her hand masterfully maneuvered from my pussy to my clit, and then back to my wet slit.



The sounds of my slopping wetness filled the air, as did my soft moans.



Each curl of her finger inside my slit made me whimper and reignite the flaming pleasure in my head.
 “O-oh yes. I-I’m going to cum.”
 I whimpered.



Becca grinned, leaning over and kissing my trembling lips. She sucked on my bottom lip as it quivered, the pleasure of her fingers becoming too much to bear.



“Cum for me, baby.” She giggled.



My sweaty back arched off the wet grass and my body went rigid as my clit pulsated. My toes curled, gripping the grass beneath us as the orgasm surged through me like a tidal wave. “Oh yes! Fuck yes!” I cried out before collapsing on the grass.



As I lay panting, my tired eyes fluttered open to meet Becca’s loving gaze.



We both burst into laughter as her hand slipped out of my thighs and wrapped around my waist.



We held each other in a loving embrace as we gazed up at the comet.



“Fuck…” I muttered. “That was amazing.”



Becca reached down, pulling the blanket up over our bodies as we rested on the grass, staring up at the soaring comet.



“Right? I wish we could stay in this moment forever…” She replied.



We were sticky, dirty, and covered in filth. But none of that mattered as I stared up at the beautiful night sky.



Our hands intertwined as we snuggled in close and watched the stars.



The comet stayed in the sky for hours, and though I wanted to watch it forever, I wanted Becca even more.



I looked over at her, mesmerized by her beauty as the soft moon and starlight flooded the field.



“What?” she asked, looking over.



I giggled, shaking my head. “You’re beautiful…”



She smirked, pursing her lips together. “You know… I didn’t get my orgasm.”



“I suppose you didn’t…” My hand trailed along her fit stomach as my fingers teased her clit. “How rude of me.”



As my finger slipped into her still wet pussy, a whimper passed her lips as she closed her brown eyes.



I rolled onto my shoulder, slipping my hand deeper inside her tight, wet slit.



“Oh, there it is…” she moaned, biting her lips.



My own tired and battered pussy quivered back to life, refilling me with lust. As her moans echoed in the empty field.
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