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PART 1 – Under the Open Sky

Cock-Sucking in the Vineyard


CHAPTER 1


The afternoon sun beat down mercilessly on the Silberblick lakeside café. Glasses clinked, children shrieked and jumped into the lake, while the smell of sunscreen, cold beer, and espresso hung in the air over the terrace.

I sat at a table in the shade of the trees, my laptop open in front of me, an ice-cold wheat beer beside it. But I couldn’t concentrate on a single damn email.

My gaze was glued to the young woman working the tables.

Alina’s white polo shirt clung tightly to her body. The thin fabric stretched every time she wiped down a table or leaned forward to serve a guest their drink. The black apron was tied snugly around her waist, emphasizing her full hips even more in the late afternoon light. Her black shorts were so tight that her smooth, pale legs and soft thighs caught the eye of nearly every man on the terrace.

I forced myself to look back at my screen. Pointless.

As soon as Alina raised her arm to set a tray on a high-top table, the fabric stretched across her breasts, and my mind went blank. When she turned and walked away, I simply couldn’t stop staring at her round ass and the curve of her hips beneath those tight shorts.

This was Alina Seidel.

My girlfriend.

I’d fucked her countless times.

I’d buried my face in her breasts, pinned her beneath me until we were both drenched in sweat on the summer sheets.

And yet every time I saw Alina in that work outfit, I got hard like some horny teenager.

Three months ago, I’d been sitting right here on this terrace. Out of sheer boredom, I’d brought my laptop to the lake to work outside. And that’s exactly where I’d seen Alina for the first time.

I still remembered how she came onto the terrace with a tray full of beer glasses. That was all it took. I was a goner. From then on, I came to the Silberblick lakeside café every day, and honestly, I must have left the owner a small fortune.

But I still didn’t know how to approach her.

Until that one day.

It had been a weekday, pretty quiet. Alina set my beer on the table and gave me a slight smile.

“Do you actually come here to work every day, or are you just pretending so you can stare at me?”

I turned red and stammered something unintelligible. At the end of her shift, she wrote her cell phone number on the back of the receipt, along with a short note:

“Call me if you want to grab a beer… or something else.”

Since then, I’d come here often. As soon as I finished working from home, I’d drive to the lake. I enjoyed watching her work. And in the end, I was the one who took her home, stripped her completely naked, and fucked her until she screamed.

Now I sat on the terrace again, pretending to type a few meaningless lines of code while waiting for Alina’s shift to end. But one thing couldn’t be ignored: I wasn’t the only one watching her.

Three men, all in their late twenties, had just come up from the lakeshore. Their skin was sun-tanned, their hair still wet from swimming, and their swim trunks clung to muscular thighs. They talked loudly, reeking of cold beer and summer heat. As soon as they sat down at the wooden table near the walkway, all three turned their heads toward Alina almost simultaneously.

I knew that kind of look all too well.

Their eyes lingered on her full breasts showing through the white polo, then slid lower to her bare legs below the tight shorts. When Alina turned around, their gazes greedily followed the sway of her hips beneath the black apron. The tall blond in the group stared the longest. His eyes barely left her.

Alina walked over to them calmly and pulled the notepad from her hip pocket.

The blond flashed a grin.

“If all the servers at Silver Lake are this hot, we need to come here every day.”

The guy next to him laughed.

“We haven’t even ordered beer yet, and you’re already getting us all worked up.”

Alina laughed softly and leaned forward to take their order.

“If you want me to serve you properly, you need to order something first.”

The blond rested his hand on the table.

“Want to grab a drink with us after your shift?”

Alina didn’t answer right away. She tilted her head slightly, tapping the tip of her pen thoughtfully against her lips. Then she cast a brief, meaningful glance toward my table.

“We’ll see. Maybe my boyfriend will let me.”

All three immediately jerked their heads in my direction.

One of them groaned in disappointment.

“Shit… she’s already taken?”

The blond looked at me and laughed.

“You lucky bastard.”

Even though they now knew Alina had a boyfriend, their gazes practically devoured her as she turned and walked back to the counter. Her full hips swayed provocatively with each step, and her legs looked so good in the afternoon sun that the three guys went almost silent for a few seconds before finally placing their order. Three wheat beers. A large order of fries. Plus currywurst.

I sat there, watching this blatant flirtation, feeling the blood pound in my veins.

Part of me wanted to get up and pull Alina onto my lap right there in the middle of the terrace, so these three guys would know exactly who she belonged to.

The other part of me was going nearly crazy with arousal at the way she’d laughed with them. At that secret glance toward me and the fact that she knew exactly how these men were staring at her.

What made me hard wasn’t that they desired Alina.

It was that Alina knew damn well… and still kept walking that slowly, as if she’d long since gotten used to men staring hungrily at her ass.


CHAPTER 2


It wasn’t until after nine at night that true darkness fell over Auenfels. The heat of the summer day still hung over the cobblestones and tiled roofs of the small town. A gust of wind blew in from Silver Lake, damp and a little cooler, but it did little to calm my racing pulse.

Alina emerged from the changing room after her shift. She’d shed the white polo shirt and apron from the café. Instead, she wore a black strappy dress made of gossamer-thin fabric that clung to her lush curves.

I stood up almost instantly.

The dress was so short it barely covered her ass as long as she stood still. But every step she took made the fabric ride up a little higher on her hips, revealing more of her pale, soft legs in the streetlight. When Alina came down the step and brushed her hair over her shoulder with one hand, the left hem hitched diagonally upward for a moment. In the pale yellow light, I caught a brief glimpse of the small butterfly tattoo low on her inner thigh.

That one fleeting glimpse was enough to make my throat go dry.

Alina came straight toward me, laced her fingers with mine, and tugged lightly on my hand.

“Come on, sweetie.” She smiled. Her breath smelled faintly of sweet candy and shandy. “I want to get away from this lake before some guy starts staring at my tits.”

She said it like she was complaining, but her lips twitched with a telltale hint of amusement. The look she gave me was so brief I couldn’t tell if she was really annoyed or just testing what those words would stir up in me.

Our attic apartment wasn’t far from Silver Lake, so we walked as usual. The narrow path from the lake into the residential area was almost deserted. On one side, low bushes grew wild; on the other, a wooden fence ran along the edge of the vineyards. In the distance, you could occasionally hear bicycle tires whirring over the asphalt, then silence would settle again.

Alina walked close beside me. Her shoulder occasionally brushed my arm. The thin fabric of her dress rubbed gently against my thigh whenever our steps fell out of sync. She still smelled of sunscreen, of the fine sweat from a long shift, and of that warm, natural scent of her skin that made it impossible for me to think clearly.

I couldn’t help but think back to the afternoon at the café.

The men outside on the terrace, drinking their beer. The way their eyes had practically devoured Alina every time she bent over to set a glass on their table. The one guy who’d stared at her ass so greedily that I had to grip my beer glass tighter.

And the worst part was that I’d watched it all.

I couldn’t take my eyes off her either.

I squeezed Alina’s hand lightly.

“Alina?”

“Hm?”

“Do you really like working at the café?”

She looked over at me.

“Why are you asking that all of a sudden?”

“I was just thinking…” I cleared my throat. “You don’t have to be on your feet there all day if you don’t want to. I have a good job, and we don’t pay rent since the apartment belongs to my parents. We’d be fine even if you didn’t work on the side.”

Alina looked at me for another moment, then laughed softly.

“Are you worried I’m too tired, or is this about something else?”

I didn’t answer right away.

Our footsteps echoed evenly on the path. I felt my hand growing damp in hers.

“Both,” I finally said. “I know they’re just looking. I know you’re not doing anything wrong.”

Alina stayed quiet and waited for me to continue.

I exhaled heavily and kept my gaze fixed straight ahead.

“But I hate how they stare at you.”

Alina’s hand shifted almost imperceptibly in mine.

I laughed dryly and felt the heat rising to my face.

“And the worst part is…” I hesitated for a moment. “I’m scared to death of losing you.”

“What do you mean?”

I ran my tongue over my dry lips. Saying it out loud was harder than I’d thought.

“I met you there and was crazy about you from the first moment.” I glanced at her briefly and looked away again. “I’m afraid someone else will come along who’s exactly like me… and actually take you away from me.”

Alina stopped.

I stopped with her, right under the cone of light from a streetlamp at the edge of the path. The light fell on her bare shoulders and made her sun-flushed skin look so soft that I wanted to press my lips against it right then and there.

Alina turned to me and stepped closer. Her breasts brushed against my chest through the gossamer-thin fabric of her dress—just firm enough to make my breath catch.

“Are you jealous, Jonas?”

Her voice didn’t sound accusatory. On the contrary. It sounded like she was suppressing a delighted laugh.

“Yes,” I said hoarsely. “A little.”

“Just a little?”

She moved even closer. Her soft hip brushed my thigh. Whether by accident or on purpose, I couldn’t say for sure. But the smile on her full lips grew wider, which made me pretty certain it was the latter.

I gave up.

“Not just a little.” I looked directly into her dark eyes. “But it’s not just about jealousy. It’s the fear of losing you.”

Alina hesitated for a moment. She just looked at me, her lips slightly parted, as if I’d just said something she’d been longing to hear.

Then she wrapped both arms around my neck.

“I like working there,” she said softly. “I like the atmosphere by the lake. The voices, the clinking of glasses, the smell of sun and water… It’s better than sitting around the apartment all day.”

I placed my hands on her slender waist and felt the fabric of her dress tighten under my palms.

“And I like earning my own money,” she continued. “Not because you couldn’t provide for me. I know you can. But I like buying things with my own money.”

“I understand.”

“Really?”

“I’m trying to, at least.”

She smiled, and her fingertips glided gently over the back of my neck.

“And there’s something else.”

I knew I’d better keep my mouth shut now.

Alina leaned forward, her lips almost brushing my ear.

“I don’t hate it when they look at me or flirt with me either.”

Arousal shot straight to my groin.

Alina leaned back just far enough to study my face. Her eyes lit up dangerously as she noticed the reaction I couldn’t possibly hide.

“I know where they’re looking,” she murmured. “At my tits. At my ass. At how my dress rides up when I walk. I know exactly what they’re thinking when I lean over their table.”

I swallowed hard.

“And you like that?”

She gave a provocative little shrug, letting the spaghetti strap of her dress slip.

“I like the feeling of being desired.” Her voice was light, almost playful. “Especially since you’re still the one who takes me home at the end of the night.”

That hit me somewhere deep and primal.

I was still jealous. Every muscle in me still tensed when I thought about the hungry looks from those men at the café. But the image of Alina—knowing exactly how she drove those guys crazy, then walking home with me anyway—made my cock so hard it almost hurt.

The black dress clung to her breasts, her waist, her full hips. Her bare legs were right in front of me. And somewhere under that tiny piece of fabric was the little butterfly I’d seen earlier.

My jeans were suddenly way too tight.

Alina lowered her gaze.

Only for a second, but it was enough. I watched the corners of her mouth lift into a triumphant smile.

She’d noticed. She read it in my face and saw the obvious bulge under my pants.

Alina turned her head and looked around. Behind us, the lake was already a good distance away. Ahead lay the quiet, dark residential neighborhood. Grapevines ran alongside the path in low, dark rows, crisscrossed by narrow trails barely visible in the dim light.

She looked back at me. Something wicked burned in her eyes that made my heart race.

“I know that still doesn’t calm you down,” she said quietly.

How could that calm me down? I loved her. I even kind of liked how she enjoyed the attention, how shamelessly she handled it. But that gnawing fear of losing her to someone else still weighed heavy in my chest.

She looked at me and smiled that mysterious smile. Then she slowly raised both hands to the back of her neck, gathered her chestnut hair, and tied it up. Her neck and bare shoulders glowed in the faint light of the summer night. The movement pulled the dress even tighter over her breasts—enough that my gaze slid down again.

Alina caught my gaze.

She laughed, soft and throaty.

Then she took my hand, this time much more firmly.

“Come on, Jonas.”

And before I could say anything, she pulled me off the paved path, straight into the dark, hidden trail between the grapevines.


CHAPTER 3


The moment we left the main path, we found ourselves in the deep darkness between the grapevines.

It was more secluded here than I’d expected. The low vines stretched in long rows down the slope, their dense leaves interlocking and blocking most of the moonlight. But the path behind us was still dangerously close. Somewhere in the distance, I heard a bicycle tire whirring over the asphalt, caught fragments of voices on the wind, before only the chirping of insects and the dry rustling of leaves remained.

That closeness was exactly what made my heart race.

Alina walked a few steps ahead and stopped beside a wooden post supporting the vines. She turned to face me, and in the faint moonlight, her black sundress outlined her lush curves in soft silhouette.

I didn’t even get a chance to ask what she was planning before she raised a hand to her shoulder.

A strap slipped down.

The black fabric slid with it, exposing her left breast. Her nipple was hard, drawn tight in the slight chill of the summer night. She didn’t cover herself. She didn’t say a word. She just stood there, watching my gaze lock onto her bare breast.

My cock went instantly rock hard.

Alina saw. The corner of her mouth lifted.

“You like that, don’t you?” she asked softly.

I licked my dry lips.

“Do you really need to ask?”

She laughed, barely audible. Then, as if testing how much I could take, Alina grabbed the hem of her dress and pulled it up over her thigh.

Her pale skin came into view bit by bit. A little higher, low on her left hip, the small butterfly tattoo emerged in the pale moonlight. I’d seen it many times before, but never like this: in the middle of a dark vineyard, damn close to a path where people could walk by at any moment, with one of her breasts exposed right in front of me.

My throat tightened.

Alina stepped close to me, close enough that her bare breast lightly brushed my shirt. The remnants of sunscreen on her skin mixed with the earthy scent of grass and night air.

“Earlier at Silver Lake,” she whispered against my ear, “you looked at me like you’d lose your mind if even one more guy so much as glanced my way.”

I grabbed her waist, pulling her close.

“Are you trying to drive me insane right now?”

“Maybe.”

She stepped back a bit—just far enough to look down at my jeans, which were already straining forward.

Her smile changed. Still cheeky, still light, but her gaze lingered longer than before on my crotch. As if she liked it more than she’d expected—getting me this hard just by showing off her body out here.

“Fuck, Alina…” I gasped. “You’re so damn beautiful.”

“Just beautiful?”

I laughed, the sound rough.

“Dirty. Really filthy.”

She bit her lower lip provocatively. Then, without another word, she slowly sank to her knees before me.

The moment her knees touched the damp grass, my gut clenched.

“Alina…”

“Shh.” She looked up at me. Her breast still spilled freely from the dress. “You just need to stand still.”

Her fingers popped the button of my jeans and pulled the zipper down. The metallic whir sounded impossibly loud in the quiet night, sending a shiver down my spine.

She reached into my pants and pulled out my cock.

I was so hard it hurt. The head was swollen, glistening wet in the moonlight, and right before her eyes, a clear drop of precum beaded at the tip.

Alina studied it for a moment, then stuck out her tongue and dragged it slowly across the head.

My knees went weak.

She smiled, amused, when she heard me inhale sharply. Then she parted her lips and took me into her mouth.

The warm, wet tightness around my cock made every muscle in my body tense. Alina started slow, taking only the tip at first, letting her tongue circle the ridge of the head while her lips moved in short, sucking strokes. She looked up at me, drinking in every reaction.

With one hand, I clung to the wooden post beside me. The other I buried in her hair, though I didn’t dare hold her tight. Just looking at her was almost too much: Alina kneeling in the damp grass, the black dress askew, one bare breast in the moonlight, her wet lips wrapped around my cock—and all of it so damn close to the path where someone could walk by at any moment.

“Damn…” I groaned. “Do you have any idea what you’re doing to me?”

She didn’t answer. She just took me deeper into her throat.

My cock slid in long, wet strokes into her mouth. The soft, wet sounds of her lips were quiet but unmistakable in the silent darkness. Every time she lowered her head, her exposed breast bounced in rhythm. When she pulled back, her tongue dragged so torturously slow over the head that I had to clench my teeth to keep from moaning out loud.

I risked a glance toward the path.

No one.

But that didn’t calm me down. If anything, it only made everything more intense: We were really doing this. Out here. Right next to the path.

My girlfriend was kneeling between the grapevines, going down on me, just to make me feel more secure about my jealousy.

Maybe Alina sensed what was going through my head. She raised one hand, pressed it firmly against my thigh, and took me all the way down.

I jerked uncontrollably and threw my head back.

“Alina… I'm going to come.”

She had no intention of stopping.

Then suddenly the steady clicking of a bicycle drifted over from the main path.

My eyes flew open.

A white beam of light swept across the outer vine leaves. It trembled in rhythm with the pedals and came inexorably closer, heading straight for the stretch of path beside our hiding spot.

My heart hammered so hard against my ribs it almost hurt.

“Alina…” I croaked, my voice barely above a whisper. “Someone's coming.”

She heard it. I knew she did, because her lips froze mid-motion for a fraction of a second.

But she didn't lift her head.

She didn't pull the strap of her dress back up either.

She just kept sucking my cock, slower now, more obscenely, as if the approaching bicycle had made it all the more exciting for her.

The light glided past the edge of the vines.

I saw the shadow of a man on the bicycle. Just a dark figure on the main path, a light-colored shirt, both hands on the handlebars. As he reached the spot closest to us, he seemed to slow down for a moment.

I didn't know if he'd seen us.

Maybe just a dark spot between the plants.

But maybe just enough light on Alina's bare shoulder, on her exposed breast, on her hair bobbing rhythmically in front of my crotch.

The thought shot through me like an electric jolt straight to my groin.

My hand instinctively settled on her shoulder. For a second I thought I'd have to push her away, pull her up, and flee deeper into the darkness.

But my hand didn't push her away.

Alina looked up at me, her lips still wrapped firmly around my cock.

It was just a brief glance, but it was enough. She could see how rock hard I was. She knew I didn't really want her to stop.

She grabbed my hips and pulled me even deeper into her wet mouth.

I ground my teeth together.

The bicycle rolled past on the path outside. The light flickered through the leaves. I couldn't tell if the man turned his head toward us or heard the wet sounds we were making.

All I knew was that Alina was passionately blowing me right then, while he rode past.

And that perverse thrill was exactly what pushed me over the edge.

“I'm coming…” I gasped. “Alina, I'm going to shoot…”

She didn't take her mouth away.

The first contraction tore from my lower abdomen to my back. I dug my fingers into the wooden post and tried desperately to swallow my moan as the first hot spurt of cum shot straight into her mouth.

Alina held completely still, her lips sealed tight around my head while the next load pumped into her throat.

On the third surge she pulled her lips back slightly, keeping my head close to her mouth. One spurt hit her lower lip, glistening, and the last burst landed across her cheek as my body jerked violently one final time.

At that exact moment, the bicycle light disappeared behind the vines.

The quiet whir of the chain grew fainter and finally faded into the night.

I stood there panting. My cock was still twitching slightly in front of Alina's face, and my head was completely emptied out from the massive release.

“Fuck…” I could barely breathe. “You really didn't stop.”

Alina wiped the warm cum from her cheek with her finger and studied it briefly on her fingertip. Then she slipped her finger into her mouth, sucked it clean, and ran her tongue lasciviously over the drop still clinging to her lower lip.

She stood up, smoothed the hem of her dress down over her thigh, hiding the butterfly tattoo in the darkness again. Then she lifted the slipped strap back onto her shoulder but didn't immediately tuck her breast back in. She deliberately let me look for one more second before pulling the fabric over it.

“I thought you'd force me to stop,” she said quietly.

I stared at her. My heart was still pounding in my throat.

Her smile slowly returned.

“You really liked that, didn't you?”

I stepped close to her, shoved my hand ruthlessly under the thin fabric of her dress, and grabbed the breast she'd just shown me. Her nipple was still rock hard under my palm. Alina inhaled sharply but didn't back away an inch.

I pulled her tight against me and kissed her hard. The salty taste of my own cum still lingered on her lips, and my barely softened cock immediately began to throb painfully in my pants again.

When I released her mouth, Alina laughed huskily.

“Is that enough to make you feel secure, boyfriend?”

I looked down at her black dress, at her bare legs with a few blades of grass clinging to them, and then back at her face—the face of the woman who had just swallowed me while a stranger may have ridden past and seen everything.

“No,” I growled.

She raised an eyebrow. “No?”

I grabbed her firmly by the waist and pressed her hard against my jeans, still hanging open.

“Home,” I murmured against her lips. “I still want to fuck you.”

Alina laughed softly, innocently straightened her dress, and took my hand.

We stepped back onto the path to Auenfels. Alina walked beside me, looking perfectly innocent, as if she hadn’t just blown me in the grass. All I knew was that dress wouldn’t stay on her long once we got home.


PART 2 – Camping with the Best Friend

Alina's Mouth for Both of Us


CHAPTER 1


The moss-green dome tent finally stood firm on the meadow halfway up the hillside.

I braced both hands on my knees and bent forward, like I’d just survived a car accident that was my own fault. Sweat dripped from my chin into the grass. My T-shirt was plastered to my back, soaking wet, and the water bottle in my hand was already dented all to hell.

Behind me, Leon drove the last stake into the ground with three clean, precise strikes. The guy line snapped taut, and the rain fly lay smooth in the late afternoon light.

“Done,” he said.

I threw my head back and took a sip of water. It was almost as warm as my own body, but at that point I was in no position to be picky.

“If anyone near me ever says ‘relaxing camping’ again,” I gasped between breaths, “I’m taking it as a personal declaration of war.”

Leon laughed.

“You just walked up a little hill.”

“With a backpack that felt like it weighed a ton.”

“See? Working from home as a software developer doesn’t exactly prepare you for battle against nature.”

I flipped him off, but didn’t even have the strength to keep it up for long.

From the meadow where we’d set up the tent, Auenfels in the Kraichgau lay below us like a sleepy miniature world: red tile roofs, a small church steeple, clean streets winding between low houses. Farther out, the vineyards stretched across the hills, bathed in that warm, golden light of late July.

The place really was beautiful. Beautiful in a way that made you want to just sit down, crack open a cold bottle of white wine, listen to the insects chirping in the vines, and convince yourself the climb had been worth it.

Except right then, I was feeling my calves—on the verge of cramping—a lot more than I was feeling the beauty.

The tent in front of me was Leon’s two-person tent, with a sleeping compartment that could just barely fit three sleeping bags side by side and a small vestibule for shoes and backpacks. Starting tonight, all three of us would be crammed in there.

Just one night.

That was exactly the argument I’d been repeating to myself when I agreed.

But now that the damn tent was actually standing right in front of me, I couldn’t feel as casual about the whole thing as I had a few days ago.

It had all started on an oppressively hot evening in the attic apartment Alina and I shared.

Alina sat on the edge of the kitchen counter, her bare feet swinging lightly back and forth, a glass of apple spritzer with ice beside her on the wood. The balcony door was wide open, but the heat still pooled in the room. I sat at the dining table, trying to finish the last few lines of code before finally closing the laptop.

“I want to go camping,” she said suddenly.

I looked up.

“Real camping?”

Alina turned her phone toward me. The screen showed a photo of a small campground nestled between vineyards: a few tents on a meadow, low-hanging string lights, folding chairs and wine glasses glowing in the evening light.

“Just one night. It’s right near Auenfels.” She smiled. “We hike up, set up the tent, go swimming in the stream down below, have drinks outside in the evening. Better than watching you stare at a screen every weekend.”

Her voice didn’t sound reproachful. Alina was simply someone who wanted to get outside at the first sign of summer. Water, sun, short summer dresses, cold beer, and plans that appeared out of nowhere in five minutes flat.

I was the exact opposite. I liked air conditioning, ergonomic chairs with lumbar support, and a stable internet connection.

But when Alina sat there in her tight tank top and short shorts, her face lit up with excitement over this little trip she’d just discovered, I knew I was going to say yes.

“Okay,” I said. “One night.”

She slid off the counter, came over, and kissed me on the mouth.

The problem was this: I’d never set up a tent in my entire life. The only person I knew who had enough know-how and gear to save us from a night unprotected on the bare grass was Leon.

Leon was my best friend from our training days. He was twenty-five, almost half a head taller than me, and worked in landscaping for a company in Bruchsal. While I spent most of my workday in front of screens, Leon was outside. He moved dirt, planted things, hauled stones that weighed a ton, built fences. You could see it on him: broad shoulders, sinewy forearms, tanned skin, and that calm composure of a man who instinctively knew which rope to pull before something came crashing down.

When I texted him, Leon responded right away. He knew a small campground that a local winemaker ran on the hillside outside Auenfels. There was also a shallow stream nearby where you could cool off. Leon had a camping stove, sleeping bags, self-inflating air mattresses, and a whole pile of gear I didn’t even pretend to understand.

Then he wrote:

I only have one large two-person tent. For three people it’ll work for one night, but it’ll be pretty tight. Should I rent a small one too?

I’d stared at that message for quite a while.

At the time, it seemed pointless to rent a second tent. It was only for one night. Leon was my best friend. Alina was my girlfriend. There was no reason to overcomplicate things.

I asked her anyway.

Alina stood in front of the bed, gathering clothes for the trip. She held a moss-green bikini in her hand.

“Leon only has one big tent,” I said. “Three people can sleep in it, but it’ll be cozy. Should I tell him to rent another one?”

She looked at me and shrugged innocently.

“It’s just one night. I’ll be sleeping next to you, and it’s not like I’m being left alone with Leon somewhere.” She tossed the bikini onto the bed, came over to me, and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek. “What kind of camping is it if everyone immediately crawls off into their own little holes, Mr. Weber?”

I’d laughed and texted Leon to just bring his tent.

Just a few days ago, I could still convince myself that I’d simply chosen the most practical solution.

But after that intense night among the vines—after Alina had made it crystal clear she wasn’t afraid to turn my dirtiest fantasies into reality—the thought of the three of us lying side by side in the same tent tonight was suddenly anything but harmless.

I still didn’t tell her that.

I wasn’t even sure how I would have phrased it.


CHAPTER 2


“Jonas, are you planning to take root there?”

Alina’s voice pulled me back to reality, back to the meadow.

I turned my head.

She was kneeling at the edge of the tent, both knees in the dry grass. Leon crouched close beside her, one hand on the guy line, the other showing her the small plastic tensioner for adjusting the rain fly.

“Don’t pull straight up,” Leon explained calmly. “Pull a little diagonal, over here. Exactly. Hold it like that.”

Alina tried to copy him, but as soon as the line went taut, it slipped out of her fingers again.

“Good grief.” She laughed and brushed off her hands. “Why does it look so easy when you do it, and when I try it feels like I’m wrestling a snake?”

“Because I’ve done it wrong often enough.”

Leon leaned in closer and reached for the line right in front of her. The two were so close that his broad shoulder almost brushed Alina’s bare upper arm. Her chestnut hair, tied up, had already loosened a bit after the climb, a few damp strands clinging to the back of her neck. The cream-colored tank top was dark with sweat across her back and beneath her breasts, clinging to her curves with every movement.

Everything about it was completely normal.

Leon was just helping Alina tighten the tent line. Alina laughed because she was being clumsy. After all, I was the one who had invited Leon in the first place.

Still, my gaze inevitably lingered on the almost nonexistent distance between them.

Leon took her hand and placed her fingers at the right spot on the line.

“Hold here,” he said.

“I am holding.”

“You said that five seconds ago too, and then the tent was practically sagging.”

“That’s because this stupid design isn’t beginner-friendly.”

Leon laughed out loud. Alina joined in, completely relaxed and without a trace of embarrassment.

This carefree sight should have reassured me. My best friend and my girlfriend got along great. The trip wasn’t turning into one of those awkward silent affairs where everyone had to pretend they were terribly busy with their phones.

But right behind them stood that tent.

Tonight the three of us would be lying in it, our sleeping bags pressed close together.

I felt my lower abdomen clench.

I knew exactly what this feeling was. I was just still getting used to calling it by its true name: raw arousal.

Leon gave the guy line one last test pull and straightened up.

“Good. As long as no hurricane hits tonight, the tent won’t go flying down into town.”

“Very good,” I said. “Because I wouldn’t have the strength to chase after it.”

Alina braced her hands on her thighs, stood up, and brushed a few blades of grass off her knees. She bent forward, glanced through the open tent entrance, and smiled.

“It definitely looks bigger from the outside than from the inside, doesn’t it?”

Leon shrugged.

“I warned you. Three people fit, but tonight nobody’s going to have much personal space.”

Alina turned to me and grinned mockingly.

“Did you hear that? Tonight you’re not allowed to hog all the space.”

I raised my water bottle like a white flag.

“As long as my legs can still move tonight, you can shove me into any corner you want.”

“If you two cling to each other and take up all the space,” Leon threw in, “I’ll kick Jonas out into the vestibule with the dirty shoes.”

“Fair deal.” Alina nodded immediately.

I just shook my head and joined in their laughter.

The mood stayed carefree. Completely normal. A hot summer afternoon, a campsite on the hill, my girlfriend was having fun, and my best friend had just saved us from sleeping under a collapsed tarp.

Then Leon wiped the sweat from his forehead and looked down at the trees on the slope.

“Should we head down to the stream?” he asked. “It’s less than ten minutes on the path. The water’s ice cold, but on a day like today, it’s perfect.”

Alina’s eyes lit up immediately.

“You can really get in?”

“It’s shallow, you can’t really swim. But there’s a wider spot where you can sit in the water up to your waist.”

Alina whipped around to face me so fast her hair flew over her shoulder.

“Should we go? Come on, let’s head down right now.”

I stared at my hiking boots. My feet were still sending distress signals to my brain.

“You two go ahead,” I said. “Give me two minutes, then I’ll catch up.”

Alina looked at me with exaggerated, mock sympathy.

“You walked just a tiny bit up the hill and now you’re already an old man, Mr. Weber?”

“This old man paid for most of the food and wine for this trip.”

“All right, then the old man can sit a little longer.” She turned to her bag. “I'll change real quick.”

She pulled out a thin beach towel and her moss-green bikini and crawled into the tent.

Leon grabbed his own towel from his backpack. I dropped onto the camping blanket in front of the tent entrance, loosened my shoelaces, and finally let my feet breathe.

From inside the tent came the soft rustle of fabric, then the sound of a zipper being unzipped and zipped back up.

I stared at the closed entrance.

This tent had been stuck in my head ever since we'd set it up. Now, knowing Alina was changing inside while Leon stood just a few steps away, the thought of tonight—the three of us lying side by side—sharpened even more.

I knew my thoughts were drifting somewhere they probably shouldn't.

But ever since that intense encounter between the grapevines, I also knew Alina sometimes downright enjoyed it when my fantasies went exactly that dirty direction.

The tent's zipper whirred loudly.

Alina stepped out.

The beach towel was tucked casually under her arm. She still held her white linen shirt in her hand, not bothering to put it on. She wore only that moss-green two-piece: the skimpy triangle top could barely contain her full breasts, the high-cut bottoms made her legs look endless and provocatively emphasized the soft curve of her hips.

I'd seen Alina in a bikini countless times at Silver Lake. She worked near the water, loved the blazing sun, and had never shown the slightest hint of shame about her magnificent body.

But out here, everything was different.

No crowd at the beach. No screaming kids running past, no loud clinking of glasses. Just the secluded meadow on the hillside, the shared tent for the three of us, Leon just steps away, and Alina in that tiny bikini that made me instantly forget my legs had been aching moments ago.

“Finally my skin can breathe again,” she sighed, running a hand through her hair to sweep it back over her shoulder.

Then she bent down to stuff the linen shirt into her bag and slip into her sandals.

The movement pulled the left edge of her already skimpy bikini bottoms up another risky inch.

The small butterfly tattoo low on her left hip flashed into view.

Leon was still holding his water bottle. The motion of screwing the cap back on slowed noticeably.

His gaze slid over Alina's exposed body as if pulled by a magnet.

Then Leon tore himself away, hastily screwed the bottle shut, and stared intently at the path down to the stream.

I didn't know what was going through his head right then.

But I knew my best friend had just scanned my girlfriend in her bikini. And that small, intimate tattoo in that hidden spot had held his gaze a telltale moment longer.

A hot twitch shot straight to my groin.

There was jealousy, just for a fraction of a second. That deep, instinctive feeling when another man's gaze lingered on Alina's body—in a way I'd always considered my exclusive right.

And right after that, that other, wicked feeling flared up, sending blood pulsing hot through my veins.

Alina straightened up and draped the towel over her shoulder. She made no move to pull the white shirt from her bag and cover herself. Maybe it was just still too warm. Maybe she was only doing it because we were heading down to the stream anyway. I really had no reason to suspect anything more.

Then her gaze slid to me.

The corners of her mouth lifted into a barely perceptible, knowing smile.

“What are you two standing there gawking at?” she asked teasingly. “Are we going to the stream or not?”

Leon cleared his throat audibly.

“Yeah. Let's go.”

He turned around, tucked the towel and water bottle under his arm, and headed toward the path between the trees with long, hasty strides.

I stayed where I was for another moment.

Alina came closer and nudged my shoe provocatively with the tip of her sandal.

“Should I call emergency services for you?”

I looked up at her.

The moss-green bikini. The towel on her smooth shoulder. The butterfly tattoo Leon had just seen. And right behind her, the moss-green tent waiting for the three of us as soon as it got dark.

“Not necessary,” I growled quietly, bracing myself with one hand to stand up. “Somehow I'm suddenly feeling damn fit again.”

Alina laughed huskily. She didn't ask why.

She simply turned around and followed Leon barefoot across the meadow, straight to the narrow path down to the stream.

I walked close behind her, my eyes fixed on Leon's broad back ahead of us and Alina's half-naked body moving so provocatively between us.

A few minutes ago, this had still been a harmless summer camping trip—one I'd reluctantly dragged myself up the hill for just to please my girlfriend.

Now I knew with absolute certainty that I wouldn't be able to innocently shake the cramped tent, Alina's skimpy bikini, and Leon's hungry look from my head.


CHAPTER 3


When Alina and Leon's footsteps had finally faded behind the trees toward the stream, I sat on the blanket in front of the tent for a few more minutes.

My shirt was sticking to my back. My shoulders and calves still ached from the climb and from hauling the gear, but the exhaustion wasn't enough to make me collapse flat in the grass.

I drained the water bottle in a few gulps, set it down next to the backpack, and pulled the sweat-soaked T-shirt over my head. I swapped my athletic shorts for navy blue swim trunks. As I bent down and stepped into them, the image of Leon's face outside the tent flashed through my mind.

The way he'd looked at Alina when she came out in that moss-green bikini.

His gaze had lingered on her breasts, slid down over her hips, then fixed on the little butterfly tattoo just above the edge of her bikini bottoms.

Leon was a man. She was so damn beautiful that you could hardly expect any straight guy to look at her and pretend not to notice.

But when I thought about how tonight all three of us would be lying in the same tent—so close you could hear every movement—my cock went rock hard.

Down the slope, I heard Alina laugh—bright and carefree—then water splashing hard.

“Leon! Stop—”

Her protest dissolved into laughter.

I threw the towel over my shoulder, slipped into my sandals, and headed down the path.

At first the path ran between grapevines basking in the late afternoon sun. The dry earth crumbled under my soles, the air thick with the smell of hot grass and dust. But after just a few dozen steps, the path disappeared under low tree canopies, winding between wild blackberry bushes and roots jutting from the ground. Sunlight filtered through the leaves and cast flickering spots on the ground. The coolness from the streambed crept over my skin before I could even see the water.

Alina's laughter grew closer.

I slowed down, carefully avoiding the dry branches scattered on the damp ground. When I'd almost reached the small clearing by the stream, I stopped behind a dense hazel bush, leaned forward slightly, and peered through a gap in the foliage.

Leon's black trekking shirt hung on a branch right by the water. Alina's white linen shirt and towel lay on a dry rock.

Then I saw them.

Leon stood in a shallow depression where the water only reached his thighs. He was shirtless, his dark swim trunks clinging wet to his legs. His shoulders and chest glistened under the dappled sunlight filtering through the canopy.

Alina stood across from him at a slightly deeper spot, almost waist-deep in the water. The moss-green bikini was soaked through, the fabric clinging like a second skin to her breasts and hips. The ends of her brown hair stuck to her shoulders. Every time she turned or tilted her hip, the butterfly tattoo near her left hip bone flashed just above the water's surface.

She scooped up water and flung it at Leon.

Leon threw his hand up to shield his face, laughed, and splashed a bigger wave back. Alina squealed at the cold, laughed, and backed away quickly. Her foot landed on a smooth stone in the streambed.

She slipped sideways.

Leon reacted instinctively. With one hand he grabbed Alina's arm; with the other he gripped her hip firmly to keep her from falling into the water.

I stood motionless behind the bush.

Leon's hand rested on Alina's bare hip, right above the wet edge of her bikini bottoms. His fingers spread across her skin, holding her so firmly that I could see the soft flesh give slightly beneath them.

Alina clung to Leon's arm to regain her balance. The two now stood noticeably closer than before, her wet breasts just inches from his bare chest.

She laughed breathlessly.

“I almost drowned in this knee-deep water.”

“You backed away yourself,” Leon said, his hand still resting on her hip.

“Because you attacked so ruthlessly.”

“I was just defending myself.”

“Liar.”

Alina scooped up water again and slapped it against his chest.

Leon let go of her hip to protect his face, leaned forward, and hurled a fountain of water back with both hands. The wave hit Alina square on and sent her spinning to the side.

At that exact moment, the knot of her bikini top at the nape of her neck came undone.

I saw the green string fall from her neck before the two wet triangles of fabric slid down.

Alina's breasts were completely bare before Leon.

She froze in the middle of the stream, her hands still slightly raised from dodging. Water droplets rolled from her shoulders down both sides of her breasts. Her nipples had tightened from the cold, hard and prominent against her wet skin.

Leon stood frozen.

His gaze dropped reflexively, lingered there a telltale moment too long, then he jerked his head away.

“Shit… I'm sorry.” His voice suddenly sounded rough. “That wasn't intentional.”

Alina looked down at the bikini top floating in the water in front of her. She seemed surprised for a moment, but she didn't cry out or make any sudden move to cover her breasts. She calmly fished the two triangles of fabric out of the water and laughed softly.

“Why are you apologizing? My top just gave up the ghost.”

Leon stared stubbornly at the shore. His ears burned red.

Alina held the fabric triangles loosely in front of her breasts—just enough to keep them from falling back into the water. The tops of her breasts were completely exposed, and Leon was obviously struggling not to look.

She watched him for a few seconds, then said:

“Leon, can you tie the knot behind my neck again?”

Leon whipped around to face her, as if he wasn’t sure he’d heard correctly.

“Me?”

“Who else?”

He cast a nervous glance up toward the campsite. My heart skipped a beat, but the dense bush hid me completely from his vantage point.

“Alina…” Leon lowered his voice. “Are you sure?”

She smiled in amusement, holding the two damp bikini triangles in front of her.

“Do you want me to stand here in the middle of the stream holding my tits forever?”

I swallowed hard.

Alina could have easily tied the knot herself and acted like nothing had happened. But she didn’t. She stood in front of Leon, her breasts still almost bare, and waited provocatively for his answer.

Leon hesitated another second, then took a step toward her.

Alina handed him the wet strings. Then she raised both arms and swept her damp hair away from her neck. When she took her hands off the bikini top, the two pieces of fabric slipped dangerously low again, exposing almost all of her breasts once more.

Leon drew in a sharp breath.

He stood directly in front of her, both hands on the wet bikini top. To position it properly, he had no choice but to bring his hands damn close to her bare skin.

I knew I should step forward now.

But I stayed frozen behind the bush, gripping my towel tighter.

Leon lifted the left fabric triangle first. His fingers grazed the underside of Alina’s breast as he slid it into position. He flinched slightly, as if he’d touched something scalding.

Alina only drew in a soft breath.

She didn’t lower her arms. She didn’t cover herself. She didn’t back away an inch.

“Sorry,” Leon murmured.

“Just keep going.” Alina’s voice sounded deeper than before. “If it takes too long, it’ll slip down again.”

Leon looked into her face. From where I stood, I couldn’t make out his exact expression, but I clearly saw his Adam’s apple bob as he swallowed hard.

On the second try, his hand was steadier.

He adjusted the right fabric triangle, his palm lightly supporting Alina’s breast from below as he evened out the string. The tip of his thumb gently brushed her hard nipple before the wet fabric finally covered it.

Alina’s shoulders tensed visibly.

A soft, shaky breath escaped her lips.

Leon froze mid-motion.

But Alina only tilted her head, her eyes fixed steadily on his face.

“Don’t stop halfway.”

That sentence sent a hot shiver down my spine, even though the cold of the stream was already creeping around my feet.

Leon said nothing more. He brought the two strings together behind Alina’s neck, standing so close that her breasts almost touched his chest. Alina kept holding her hair up and let him lean in close to tie the knot. As Leon tightened the string, the moss-green fabric molded snugly around her breasts again, pushing the soft curves up even more provocatively in the dappled light filtering through the trees.

When the knot was secure, Leon didn’t immediately pull his hands back. One hand lingered at her neck. The other drifted down in front of her chest, almost as if he wanted to check whether the top was really in place.

His fingers slid hesitantly over the upper edge of the fabric on Alina’s breast.

Alina looked down at his hand, then back into his eyes. Her lips curved slightly, as if she wanted to see whether Leon would stop on his own.

I felt my swim trunks growing way too tight.

The throbbing in my groin came so fast and hard that I had to shift my weight and press my thighs together to ease the pressure. It barely helped. The longer I watched Leon’s hand resting on Alina’s body, the harder my cock throbbed against the thin fabric.

It was Leon who finally pulled his hand back.

“Done,” he said hoarsely.

Alina let her hair fall to her shoulders. She looked down at herself and adjusted the fabric edge under her breasts with two fingers.

“Will it hold?”

“It’ll hold.” Leon tried to smile, but his voice still sounded strained. “As long as you don’t dodge away from the water like that again.”

“Then it won’t be any fun.”

She said it in a tone as if they were still talking about the water fight. But her gaze rested heavily on him.

Leon stared at the water’s surface, then looked back at her. He was no longer so embarrassed that he had to turn away like he had when her breasts were suddenly bare before him.

I stood behind the bush, breathing slowly through my nose, trying to stay absolutely silent.

Alina started to step aside, then paused. She looked down at her left hip.

At the edge of her bikini bottoms, right next to the butterfly tattoo, a small brown leaf clung to the wet fabric.

She tapped it lightly with her fingertip, but instead of brushing it away, she let her hand rest there and looked at Leon.

“Leon.”

“Hm?”

“Something's stuck.”

Leon followed her gaze. He spotted the wet leaf immediately.

“It's just a leaf.”

“I know.” Alina shifted her hip ever so slightly toward him. “Will you get it off for me?”

Leon froze.

Water splashed endlessly over the stones around their feet. A bird cried out somewhere in the trees, then everything went so deathly quiet I could hear my own racing pulse.

“Alina…” Leon began.

She looked at him calmly, showing no sign of regretting her words.

“It's right here.” She ran her finger provocatively along the edge of her bikini bottoms. “You just tied my top. What's so hard about this?”

The excuse was so transparently thin that even my throat went dry.

Leon understood. I knew he understood—any man on earth would have.

Finally, Leon slowly reached out.

At first his fingers only touched the edge of her bottoms at her left hip. The wet fabric clung like a second skin, right beneath the butterfly tattoo. Leon tugged the fabric slightly away with two fingertips, as if he actually just wanted to remove the leaf.

Alina bit down hard on her lower lip.

I couldn't see exactly where his hand went beneath the water's surface, but I saw all too clearly how the edge of her bikini bottoms was pulled away from her skin—and that Leon's fingers didn't stay on the outside.

They slipped under the wet fabric.

Alina sucked in a sharp breath. One of her hands immediately landed on Leon's bare shoulder. Not to push him away, but as if seeking support.

Leon froze mid-motion, his hand buried deep beneath the edge of her bikini bottoms.

“Alina…”

“Do you have it?” she asked.

Her voice was rougher than before. Nothing remained of the loud, playful laughter. But she sounded nothing like she wanted him to pull his hand back out.

Leon looked at her, then down at his wrist, which had disappeared beneath the moss-green fabric.

“Not yet,” he breathed, barely audible.

Alina pressed her hip a little further against his hand.

From my hiding spot, the movement was so obscenely clear that my gut cramped painfully. The bikini edge stretched even tighter. Leon's hand slid deeper under the fabric, slowly, but without any pretense of just removing a leaf.

Alina's shoulders arched slightly back. Her fingers on Leon's shoulder dug tighter into his skin.

“Then…” She paused for a moment and breathed out shakily. “Keep looking. Deeper.”

And he did.

His hand moved unmistakably beneath Alina's bikini bottoms. I could only see the twitch of his wrist and the fabric shifting slightly with the rhythm, but that was more than enough. Alina arched her back almost imperceptibly, her lips parting. A choked moan escaped her before she could suppress it.

My cock was so swollen under my swim trunks that it hurt.

I had to crush the towel in my fist to keep from touching myself. My gaze was glued to Leon's wrist, to Alina's twitching hip, to the way she didn't step back a single damn inch.

This was my girlfriend.

And she was standing here in the middle of the stream letting my best friend finger her under her bikini bottoms.

A sharp-sweet stab of jealousy bored deep into my gut. I knew I could end this whole thing right now by simply stepping forward. A single call of their names would have been enough.

But the moment the thought appeared, it was crushed by that other, wicked instinct.

I wanted to watch.

I wanted to know how far Alina would let Leon go if she thought I wasn't there.

Leon leaned even closer to her.

“Did you find it?” Alina asked, her voice now quiet and thick with arousal.

Leon shook his head, barely perceptible.

“Not yet. It's too deep.”

Alina's lips twisted into a dirty little smile. She looked him straight in the eyes.

“Then don't you dare stop.”

That sentence hit me even harder than the sight of Leon's hand. His fingers had to be buried deep in my girlfriend's pussy by now.

I shifted my weight to see better through the gap in the foliage.

My sandal came down on a dry branch.

Crack.

The sound was brief but whip-sharp, all too audible in the deserted stream hollow.

Leon jerked like he'd been hit by an electric shock.

His hand shot out of Alina's bikini so fast the water splashed up at her hip. Alina whipped her head toward the bush.

I stood frozen for a fraction of a second.

There was no way out. I stepped out from the bushes, the towel still clenched in my fist.

Leon saw me first. His face turned bright red instantly. His wet hand still hung awkwardly in the air—he looked so caught off guard and embarrassed that he clearly didn't know whether to lower it or hide it behind his back.

“Jonas…” he stammered.

The sentence died in his throat.

I didn't waste a long look on Leon.

My eyes went straight to Alina.

She was still standing hip-deep in the stream, her moss-green bikini tied but tugged provocatively to one side where Leon had yanked his hand away too fast. Her wet hair clung to her shoulders. Water droplets beaded on her bare chest, and her breasts rose and fell with each of her still-ragged breaths.

She didn't cover herself.

She just looked at me.

“How long have you been down here, Jonas?” she asked.

Her voice sounded completely relaxed—as if the three of us had just been caught in nothing more than a harmless water fight.

Leon stared over at me, so tense he barely seemed to breathe.

I stepped right to the water's edge. The icy water sloshed over my feet, a brutal contrast to the throbbing heat building beneath my swim trunks.

“I just got here,” I said.

Leon let out an audible sigh of relief.

Alina said nothing.

She held my gaze for another moment, then slowly lowered her eyes to the obvious bulge in my swim trunks. This time the smile tugging at the corners of her mouth was unmistakable.

“Really just now?” she asked quietly.

“Yes.”

I held her knowing gaze.

Alina didn't press. She just calmly brushed her wet hair back over her shoulder and stayed right there in the middle of the cold water—so damn close to Leon that the slightest tilt of her body would have brought them together again.


CHAPTER 4


Darkness had long since settled over the vineyards around Auenfels. Up here on the slope of the Kraichgau, the lingering warmth of the late July day still clung to the dry earth beneath our picnic blanket, but the night wind was cool enough that we were happy to stay outside instead of crawling into the cramped tent.

Leon set the small camping lamp right in front of the entrance to the moss-green dome tent. The yellowish light spilled over a few empty beer bottles, the remains of our meal, and three pairs of outstretched legs on the blanket.

From where I sat, I could see the scattered lights of the village down in the valley. Beyond that lay only the black expanse of the vineyards, the chirping of crickets, and the occasional gust of wind rustling through the leaves.

Dinner was already behind us. Nothing special: a few pretzels, cheese, salami, cherry tomatoes, and beer. The six bottles Leon had brought in his cooler had long since stopped being cold. The one in my hand was barely cooler than the air, but it went down fine. After the climb, the ice-cold stream, and this evening out here, I didn't need anything more.

I took a sip and glanced toward the side of the tent.

Alina's moss-green bikini hung over a guy line. The two tiny pieces of fabric were still damp and swayed gently in the wind.

That sight alone was enough to bring the scene at the stream flooding back, crystal clear.

The way Alina had practically invited Leon.

Since we'd gotten back to camp, Alina had been talking and laughing like nothing had happened. Leon had been a bit quieter at first, but after dinner and half a beer, he'd found his familiar ease again. And I didn't feel angry or irritated—just lighter, in some strange, twisted way.

I wasn't mad.

The thought that his fingers had been inside my girlfriend's pussy earlier made me hot. It made me incredibly horny. And it stirred something in me—a craving to see much more of it.

I set the beer bottle down beside my leg.

Alina lay on her side on the blanket, her head nestled comfortably in my lap. She'd traded the bikini for one of my loose white T-shirts and skimpy cotton sleep shorts. The shirt covered almost her entire ass when she stood, but the way she was lying now, the hem had ridden up, exposing her bare legs from knee to just shy of her shorts.

She wasn't wearing a bra.

I knew because the thin fabric of the T-shirt outlined the full curve of her breasts with every breath—and especially her hard nipples whenever the wind swept over them.

Alina held her beer bottle loosely against her stomach, eyes half-closed, humming softly along to some lyrics I didn't recognize. Her brown hair was almost dry but still wildly tousled from the dip in the stream. I ran my hand through it, brushed a few strands from her forehead, and let my fingers trail over her shoulder.

My other hand rested on her thigh.

At first it had been pure habit. I stroked a few inches up from her knee and back down. Her skin was soft and warm, a stark contrast to the ice-cold water that afternoon. Each time I moved a bit higher, her sleep shorts crept imperceptibly further up.

Alina didn't pull the fabric back down.

She just shifted her hips slightly, settling into an even more comfortable position on my leg, and calmly drank her beer.

Leon sat diagonally across from us, one leg propped up, his elbow resting casually on his knee. He wore fresh shorts and a clean T-shirt, his hair still slightly damp at the nape. In the light of the camping lamp, he looked much more relaxed than earlier, when he'd stood frozen in front of her in the stream.

He was telling a story about a mountain hike with old friends from trade school, where one guy had insisted on bringing a mini grill that they all ended up taking turns hauling up the mountain. Alina laughed softly against my leg. I laughed too, but my attention had long since drifted from the story.

I caught Leon's gaze dropping to Alina's bare thighs.

Only for a second. He immediately looked back at my face as if nothing had happened.

A few minutes later, when Alina lifted the beer bottle to her lips and her breast pressed against the T-shirt with the movement, Leon's gaze slid downward again.

This time it lingered a heartbeat longer.

He looked away before I could catch his eye, but I'd seen it clearly.

My hand stroked a bit higher over Alina's thigh, almost on its own.

Leon broke off mid-story, lifted his beer, took a long sip, and shook his head with a grin.

“You're really the luckiest bastard here, Jonas.”

I laughed.

“Because I let you drag me up this hill with my calves on fire?”

“No.” Leon tilted his beer toward Alina. “Because you have her.”

Alina laughed softly, her shoulders shaking against my stomach. Her eyes were still closed, but her smile wasn't the kind you use to deflect a compliment. She was enjoying it.

I stroked my thumb over the soft inside of her thigh, just a little, then paused.

“Yeah,” I said, looking directly at Leon. “I know.”

Alina's eyes snapped open and she blinked up at me.

“You're getting arrogant, Mr. Weber.”

“I'm just stating facts.”

“Sounds pretty obnoxious.”

“But you're not saying I'm wrong.”

She narrowed her eyes, studied me for a few seconds, then laughed. She swatted my stomach with the back of her hand. Not hard, just enough to pretend she was scolding me.

Leon laughed along, but his gaze lingered a moment too long on Alina's face before he looked back at me.

“That’s true,” he said. “If I had a girlfriend like Alina, I probably wouldn’t be very modest either.”

After what had happened down at the stream that afternoon, the compliment no longer sounded like a harmless joke between friends.

“Tell me,” Leon began, setting his beer bottle down between his legs. “How exactly did you two meet? I’ve known you since before you moved here, but I don’t think you ever told me that story in detail.”

Alina was still lying in my lap, her eyes now wide open. She looked up at me as if waiting to see how I’d spin the story.

“I saw her first,” I said.

“Saw?” Alina drew the word out mockingly. “You mean you stared at me for weeks first.”

Leon raised his eyebrows in amusement.

“Now this is getting interesting.”

I laughed.

“A few months ago, I was finally sick of sitting alone in my apartment every day writing code. So I packed up my laptop and drove to the café at Silver Lake. I wanted to work and just have a change of scenery.”

“And he did absolutely no work at all,” Alina interjected dryly.

“I worked.”

“You opened your laptop. Your eyes were glued to me.”

Leon looked over at Alina.

“You noticed that from the start?”

“Of course.” She raised her beer bottle and took a small sip. “He sat at almost the same table every day, ordered his beer or coffee, and every time I walked past him, he pretended to be completely absorbed in his screen.”

“I was just waiting for the right moment,” I said defensively.

“You were just shy.”

Leon laughed out loud.

“That definitely sounds more like Jonas.”

I squeezed Alina’s thigh gently.

“And then, my brave waitress?”

“Then one afternoon when it was pretty dead, I brought him his drink.” She tilted her head slightly toward Leon and told the story as calmly as if it were about two complete strangers. “I asked him if he was actually there to work, or if he was just pretending so he could stare at my ass.”

“I almost choked on my coffee.”

“You turned bright red,” she teased.

“After that, she wrote her phone number on the back of the receipt and slipped it to me.”

“Because you would’ve sat there drinking coffee until winter if I’d waited for you to make a move.”

Leon shook his head, still laughing.

“Alina, you’re really not what you seem.”

“What do I seem like?”

“You seem…” Leon hesitated, shot me a quick, uncertain glance, then looked back at her. “More innocent.”

Alina let out a soft, throaty laugh.

“So you think I’m innocent?”

The question sounded almost casual, but it made Leon’s gaze lock onto her.

I watched carefully. Alina didn’t avoid his gaze. She stayed relaxed in my lap, one hand loosely around the bottleneck, her legs crossed. The hem of my oversized T-shirt had ridden up dangerously high at her hip, leaving her legs almost completely exposed in the lamplight.

I stroked from her knee upward again, this time much higher than before. My fingertips settled on the soft, bare skin just beneath the edge of her shorts.

Leon stared at my hand.

Then he asked, his voice suddenly a shade deeper:

“And what do you like most about each other?”

Alina turned slightly and shifted from her side onto her back. Now she was looking directly up at me, her long hair fanning out in a dark wave across my leg and the blanket. One of her hands played absently with the hem of my shirt.

“Jonas is sweet,” she said. “He’s good-looking, even though he always acts like he’s totally average. And he spoils me.”

“A lot?” Leon asked quietly.

Alina smiled.

“A lot.”

I gently brushed a stray strand from her cheek. Hearing her say that so openly in front of Leon sent a warm feeling through my chest. But when I looked up and saw Leon’s eyes fixed on her lips, mesmerized, what came out of my mouth was anything but gentle.

“And I like her because she’s so damn beautiful.”

Alina smiled, obviously satisfied with that answer.

But I wasn’t finished yet.

“And because she’s absolutely filthy.”

Alina went completely rigid in my lap for a fraction of a second.

Leon jerked his head toward me and burst out laughing. It wasn’t that polite laugh from earlier; it exploded out of him because he simply hadn’t expected me to say it so bluntly.

“Jonas!” Alina smacked my stomach indignantly. “What are you saying?”

I caught her wrist effortlessly and pressed it flat against my chest.

“Did I lie?”

She looked at me. Her cheeks flushed deeper in the lamplight, but her smile didn't fade. She didn't say I was wrong. She didn't tell me to shut up. She just pursed her lips, as if deciding whether to keep scolding me or let this explosive tension hang in the air between the three of us.

Finally, she turned her head toward Leon.

“You shouldn't believe everything Jonas says.”

Leon raised his beer bottle slightly, almost like an apology.

“I'm afraid I have to believe my best friend.”

“You two are playing dirty,” she pouted playfully.

Leon and I laughed out loud.

But a little while later, Leon wasn't laughing anymore.

I felt the shift in the atmosphere immediately. He was sitting noticeably more upright, the beer bottle still in his hand, but he wasn't bringing it to his mouth anymore. His gaze slid from Alina's face to the thin white fabric stretched across her breasts, then locked onto my hand on her thigh.

“Dirty how exactly?” Leon asked me, but his eyes were fixed on her. “Now I'm curious, Jonas.”

My heart started racing.

In that moment, I knew exactly what waters we'd drifted into. Leon was asking because he wanted to picture it. Because he wanted to hear more. Something filthy. Something private.

I looked down at her.

My fingers were still stroking her thigh, slow and provocative, as if reminding her that the decision was hers.

“Can I tell him?” I asked.

Alina raised her eyebrows slightly.

“What?”

“How dirty you really are.”

She was silent for a moment. Her dark eyes slid over to Leon. He was watching her with intense focus, the beer bottle frozen in his grip, his jaw slightly clenched.

Then Alina looked back up at me.

“I won't forbid it.” She slowly set her bottle down beside her hip. “As long as you tell it exactly how it happened. Don't make anything up just to show off in front of your friend.”

That permission sent heat flooding through my gut.

I set my bottle down next to the backpack. My hand stayed firmly on Alina's thigh.

“Recently,” I began, looking directly at Leon, “I went to pick her up after her late shift at the Silberblick. We walked along the shore. It was already dark, the path was almost empty, just a few late cyclists still out.”

Leon didn't say a word.

Alina lay completely still, but her free hand found mine resting on her thigh. Her soft fingertips touched the back of my hand—not pulling me away, just resting there in silent confirmation.

“We were walking when she suddenly pulled me into a pitch-black corner behind some bushes right by the path.” I looked down at her face. “Before I even realized what was happening, she was on her knees in the dirt, ripping open my pants and taking my cock deep into her mouth.”

Leon let out a sharp breath.

His gaze shot to Alina.

Her face was deep red now, but she didn't turn away. Quite the opposite. Her lips curved into a wicked little smile as she soaked in his reaction.

“Right by the path?” Leon asked, incredulous.

“Right by the damn path,” I confirmed. “I was trying to stay quiet when a guy on a bicycle came by. His front light swept right over the spot where we were standing. He was so close that if he'd just turned his head, he would've seen everything.”

Leon swallowed hard.

“I really thought Alina would stop,” I continued. “Or at least lift her head and wait until he was gone.”

Now Alina chimed in for the first time, her voice low and husky, with a dirty little laugh:

“I was too busy sucking your cock.”

I looked at her.

“No. You knew damn well he was there. Because you deliberately sucked even harder.”

She smiled wickedly and gave my fingers a gentle squeeze.

I turned to Leon and spoke each word slowly, deliberately:

“She kept shamelessly sucking my cock while that guy on the bicycle rode past less than six feet away. And she damn well didn't stop until I came in her mouth.”

Leon sat frozen.

He wasn't looking at me anymore. His complete, undivided attention was on Alina—the woman wearing my oversized T-shirt, lounging in my lap with her fingers intertwined with mine, who'd just confirmed this obscene story with a wet smile on her lips.

“Shit,” Leon managed after a few endless seconds. His voice was rough. “I really wouldn't have thought that of you…”

“Wouldn't have thought I could be such a slut?” Alina asked provocatively.

Leon let out an uncertain laugh and rubbed the back of his neck.

“Wouldn't have thought you were this dirty.”

Alina stretched slightly on my leg. It was only a tiny movement, but it was enough to make the hem of the T-shirt ride even higher up her bare legs. She made no move to pull it back down.

“Maybe you've only ever seen me when I had to be good.”

That sentence hit me so hard I had to take a deep breath.

Leon stared at her for a few seconds before asking—this time without holding back:

“Does that feeling turn you on?”

Alina blinked slowly.

“What feeling?”

Leon picked up the beer bottle but immediately set it back down without taking a single sip. He seemed to be searching for the right words, but after what had happened at the creek and after that story, there was absolutely no innocent way left to ask this question.

“That someone could see you,” he said hoarsely. “When you do something like that. The thrill of someone being nearby who could catch you any second… does that make you wet?”

Alina's hand was still on mine.

I could feel her fingers tightening around mine, gripping hard.

Finally she breathed:

“Yes.”

Just one word.

But it made my cock so brutally hard inside my swim trunks that it hurt.

Alina laughed softly, her head still comfortably nestled in my lap.

“I love the thought that someone could be watching me.” Her gaze slid to my hand on her thigh, then back to Leon's eyes. “I like knowing I'm doing something I'm not supposed to do… and still don't want to stop.”

I stroked my thumb possessively over her soft skin.

“And I'm incredibly lucky,” she continued, her voice softer now as she looked up at me. “Because Jonas has never judged me for my dirty little kinks.”

Something hot and heavy tightened in my chest. She was talking about me like I was a man she trusted unconditionally—but she was doing it right in front of Leon, after he'd seen her almost naked down at the creek and fingered her. She was making it crystal clear that her desire was absolutely nothing she had to hide from her boyfriend.

And I damn well didn't want her to hide either.

Leon laughed in disbelief and shook his head.

“You two are really…” He broke off, like he couldn't find the words to describe this situation. “I don't even know anymore which one of you I should be more jealous of.”

Alina laughed throatily.

“Be jealous of Jonas first. That makes more sense in your case.”

I looked at Leon. He laughed too, but his dark eyes were glued to her.

My hand slid up Alina's thigh once more. But this time I didn't stop at the edge. I shoved my fingers ruthlessly under the fabric of her shorts and slid them straight to the hem of her panties. I felt it immediately—how incredibly wet and hot she was. Alina's pussy was already soaking.

Alina abruptly stopped laughing.

She threw her head back and looked up at me. My fingers pushed deeper, demanding, while Leon watched every movement with razor-sharp focus. I wanted to feel how wet this conversation had made her. Her breath caught, broke off, and turned into a soft, trembling moan.

The image from the creek flashed through my mind again: this exact pussy had been touched by Leon's fingers just hours ago.

I stared down at Alina.

“You.”

“Hm?”

“Do you feel like doing something really dirty tonight?”

She looked deep into my eyes, then let her gaze drift slowly to Leon.

He had gone dead silent.

“What exactly are you thinking?” Alina asked.

Her voice sounded light, but I heard the raw, sexual tension vibrating underneath.

I didn't answer right away. I kept my fingers deep in her wet pussy, moving them slowly so she knew without a doubt that I was dead serious. Then I turned my gaze to the tent entrance behind us, where the yellow lamp lit up the moss-green fabric and her damp bikini still swayed provocatively in the wind.

“What I just told you about,” I said darkly. “At the lakeshore.”

Alina's lips parted slightly.

I held her gaze.

“You could do it again right here.”

Her eyes widened a little.

“Right here in front of this tent,” I added.

I slowly turned my head to Leon.

He sat frozen on the blanket, the beer bottle forgotten beside his hand. His eyes darted frantically between me and Alina, like he didn't know whether he was losing his mind or if the beer was making him hallucinate.

I looked back down at my girlfriend.

“So Leon can watch us.”

For a few endless seconds, the only sounds were the chirping of insects among the dark grapevines and the cool night wind brushing over the tent lines.

Alina's body tensed on my lap. I felt it clearly through my fingers. Her pussy got even wetter in an instant. Her hot juice flowed uncontrollably around my fingertips.

Alina slowly propped herself up on one elbow and sat up. The oversized t-shirt slipped completely off one shoulder, exposing her smooth skin in the lamplight. Her hair fell wildly in front of her breasts. Her cheeks were glowing deep red now, but she made no move to cover herself, and she didn't pull her hand out of mine either.

She looked at me for a very long time.

Then her gaze slid to Leon.

Leon sucked in a sharp breath and sat bolt upright. He didn't dare be the first to say a single word.

Alina looked back at me. The corners of her mouth twitched before an incredibly sinful smile spread across her lips.

“You really are…” She exhaled heavily and shook her head, almost in disbelief. “You're making me so insanely horny right now, Jonas.”

My gut clenched painfully tight.

I slowly pulled my wet fingers out of her shorts. Her answer was clear enough.

I turned my head and looked Leon directly in the eyes.

“Do you want to watch?”


CHAPTER 5


Leon set the beer bottle down in the grass.

“Shit, Jonas,” he said again. “That’s obvious.”

Alina rose from my lap and stepped into the cone of light in front of the tent entrance, facing Leon. My T-shirt hung almost to the bottom of her skimpy sleep shorts. The night wind slipped under the hem and pressed the thin fabric tight against her body.

She grabbed the bottom edge of the shirt and pulled it over her head in one fluid motion.

The white fabric fell onto the blanket at her feet.

Alina’s full breasts were completely bare in the yellowish lamplight. Soft and round, they rose and fell with each breath.

Leon exhaled with a hiss.

His eyes were practically glued to her chest. This time he didn’t even try to hide it, not like the furtive glances from earlier.

Alina gave him a provocative look, then hooked two fingers into the waistband of her shorts. She let them slide slowly down over her hips.

The fabric slipped over her thighs and fell to her ankles. Alina lifted first one foot, then the other, and let the shorts lie carelessly next to my T-shirt.

She stood completely naked in front of Leon.

The small butterfly tattoo low on her left hip was crystal clear in the light. No bikini edge hid it now, no water like earlier at the stream.

I had seen Alina’s body countless times. In bed. In the shower. In the morning when she walked through the apartment wearing nothing but one of my shirts. But never like this: completely naked in front of the entrance to our shared tent, on a deserted hill, while my best friend devoured her from head to toe.

And Leon really was staring.

He sat motionless, hands pressed firmly against his knees. But the front of his shorts now showed an unmistakable bulge. His gaze slid from Alina’s breasts to her flat stomach, lingered greedily on the tattoo at her hip, then jumped hastily back up to her face—as if it only just occurred to him that he should show some remnant of decency.

“Damn…” Leon breathed, barely audible.

Alina smiled.

Then she turned to me.

Without me having to call her, she came toward me, sank onto the blanket, and knelt between my legs. Just the way she took that position sent a hot wave straight to my groin.

Alina braced both hands on my knees and looked up at me.

“You wanted me to repeat it, Jonas.” Her voice was soft but demanding. “What are you waiting for?”

Pulling down your pants in front of your own best friend was normally absurd enough. But Alina was kneeling naked in front of me, her eyes glowing with arousal at this exact dirty game we’d just begun. All embarrassment was wiped away.

I lifted my hips and pulled my swim trunks down.

My cock sprang free, hard, right in front of Alina’s face.

She studied it, and her lips curved into a grin.

“You’re this turned on already?”

“Long before you even took off your shirt.”

Alina laughed softly. She wrapped her hand around my cock and stroked once, firmly, from base to tip. I flinched involuntarily, without taking my eyes off Leon.

He stared, hypnotized, at Alina’s hand on my cock.

“You’re really letting her…” Leon started, his throat sounding dry. “You’re really letting her do that right in front of me?”

I buried a hand in Alina’s hair.

“You said earlier that you wanted to see it.”

Leon didn’t answer. He just watched.

Alina leaned forward.

First her wet tongue touched the tip, tracing an agonizingly slow circle around the taut skin. I clenched my teeth, my breathing instantly faltering. Then she parted her lips, enclosed the head, held me there for a moment, and only then slid deeper.

I groaned through clenched teeth, my fingers tightening in her hair.

It wasn’t the first time Alina had blown me. But she’d never done it while another guy sat just a few steps away, able to see absolutely everything: her wet mouth, her throat, her naked breasts.

Alina was in no hurry to make me come. She took me deep into her throat, then pulled back inch by inch, letting my wet cock glisten in the light before sliding it between her lips again. Sometimes she stopped right at the tip, licked it slowly, and looked over my shoulder directly at Leon.

She was making a damn show of it.

And shit, I loved it.

Leon had shifted position. His legs were no longer loosely crossed like when he’d been drinking beer. One knee was raised, his hand resting tensely near his thigh, and the front of his shorts was straining visibly. His eyes didn’t know whether to stay on Alina’s lips wrapped around my cock or on her breasts, which swayed heavily with every movement of her head.

Alina took me even deeper.

I had to breathe deeply through my nose to keep from thrusting my hips forward too soon. The wet sounds of her mouth on my cock were loud and clear in the quiet night—dirtier than usual because Leon was sitting right there, listening.

“Alina…” I sucked in a hissing breath. “Are you trying to kill me?”

She let me go just enough to laugh softly, then ran her tongue along the underside of my shaft.

“Didn’t you want to show me off in front of him?”

That sentence made me so relentlessly hard it hurt.

Across from us, Leon cursed quietly under his breath. He leaned forward and tried to adjust his position, but there was no hiding the bulge straining between his thighs.

Alina saw it.

She paused with her mouth at my tip and stared fixedly at Leon’s crotch.

Leon noticed her hungry gaze. His whole body tensed.

Alina turned back to me and continued. This time her lips closed even tighter around me.

Leon finally couldn’t take it anymore.

He exhaled sharply and yanked the waistband of his shorts down without hesitation. Leon’s cock sprang into his hand—hard, thick, and standing stiff against his stomach.

He gripped it, gave one experimental stroke, and kept staring at Alina with my cock in her mouth.

“I can’t just sit here and watch,” Leon said roughly. “You two are driving me insane.”

A brief, sharp stab of jealousy hit me when I heard him talk about Alina.

Alina let my cock slide from her mouth.

Saliva glistened on her swollen lips. She turned her head toward Leon, her dark eyes traveling straight to his hand gripping his hard cock.

She stared a moment too long.

I put a hand on her bare shoulder.

“You heard him.”

Alina looked back up at me. Her lips were still wet, her cheeks slightly flushed from having me deep in her throat.

I asked,

“Do you want to help Leon?”

Alina didn’t answer with words. She turned fully toward Leon and crooked her finger invitingly.

“Come here, Leon.”

Leon came immediately.

He shuffled over on his knees until he was close enough that she only had to reach out to touch his cock. His shorts hung around his thighs. His hand still gripped himself.

From this close, I could see all too clearly that Leon’s cock was a good bit longer and thicker than mine.

Fuck.

At that same moment, my girlfriend reached over and wrapped her hand around him.

Leon sucked in a sharp breath through his teeth.

“Fuck, Alina…”

She smiled wickedly.

Her hand began stroking Leon’s cock rhythmically while she bent back down to me and took my tip into her mouth again.

Alina knelt completely naked between us, sucking my cock. One hand gripped my base while her lips slid wetly up and down. Her other hand jerked Leon off so he could kneel on the other side and watch undisturbed as she serviced us both at once.

Fuck, she was my steady girlfriend, and she was acting like a damn practiced slut.

Her fingers glided along Leon’s shaft, tightened briefly at the head, then pulled firmly back down. He tried desperately to hold still, but every time she reached the top, his hips jerked forward involuntarily.

“You’re really damn good at this,” Leon panted.

Alina let out a throaty laugh while she still had me in her mouth. The vibration from her throat shot like an electric shock straight into my cock and nearly drove me out of my mind.

I held her hair tight, just to feel every tiny movement of her head.

Alina sucked me a few more times—just enough to make my thighs tremble. Then she suddenly let me go.

My cock slipped from her lips, wet and glistening in the cool night air.

Before I could even make a sound, she turned her shoulders fully toward Leon.

Her hand still gripped his cock. She looked him straight in the eyes, ran her tongue slowly across her lips, then bent forward to take his thick tip into her mouth.

Leon jerked violently.

A deep moan broke from him, louder than anything he’d tried to suppress until then.

“Oh, fuck…” Leon leaned forward slightly, both hands balled into fists beside his hips. “Alina…”

I sat frozen, watching.

The mouth that had just been pleasuring my cock was now sliding hungrily over Leon’s shaft.

My girlfriend was blowing my best friend right in front of my eyes.

Jealousy shot through me like poison. It hit me square in the chest, but before it could turn uncomfortable, my cock throbbed painfully hard at the sight of Alina’s lips completely engulfing my friend’s cock.

I’d fantasized about Alina blowing another guy. But I never would have thought it would turn me on this much when it actually happened right in front of me.

Alina didn’t leave me out. While her mouth slid wetly up and down on Leon’s cock, her other hand groped blindly back toward me, grabbed my cock, and kept stroking me slowly.

She was facing Leon, blowing him passionately, but her hand kept me hard and hot with every glance I couldn’t help but steal.

Leon didn’t dare touch Alina’s head. His hands opened and closed repeatedly beside his thighs, as if he was terrified that one wrong touch could end this dream instantly.

She lifted her head slightly and let Leon’s tip slip from her lips with a wet pop. A thin strand of saliva stretched with it before breaking and landing on her bare breast.

Leon stared at it, breathing so loud I could hear every breath.

“You really enjoy driving him crazy, don’t you?” I said, my voice raw.

Alina looked at me, my cock still firm in her grip.

“Didn’t you want to watch me do this?”

I couldn’t deny it.

“Yeah.”

She flashed a dirty smile and immediately took Leon deep in her mouth again.

Leon let out an audible moan. His hips unconsciously pushed toward her mouth, then stopped immediately—like he knew Alina was the one setting the pace.

Watching him struggle to hold back while Alina eagerly blew him right in front of me, the words burst out:

“Looks like you won’t last much longer, Leon.”

Leon’s eyes flew open and he stared at me, breathing in ragged gasps.

“You’re acting like you’re totally relaxed.”

I let out a rough laugh, even though Alina’s hand on my cock nearly made my voice crack.

“Want to see which of us lasts longer?”

Alina stopped immediately.

She let Leon’s cock slide from her mouth and looked up at me. One hand still gripping me, the other still wrapped around Leon. Two rock-hard cocks jutted up on either side of her flushed face.

“A real competition?” she asked.

I looked at her.

“What do you think?”

Alina’s smile grew wider, more dangerous.

She stroked us both at once, firm from base to tip, making Leon and me gasp in unison.

“Then I’m setting the rules.”

Leon looked at her in silence.

So did I.

“Whoever comes first gets to come in my mouth, on my face, or on my tits,” Alina said. “And whoever lasts until the end…”

She squeezed my cock hard once, then gave Leon’s a teasing stroke.

“…gets to come deep inside my pussy tonight.”

That filthy sentence changed the entire atmosphere in front of the tent.

Leon’s cock twitched wildly in her hand. So did mine—so hard I had to clench my jaw, teeth grinding.

But no matter how much my head was spinning, I wanted to hear it crystal clear from her.

I looked Alina straight in the eyes.

“Are you sure?” I asked. “The winner gets to fuck you tonight. Do you really want that?”

Alina didn’t laugh it off.

She held my gaze, both hands still wrapped tight around our cocks.

“I’m absolutely sure.” Her voice was firm, leaving no room for doubt. “And those are my rules.”

She turned to Leon.

“And you? Want to play?”

Leon stared at her and answered without hesitation.

“I’m in,” he said hoarsely. “Fuck, I’d be a damn idiot to say no.”

Alina still knelt between us, naked, both cocks in her hands, waiting for my final answer.

I looked at her one more time.

Then at Leon.

“Deal.”

Alina laughed softly, like she’d been waiting for that one word.

“Then don’t complain later when one of you loses too fast.”

She bent down to me first.

Her mouth was burning hot and wet, closing greedily around my tip before sliding deep. At the same time, her hand stroked Leon noticeably faster. Leon had to brace a hand on the blanket to keep from toppling forward.

I clenched my jaw.

Alina didn’t let me enjoy it for long. The moment I surrendered to the rhythm of her mouth, she released me and seamlessly took Leon instead.

My cock stood rigid in front of her, wet and straining, but her hand immediately replaced her mouth, stroking me relentlessly. I still got enough friction, but now I had to watch up close as she blew Leon while mercilessly driving me toward the edge.

She switched again.

And again.

Whenever she had me deep in her throat, she watched Leon from the corner of her eye, like she wanted him to see exactly what he’d just felt. Whenever she bent toward Leon, she stroked my cock faster, forcing me to feel that obscene sight through my entire body.

She didn’t favor either of us.

She drove us both completely insane, in two entirely different ways.

Leon started moaning louder. He tried to say something, but mostly only broken, guttural sounds escaped him every time Alina swallowed him to the hilt.

I was no better off.

Every time her wet lips returned to me, I was on the verge of exploding. But every time she left me to blow Leon, it got even worse. Her hand on my cock was strong and precise enough to keep me balanced right on the edge—and I had to watch as she took my best friend deep in her mouth while listening to him moan because of her.

It wasn't Alina's mouth on my cock that made me lose.

It was her damn mouth on Leon's cock.

I wanted to win. Part of me still wanted to yank her toward me, to be the one who came out on top, to hear her moan because Leon had failed.

But the longer I watched this spectacle, the more brutally that other desire forced its way forward.

I wanted to watch Leon fuck my girlfriend.

Alina came back to me.

This time there was no slow teasing. She took me brutally deep, her lips sealed tight around my shaft while her other hand kept stroking Leon relentlessly, hard. Her head bobbed frantically, and every time she pulled back, she barely gave herself any space before swallowing me again.

“Alina…” It tore out of me, and I couldn't control my voice anymore. “I'm gonna come.”

But she didn't slow down.

Just the opposite. She took me down her throat two more times, then released me abruptly. Her hand immediately wrapped around my wet cock, fast and mercilessly tight. She lifted her face to mine, her bare breasts heaving with each breath, her wet mouth slightly parted.

I understood immediately what she wanted.

And there was no way I could hold back anymore.

“Fuck… Alina…”

I thrust my hips blindly forward, my cock jerking violently in her hand.

Hot spurts of cum shot out of me, spraying across Alina's cheek, onto her lips, splattering across her bare breasts. She closed her eyes in pleasure at the first hard shots, but her hand kept up the rhythm mercilessly until my orgasm had completely faded.

I sank back exhausted, bracing myself on trembling hands against the blanket, my chest heaving.

For a few seconds my mind went completely blank.

Alina was still kneeling between us. My cum glistened on her cheek in the yellow light of the camping lamp and dripped from her breasts. One hand released my slowly softening cock, but the other still gripped Leon's—hard and throbbing in her grasp.

She looked at me.

Her lips curled into a triumphant smile.

“You lost, Jonas.”

There wasn't a shred of pity in her voice. Only pure lust, heat, and the deep satisfaction of having manipulated the game to this exact filthy outcome.

Leon knelt across from her, gasping for breath. His eyes were glued to Alina's face and her breasts, where my load was still clearly visible. His cock was still rock hard in her hand.

But he didn't move to touch her.

He stared at me.

In that moment, the jealousy came rushing back—sharp and ice cold. I had just come. My body was still numb with satisfaction, but my mind was alert enough to fully grasp that I'd be handing the next part of this night over to my best friend.

Alina tilted her head and fixed Leon with a piercing look.

“You won,” she said quietly, stroking his cock one more time, provocatively.

“So what are you waiting for?”


CHAPTER 6


“So what are you waiting for?”

Leon didn’t waste another second.

After Alina’s clear invitation, he immediately reached for her. His lips pressed against hers—clumsy but demanding and fierce, as if he’d waited far too long to finally touch her like this.

Alina didn’t just let herself be swept along passively. She lifted her face to meet his, returned the kiss hungrily, grabbed his shoulder with one hand and buried the other in the nape of his neck to pull him hard against her.

My cum was still clinging to her cheek and the corner of her mouth. That didn’t seem to deter Leon in the least from greedily devouring my girlfriend’s mouth.

I sat on the blanket in front of the tent, my breath still unsteady from my own orgasm. Leon’s hand slid down over Alina’s naked back. She pressed her breasts against his chest, demanding more, parted her lips under his kiss, and my lower belly clenched.

I was damn jealous.

But when I saw Alina sucking on Leon’s tongue like it was the most natural thing in the world, saw my best friend kneading her bare breast in his hand, that jealousy shot like liquid fire straight into my crotch.

My cock, which had just gone soft after I’d come on her face, immediately started throbbing again.

Alina was the first to pull away from the wet kiss. One of her hands still rested possessively on the back of Leon’s neck. She was breathing fast, her eyes gleaming wildly in the yellowish glow of the camping light. Then she turned her head toward the moss-green dome tent directly behind me.

“Into the tent,” she said hoarsely.

She took Leon by the hand and pulled him toward the tent entrance. Completely naked, she stepped over the picnic blanket, her hair a wild tangle on her shoulders. Leon stood up immediately, his cock still jutting stiff and demanding from his stomach. The shorts that had been hanging loosely on his hips anyway, he finally stripped off and tossed carelessly into the grass.

My mind was still desperately trying to keep up with what was happening.

Alina bent down in front of the tent entrance, then glanced back at me.

“And you?”

I let out a dry laugh. “What about me?”

“Don’t you want to watch me fuck your best friend, Mr. Weber?”

She braced one hand on the edge of the tent entrance, her gaze sliding down my body with a demanding look.

Leon laughed softly beside her, still a little uncertain, but his eyes didn’t leave her naked body for a second.

I pulled up my swim trunks so they wouldn’t be in the way, grabbed the towel next to my foot, and crawled into the tent after them.

Inside, it was a damn sight tighter than I remembered.

Three thin air mattresses lay side by side, filling almost the entire floor. The sleeping bags were crumpled carelessly at the back of the tent. The camping lamp outside cast only a low, yellow glow inside—just bright enough to see naked skin, sweat, and every tiny movement of the two of them right in front of me.

I lay on my side on the mattress against the tent wall. Barely an arm’s length separated me from Alina. I heard every single breath she took. Saw the mattress dip under Leon’s knees. I smelled tent fabric, rubber, damp sweat, and the intoxicating scent of Alina’s warm skin in the stuffy air.

As soon as she was inside, Alina pulled Leon down with her.

They fell into another hungry kiss on the middle mattress. Leon braced one hand beside her head, the other gripping her soft hip firmly. Alina immediately wrapped her legs around him, her back arching with pleasure as Leon’s lips wandered from her mouth down to her neck.

I lay right beside them, staring at Leon’s hand on her body. So close I would only have had to reach out to touch the exact same spot.

Leon bent lower and took one of Alina’s breasts into his mouth with a wet sound.

She moaned deep in her throat, clawed her fingers through his hair, and pressed her knees even tighter around his hips.

Leon’s hard cock slid slick over her naked thigh as they ground against each other. Alina sucked in a sharp breath, then laid her hand flat on his shoulder.

“Wait.”

Leon froze mid-motion.

Alina reached for the small toiletry bag we shared, lying next to my backpack. She rummaged through it briefly and pulled out a condom.

Leon stared at the small, square packet in her hand and let out a short, incredulous laugh.

“You always carry those in your backpack?”

“Of course.” Alina threw me a meaningful look, the corners of her mouth twitching. “But Jonas and I always do it without.”

My head threatened to explode.

She was right. We hadn’t used a damn condom in months. Alina wanted to feel me skin-to-skin inside her, so she took the pill.

But on this camping trip, she’d secretly brought condoms.

Fuck.

Just the sight of her lying naked under Leon, calmly tearing open the package, was enough to shut down every rational thought in my brain.

Outside on the blanket, I’d already seen his cock.

But in here, from this close, I saw it all too clearly.

Leon was bigger than me. Not just a good bit longer, but thicker, more massive. There was no angle, no mental gymnastics that could let me fool myself.

Alina placed the condom on Leon’s thick tip and rolled it down his full length herself. Leon threw his head back and groaned as her soft hand stroked over the latex stretched tight around him.

“Now lie on your back,” she commanded softly.

Leon looked at her—surprised and incredibly turned on.

“You don't want me to do anything first?”

Alina pressed her palm flat against his chest and shoved him back onto the mattress without warning.

“I already sucked your cock earlier. Don't get greedy.”

Leon let out a rough laugh, but it died in his throat the moment Alina straddled his hips.

She turned just far enough in my direction for me to see absolutely everything.

One hand rested on Leon's bare chest. With the other, Alina gripped his now-sheathed cock and guided the swollen tip purposefully between her legs. The small butterfly tattoo near her hip danced with every movement.

She looked up at me.

Not to ask permission anymore. Just to make sure I was watching.

Alina lowered her hips.

Her wet pussy yielded as Leon's thick tip pushed into her. She paused halfway, sucked in a sharp breath, then pressed herself down relentlessly—deep, until her hips landed with a slap against Leon's pelvis.

Leon groaned deep in his throat, his hands reaching for her hips on instinct.

“Fuck… Alina…”

“Ahhh…”

My girlfriend sat fully impaled on my best friend's cock, right before my eyes, less than an arm's length away, and she couldn't hide her raw lust.

Alina stayed motionless for a few breaths, her whole body tense as she adjusted to his size. Then she lifted her hips, slid up almost to the tip, and slammed back down hard.

The air mattress gave way with a squeak and scraped loudly across the tent floor.

Alina's ass began moving faster, more urgent.

Her hair whipped across her shoulders. Her full breasts bounced heavily with every thrust. Leon lay beneath her, both hands gripping her hips tight, keeping her balanced on the yielding mattress, staring hypnotized as she took him without restraint.

The whole damn tent started to shake.

I didn't know where to look: at Alina's face as she bit her lower lip to stifle a moan; at her breasts swinging wildly with each movement; or right where her wet pussy swallowed Leon's cock.

The jealousy was still there, a bright, stabbing pain. But it felt like high-octane fuel pumping straight into my lust.

Alina's moans grew louder, uninhibited, as Leon gripped her hips even harder and started thrusting up to meet her.

“Leon…” She gasped for breath. “Yes… just like that…”

Leon tore his hands from her hips and cupped her breasts. His large palms engulfed them, kneading hard in time with her rhythm, without any restraint.

She threw her head back and nearly screamed.

I watched Leon's hands work my girlfriend's breasts possessively, his thumbs stroking roughly over her hard nipples. My cock grew so hard again under my shorts it hurt.

Alina turned her face toward me.

Her wicked gaze dropped straight to my crotch.

“You're rock hard again,” she panted, half laughing, half breathless.

I didn't even think of denying it.

“Watching you do this? Anything else would be sick.”

She moaned as Leon thrust up into her with a particularly deep stroke.

Then Alina reached for me, demanding.

“Come here.”

I slid closer. She grabbed my wrist and pulled my hand to one of her bare breasts while Leon's hand claimed the other.

The second my fingers touched her skin, Alina shuddered violently on top of him.

Her skin was burning hot and slick with sweat under my palm. Her hard nipple pressed against my thumb. On the other side, Leon's hand kept kneading her ruthlessly, his cock still buried deep inside her.

Alina looked directly into my eyes, her hips riding Leon mercilessly up and down.

“Don't just stare,” she gasped. “Touch me… both of you…”

I squeezed hard.

Alina let out a long, drawn-out moan, her rhythm faltering for a heartbeat before turning even more animalistic, faster. Leon was gasping now too, his hands clawing at her hips to keep up with her wildness. Every time she slammed down on him, the mattress sank deep in the middle of the tent, the tent wall stretching rhythmically in the darkness.

I leaned forward and kissed her.

Alina returned the kiss immediately, her hot tongue pushing hungrily into my mouth. The kiss was deep, wet, and indescribably filthy. The salty taste of my own cum from earlier still lingered in her mouth. And underneath that, I tasted the tart aftertaste of Leon's kiss.

Her mouth tasted like both of us.

It was so perversely filthy my scalp tingled.

Alina didn't stop. Beneath us, she rode Leon's cock tirelessly. The slick sound of sweat-damp skin on skin filled the cramped tent, mixed with the muffled moans deep in her throat as she devoured me. Leon gasped roughly on the other side, fingers digging deep into Alina's waist, thrusting brutally up to meet her with every stroke.

“You're so damn beautiful…” Leon choked out, his voice completely wrecked. “Fuck, Alina…”

Alina and I pulled apart, both of us breathing hard. I gasped for air. Alina smiled, dazed with lust.

Then she looked down at Leon.

“Then don't just lie there.”

Leon immediately thrust his hips up even harder.

Alina moaned and braced both hands flat against his sweaty chest to keep her balance. The mattress shook beneath them without pause. Her breast slipped from my hand and pressed right back into it as her body swayed uncontrollably to the side.

After a while, her rhythm slowed.

Leon felt it too. His hands gripped her hips like vices, his breath coming hot and ragged, but he eased his thrusts as she came almost to a complete stop on top of him.

Alina was still impaled to the hilt on Leon's cock, her lips parted as she desperately gasped for air. Then she slowly turned her head toward me.

My hand still lay possessively on her damp breast.

“Jonas…”

“What?”

She swallowed hard and said it straight out:

“I want the damn condom off.”


CHAPTER 7


I said nothing.

Alina looked deep into my eyes and didn't move her hips one damn bit.

“I want to continue with Leon without the condom,” she said, making herself clear. “I want to feel him raw inside me.”

That sentence hit me like a punch straight to the gut.

I looked down at where she was still sitting on Leon's covered cock. That paper-thin layer of latex was the only barrier left between her body and his.

Leon chimed in, his voice rough and ragged.

“Fuck, Jonas, I'll owe you my life if you say yes.”

Alina wanted Leon to fuck her without a condom.

And she was just waiting for me to allow it.

I gave the soft breast in my hand a light squeeze. My heart was pounding so hard it hurt.

“Take it off,” I said hoarsely.

“Thank you, Jonas.” Her lips curved into a sinful smile. “I love you.”

Alina lifted her hips off Leon.

His cock slid out of her, the condom glistening in the dim light. She shifted back, bent down, grabbed the condom at the base, and pulled it off him herself.

Leon let out a relieved breath as the latex slid off him.

Alina reached out to me.

“Babe, help me out.”

There was something wickedly playful in her smile.

Shit, this slut knew exactly how to drive me out of my mind.

I took the condom from her, still slick with both of them, turned toward the tent entrance, and tossed it into the small trash bag in the vestibule.

When I turned back, Alina was still waiting, her hand wrapped firmly around Leon's bare cock.

I couldn't just watch any longer without doing something.

I stripped off my shorts.

My cock sprang free, hard, right in front of Alina's eyes.

She looked over at me and laughed softly.

“Seeing you like this just makes me even hornier.”

She didn't wait for an answer. Alina took Leon's bare cock and guided it back between her legs.

I watched her hand position his swollen tip.

Watched her soft hips lower.

This time the reaction from both of them was completely different.

Alina had barely lowered herself onto him when she moaned loudly and dug both hands into Leon's chest. Leon arched up from the mattress too, his hands digging deep into her hips, his face contorting as the raw, direct sensation hit him all at once.

“Fuck…” Leon gasped. “Shit, that feels so good…”

She didn't stop.

Alina lowered her hips all the way down, took Leon's bare cock to the hilt inside her, and sat there, eyes closed, lips trembling slightly.

“Better? Were you faking those moans earlier?” she asked, her voice breaking.

Leon laughed breathlessly, barely able to get out a full sentence.

“Absolutely no comparison…”

Alina opened her eyes and leaned close to his face.

“Then fuck me.”

Leon grabbed her hips in a merciless grip.

Alina started riding again, much wilder than before. Every time she lifted and came back down with a wet slap, her moans grew louder. Leon wasn't just passively holding her in balance anymore. He thrust up hard from below, his bare cock sliding into her and back out in a relentless rhythm.

I lay right next to them, staring as they fucked without any barrier.

My hand closed around my cock as if on autopilot.

I started jerking off steadily.

Without hiding it. Without any reason to pretend this left me cold. I lay less than an arm's length away from them, watching Alina ride my best friend, watching her full breasts bounce, watching Leon's hips thrust tirelessly against her—and jerked off to this fucked-up sight.

Alina looked over at me the moment she noticed what my hand was doing.

She stared at my cock in my fist, her lips curling as her body kept sliding up and down on Leon.

“Do you have to get yourself off again already, Jonas?”

I gripped myself tighter and moved my hand faster.

“Fuck, my girlfriend is cheating right in front of my eyes. What else am I supposed to do?”

Alina moaned sharply as Leon thrust harder.

“Then watch damn closely.” She braced both hands on Leon's chest, her hips coming down even faster. “Watch him fuck me.”

My hand lost its rhythm for a moment.

Leon had heard that loud and clear. He grabbed Alina roughly by the ass and started thrusting even harder up into her from below. Alina didn't resist. On the contrary, she lowered her upper body so each of his thrusts drove even deeper into her.

“Yes…” she gasped. “Harder, Leon… don't hold back anymore…”

The whole tent shook with each of their thrusts. The air mattress gave way and squeaked under the weight of our three bodies. Alina’s skin glistened with sweat in the dim light filtering through the entrance. Her hair stuck to her neck and shoulders. Every time Leon rammed upward, a short, high moan escaped her, then she dropped her hips to take him even deeper.

I jerked off faster.

I watched Leon’s cock slide into my girlfriend’s wet pussy. Heard her begging him to fuck harder. Saw exactly how much she was enjoying it.

And I was losing my damn mind.

Leon’s rhythm grew frantic, his strokes shorter. His hands clamped around Alina’s ass like vices. His breath came in ragged, broken gasps.

Alina stopped riding. She sank heavily onto Leon, pressed her soft breasts against his chest, and held his cock buried deep inside her.

Her arms wrapped tight around his shoulders.

“You’re about to come, aren’t you?” she whispered, breathless.

Leon could only nod, his heavy breath hot against her ear.

Alina turned her face toward me for a moment.

I lay there, my hand still pumping my cock, eyes locked on her hips pressed relentlessly against Leon.

She saw me watching.

Then she lowered her mouth to Leon’s ear—loud enough for me to hear every word.

“Come inside me.”

My cock jerked hard in my hand.

Alina wrapped her legs even tighter around Leon’s hips, holding him captive.

“Come deep inside my pussy, Leon.”

Leon let out a guttural groan. His whole body tensed beneath her like a drawn bow.

His hands pressed Alina’s ass mercilessly down. His hips thrust upward in quick, deep strokes, ramming his cock all the way inside her as he came hard.

“Alina… fuck… Alina…”

She held him tight, relentless, not lifting herself a single millimeter.

I lay right beside them, watching my best friend fill my girlfriend’s pussy.

Alina held him deep inside her, moaning softly against his neck as the last hot pulses shuddered through him.

My hand froze on my cock for a few seconds. Not because I wasn’t aroused anymore, but because the sight was so overwhelmingly perverse that I forgot to breathe.

Finally Leon sank back onto the mattress, motionless, his arms still draped exhausted around Alina’s back. She lay heavy on his chest, hips still pressed firmly against him, keeping them joined a while longer as all three of us gasped desperately for air.

The only sounds in the tent were the soft creak of the air mattress when someone shifted, the rush of wind against the outer tent, and the heavy, thick smell of sex hanging in the close air.

Alina slowly turned her face toward me.

A dried trace of my cum still clung to her cheek. Sweat glistened at her temple. Her gaze fell to my cock, still rock hard in my hand, then she looked me straight in the eyes.

“Do you want to see it?” she asked softly.

I knew exactly what she meant.

“Yes.”

Alina braced both hands on Leon’s chest and slowly lifted herself.

Leon moaned softly as his cock slipped out of her. I watched the wet shaft slide from Alina’s pussy. As she straightened fully, Leon’s cum began to run out of her.

A milky trail welled from her spread pussy, ran down her thighs, and dripped onto the towel I’d brought in and laid at the foot of the mattress.

I stared, hypnotized.

My girlfriend had ridden Leon herself, demanded he come inside her, and now sat naked right in front of me so I could watch his cum drip out of her.

“Shit…” I forced out, my voice nothing but a raw rasp. “You really know how to drive me insane.”

Alina looked down at her messy thighs, then back at me.

“Are you jealous?”

I crawled closer, grabbed her roughly by the hips, and pulled her from Leon onto my mattress.

“Yes.” I pulled her tight against my chest, my mouth close to her ear. “I’m damn jealous.”

She laughed softly, her breathing still unsteady.

“And what else?”

I let my hand slide possessively over her thigh, touched the wet, sticky skin between her legs, but didn’t push things further.

“But damn…” I drew a sharp breath through my nose. “I want to shout to the whole campground that you’re the best girlfriend in the world. The hottest slut I could ever ask for.”

Alina snuggled against me, pressing a brief kiss to my chest.

“I know.”

Behind her, Leon let out an exhausted laugh. He lay on his back, one arm draped over his eyes, his chest still heaving from his orgasm.

“Jonas,” he said, voice hoarse with exhaustion. “Do I need to apologize to you?”

I looked over Alina’s bare shoulder at him.

“Apologize?” I laughed darkly. “I should be thanking you.”

Leon looked at me—a mix of deep satisfaction and utter confusion on his face.

I pulled Alina even closer.

“For helping me fuck my slut properly. You saw it yourself—I’m obviously not enough for her anymore.”

Alina laughed against my chest, her body vibrating with it.

I gently brushed the damp hair from her face.

“Isn’t that right, my sweet slut?”

Alina giggled, still nestled deep in my arms.

“Not quite, Jonas.”

I paused.

Alina laughed louder.

“You and Leon together still aren’t enough for me.”

Leon snorted and nearly choked.

“Shit, Jonas. She’s a real she-devil. Someday she’ll suck you so dry you’ll have to sleep in an oxygen tent.”

I leaned down and kissed her.

This kiss wasn’t a test anymore, or some wicked show for Leon. Her lips were still warm, her body soft in my hands, and I just wanted to hold her close a moment longer.

When I pulled away, I looked at Leon and grinned.

“Don’t worry, I’m not letting this she-devil suck me to death anytime soon.”

From behind me, Leon laughed softly.

“Yeah, yeah. The one who needs to worry is probably me.”

Alina lifted her head from my chest and looked over at him.

“Again, Leon? I’m still in the mood.”

That casual but dead-serious question left Leon silent for a few seconds before he laughed in resignation.

“No. I need to sleep first and get my strength back. Maybe tomorrow morning.”

The three of us lay still for a while until our breathing finally calmed. Alina was the first to sit up. She grabbed the wet wipes and the thin towel and wiped the traces from her face, her breasts, and her thighs. I sat close beside her and helped clean the skin on the back of her hip, where she couldn’t quite reach.

Leon gathered the used wipes, tossed them in the small trash bag in the tent’s vestibule, then zipped the flap closed so the cold wind wouldn’t blow in.

Once everything was more or less in order, we pulled the three sleeping bags back onto the air mattresses.

Alina lay in the middle.

I lay to her right, slipped my arm around her waist, and pulled her back against my chest. Her skin was still warm, her hair smelling of sun, stream water, and the sweat of a long day.

Leon lay to her left. At first he kept a deliberate distance, lying on his back and staring up at the tent ceiling—as if, even after everything that had just happened, he still didn’t quite know where to put his hands without things getting awkward.

Alina noticed.

Under the thin sleeping bag, she stretched a leg to the left and gently touched Leon’s calf.

She didn’t pull it back.

I felt the movement in my arms.

Leon was silent for a moment, then laughed softly into the darkness.

“Hey, Jonas.”

“Hm?”

“Next time maybe we should do two nights. For just one night, all this hauling stuff up here is barely worth it.”

Alina laughed softly and buried her face against my arm.

“I’m just afraid I’ll completely drain you both in two nights.”

I kissed her hair lightly and looked up at the dark, moss-green tent ceiling above us.

This tent had been a purely practical decision at first: big enough for three people, less gear to carry, no second tent needed.

Now Alina lay in my arms, her leg still touching Leon under the sleeping bag, and the air in the tent still carried the unmistakable scent of everything the three of us had just done.

I tightened my arm around her waist.

If Leon asked next time whether we should rent a small extra tent after all, I knew exactly how I’d answer.

“Not necessary.”


CHAPTER 8


A sound jolted me awake.

At first it only blended into my half-sleep, indistinct like the wind brushing over the moss-green tent fabric. My body was still heavy and groggy from last night, my throat dry from the beer, my back stiff from the hard air mattress.

“Ahhhh… oh God.”

Then that moan came again.

It was Alina’s voice. And with it, the unmistakable wet slap of skin on skin, right outside the tent entrance.

My eyes snapped open.

The spot next to me was empty. Alina’s sleeping bag lay twisted in a corner. Where Leon had slept, there was only the wrinkled mattress and the T-shirt he’d tossed there last night.

My cock reacted instantly, going rock hard.

I lay motionless for a few seconds, my heart hammering against my ribs. Not because I didn’t understand what was happening out there. After everything the three of us had done in the tent last night, after I’d agreed to let Leon take off the condom and come inside her, there was absolutely nothing left to pretend innocence about.

But hearing Alina moan out there, in the middle of a bright morning on the vineyard, still tightened my throat and made my gut clench.

I propped myself up on my elbow, sat up, crawled to the tent entrance, and slowly pulled the zipper down.

The blinding morning sun hit me right in the face.

The tent was tucked behind a low row of vines, set back from the main path of the camping area. It was still early. Not a soul in sight on the slope—just the endless rows of grapevines running down into the valley, the grass damp with dew, and the distant roofs of Auenfels under the pale blue sky.

Right there on the picnic blanket behind the row of vines, Alina was on all fours.

She was completely naked.

Her tousled brown hair fell over one shoulder. Her back was arched in pleasure, her ass thrust provocatively toward the tent entrance, her legs spread wide on the blanket. Leon knelt behind her, also naked, both hands gripping her soft hips as he fucked her hard from behind.

Everything lay in the harsh daylight before me—crystal clear and so uncensored it almost took my breath away.

Leon’s bare cock slid out of Alina’s pussy, glistening wet, then thrust back deep inside her in a relentless rhythm. Her ass shook hard in his hands. Alina moaned gutturally, her fingers clawing at the edge of the blanket, then pushed her hips back to meet him, taking his next thrust even deeper.

This was no longer our dirty little secret in the dark tent. This was happening now. In the morning, in full sunlight, with nothing hidden.

My girlfriend was getting fucked outside on the blanket by my best friend.

I swallowed hard.

Part of me still bristled with primal jealousy because the two of them were fucking without even waking me. But the other part was so aroused by this perverse sight that it hurt. My girlfriend was actively working with him, circling her ass to his rhythm and moaning loud enough that it had carried through the tent fabric and woken me.

I didn’t know if she’d done that on purpose.

Then Alina turned her head slightly toward the tent entrance.

Her gaze met mine.

She didn’t hesitate for a single second. Her cheeks were flushed deep red, her lips parted and wet, but she didn’t look away. On the contrary, she held my gaze for another heartbeat, then slowly and deliberately pushed her ass back against Leon to take the next thrust all the way inside her.

Her moans immediately grew louder.

I understood.

I crawled out of the tent wearing only my sleep shorts, which tented over my hard cock. Cold, wet grass brushed my knees as I made my way toward the picnic blanket.

Leon heard me and whipped his head around.

He was breathing hard, his hair wildly tousled, his chest rising and falling rapidly. When he saw me, his hands stayed locked on Alina’s hips, but his rhythm stopped for a brief moment.

“You’re awake?” Leon asked breathlessly.

My gaze dropped to where he was still buried deep inside Alina. She was propped on the blanket, looking up at me over her shoulder, her ass wiggling impatiently, as if she wouldn’t tolerate this interruption for another second.

“Yeah,” I said. “Keep going.”

Leon stared at me for another moment.

Alina moaned softly and pressed her ass back against him, demanding more.

A rough laugh escaped my throat.

“She doesn’t want you to stop yet.”

Leon snorted out a breath, gripped Alina’s hips even tighter, and started thrusting mercilessly again.

The first thrust drew a long, loud moan from her.

The second drove her chest nearly flat against the blanket.

I sat down right next to her, close enough to see every muscle in her body tense under Leon’s thrusts. The golden morning light lay like a thin veil over her sweaty back, her jiggling ass, and her bare thighs. The landscape around us was absurdly quiet: the peaceful vineyard, the cool dew, damp earth, the soft rustling of leaves.

The contrast was pure madness. An idyllic postcard landscape, and right in the middle of it, this dirty, uncensored scene.

I ran the flat of my hand along her spine. Alina trembled under my touch and whipped her head toward me. Her eyes were red with embarrassment yet burning with pure lust—because I was touching her while Leon kept sliding mercilessly into her from behind.

“So this is how you wake me up?” I asked quietly.

Alina bit down hard on her lower lip, but before she could answer, Leon let out a short, choppy laugh.

“Not just you, Jonas.”

I looked up at him.

Leon kept thrusting relentlessly, his voice breaking with each stroke.

“This morning, fuck, I got woken up too… by your girlfriend’s wet mouth.” He stared down at Alina’s arched back. “When I opened my eyes, that mouth was swallowing my damn cock.”

Alina pressed her face into the blanket, but her moaning gave her away.

Leon laughed hoarsely.

“Sucked me mercilessly until I was fully awake. And then she presented this perfect ass to me.”

I slid my hand down and kneaded one of her ass cheeks, which slapped hard against Leon’s pelvis with each thrust.

“Is that true, Alina?”

She turned her face toward me, her wet lips parted wide.

“I just wanted… to test if he could even get it up again after last night…”

Leon rammed deep into her.

Alina cried out sharply, her fingers crumpling the blanket beneath her.

“Looks like you tested pretty thoroughly,” I said darkly.

She laughed, the sound dissolving into a wild moan as she pushed her ass back against Leon’s thrusts.

Leon stared down at her, his voice rough and thick with arousal.

“Your girlfriend is a real depraved slut, Jonas.”

Alina shuddered violently.

I saw her reaction clearly. She loved hearing that. Not because she felt degraded—she got off on the fact that all three of us knew she’d started this morning’s fire herself.

I leaned close to her ear.

“Does it turn you on when he talks about you like that?”

Alina gasped for air and looked at me with glassy, lust-hazed eyes.

“Yes…” she whispered. “And that you’re watching us…”

I watched.

I watched Leon’s cock slide out of her slick pussy, watched her body open to greedily take him back in, watched every demanding roll of her hips in the crystal-clear morning light on the hillside.

I wanted to get even closer, feel her even more, watch more closely as she enjoyed another man’s cock inside her with my full consent.

I ran my hand firmly over her wet ass, slid to her waist, and held her body in an iron grip as Leon suddenly picked up the pace. My grip gave Alina support and gave Leon behind her a perfect, firm resistance so he could ram even deeper and harder into her.

I leaned over her, brought my face—sweaty with my own arousal—close to hers. Alina’s eyes were clouded with lust. She looked at me almost pleadingly. I didn’t kiss her immediately. I just stroked my thumb over her glistening lower lip and whispered hoarsely:

“Let’s see what this dirty, beautiful mouth tastes like right now…”

Then I leaned down and pressed my lips to hers. Alina immediately moaned deep into my mouth and opened wide so my tongue could slide into her. We kissed brutally, wet and absolutely possessively. In her mouth was a strong, tart taste—Leon’s cock from this morning, mixed with her own sweet, filthy saliva.

Honestly, it was a little disgusting in that moment. Perversely dirty. But that’s exactly what drove me completely insane. I became greedy, wrapped my tongue around hers and swallowed her saliva.

Behind her, Leon growled deep in his throat. His powerful thrusts shook Alina’s entire body. She was thrown hard forward with each thrust, her tousled hair and head jerking in rhythm with Leon’s cock relentlessly sliding in and out of her.

Even though she nearly lost her balance from his force, Alina’s mouth stayed glued to mine. Her moaning, the wet sound of our tongues, and Leon’s heavy panting mixed right next to my ear into an intoxicating, perverted symphony.

“Alina…” Leon groaned gutturally. “I’m about to come…”

Alina and I tore ourselves apart.

She threw her head back and gasped greedily for air.

“Come inside me,” Alina begged. “Shoot everything into my pussy.”

Leon let out a moan that was almost a roar.

He rammed into her mercilessly a few more times, each thrust shoving Alina’s body violently forward. Then Leon pressed his hips hard against her wet ass, buried his cock to the hilt in her pussy, and his entire body began to shudder as he came in hot spurts.

Alina cried out sharply, her back arching hard under my hand. She held the position, her hips locked against Leon, as if she wanted to absorb every single drop inside her.

I knelt right beside them and saw absolutely everything.

Saw Leon filling my girlfriend’s pussy.

Saw Alina’s lips part in pure orgasm.

My cock throbbed painfully hard under my shorts.

Leon remained buried deep inside her for a long while, breathing heavily, then slowly and reluctantly pulled back. He let himself fall to the side, braced one hand on the blanket in exhaustion, trying to catch his breath.

Alina stayed kneeling exactly as she was.

She didn’t close her legs. She didn’t sit down. She didn’t frantically search for clothes.

She just lowered herself onto her elbows, turned her head lasciviously over her shoulder toward me, her ass still provocatively raised in the morning light.

A thick, white trail began seeping from her wide-open pussy, running sticky down her thighs.

I couldn't look away.

Last night I'd already seen Leon come inside her. But now, in the harsh daylight, on this picnic blanket between the grapevines, the image hit me like a sledgehammer. His load was dripping from Alina's body right before my eyes, and she stayed on her knees, shamelessly open, fixing me with a look that made it unmistakably clear this morning was far from over.

She wiggled her ass provocatively.

“Jonas…” she whispered hoarsely. “Don't you want to try too?”

Leon let out an exhausted laugh beside us.

I tore my shorts down.

Fuck, how could I have resisted that? I desperately wanted to know how my girlfriend's pussy felt, brimming with my best friend's cum.

I knelt in the exact spot Leon had just vacated and grabbed Alina's ass with both hands. Her skin was burning hot, sweat-slick and smooth. When she felt me behind her, she arched her back even more and willingly spread her legs a bit wider.

I stared at the thick trail of cum still seeping from her, then pressed my tip right into it.

I gripped her hips and thrust hard.

Alina cried out and threw her head back.

“Jonas…”

She was so incredibly slippery that on the very first thrust I slid all the way inside her to the hilt. That wet, hot, abnormally loose feeling completely shut down my brain. I ground my teeth, pulled back, and rammed myself hard into her again while her ass eagerly slapped back against me with every thrust. Her pussy hadn't tightened in the slightest after taking Leon's enormous size.

Alina looked back over her shoulder at me, her eyes burning into mine.

“How does it feel… Jonas…?” She moaned loudly as I thrust even deeper. “Is my pussy still good?”

I dug my fingers deeper into her hips and hammered into her faster.

“Fuck. Alina, it's completely stretched out. And so damn wet and slippery.”

Leon sat beside us, one leg propped up, his chest still heaving. He stared transfixed as I thrust into Alina, then his gaze slid down to where our bodies slapped together loudly.

“Haha…” he said. “Looks like you're not quite enough for her anymore, huh?”

His comment didn't make me angry at all. Quite the opposite—I was thoroughly enjoying this freshly fucked, mercilessly stretched pussy. The looser it was, the slicker, the more of his cum squeezed out when I thrust into her, the more it drove my own sick lust to its peak.

“Mine might be smaller,” I forced out between thrusts. “But you still love it, don't you?”

Alina moaned wildly, her ass slamming back hard against me.

“Yes… Jonas,” she whimpered lustfully. “I like it… I love it… fuck me harder!”

An obscene gasp broke from her, then she blindly reached forward, searching for Leon.

“Leon…” she begged.

He immediately leaned toward her.

Alina looked up at him, her lips swollen from her ragged breathing.

“Touch me…” she gasped. “Kiss me…”

Leon bent down and pulled her lips to his.

Right before my eyes, Alina willingly opened her mouth for his kiss and clung to Leon's arm with one hand while her lower body swallowed every single one of my hard thrusts from behind.

This perverse image finally drove me out of my mind.

I grabbed her ass and thrust with raw force. Alina screamed her muffled cries directly into Leon's mouth. He roughly grabbed her naked breast, kneading her skin, and I watched her whole body tremble violently between the two of us with each of my thrusts.

Neither of us had to take her from the other.

Alina pulled both of us to her all on her own.

And she enjoyed every damn second of it.

I bent close to her back, my voice nothing but a rough growl.

“You're so incredibly depraved, Alina.”

She laughed right into the kiss, broke away from Leon, and whipped her face toward me.

“Does that turn you on…?”

I rammed myself to the hilt inside her.

“Yes,” I hissed. “It turns me on like hell.”

Leon leaned forward and sank his teeth lustfully into her shoulder, his hand kneading her breast relentlessly as it bounced wildly with each of my thrusts.

Alina nearly shrieked and hammered her ass back brutally against me, as if that exact sentence had blown a fuse in her.

I gripped her waist like a vise and stared down at her body, so shamelessly open to me.

I thrust faster.

The deafening slap of skin on skin echoed across the hidden patch of grass behind the grapevines. The morning sun burned hotter and hotter on my shoulders. The tart smell of damp earth, grass, sweat, and overheated bodies hung heavy in the clear air.

Alina's moaning shattered completely. One hand clawed deep into Leon's arm, the other tore at the edge of the blanket. I felt her body trembling uncontrollably with each of my thrusts and knew I was balancing dangerously close to the damn edge myself.

“Jonas…” she screamed, her voice breaking. “Cum in me…”

I clenched my teeth so hard my jaw ached.

“You really want both of us to cum in you this morning?”

Alina whipped her head over her shoulder toward me, her eyes glistening, her lips twisting into a sinful smile between ragged breaths.

“Yes…”

Leon squeezed her breast hard and laughed hoarsely in her ear.

“Did you hear that, Jonas?”

I didn’t bother answering.

I yanked Alina’s hips toward me and thrust as brutally deep as I possibly could. She screamed deafeningly and slammed her ass back against my pelvis. The pleasure rolled through me like a tidal wave—far too fast, far too powerful. The image of Leon having just been inside her, his white trail still dripping out of her, his hand touching her right now while I fucked her… everything culminated in a single, blinding surge that completely obliterated me.

“Alina…” I gasped. “I’m cumming.”

She whipped her face toward me, her hand releasing the blanket and desperately seeking my wrist.

“Cum in me, baby… fill me up…”

I slammed into her one last time with full force and pressed my pelvis deep against her ass.

My entire body tensed convulsively. I came deep inside Alina, burning hot pulses pumping through me until I collapsed completely drained onto her wet back. She let out a long, drawn-out moan and stayed frozen beneath me in the same position while Leon continued leaning over her, possessively kissing her shoulder and neck.

Only after what felt like an eternity did I release my trembling hands from her hips.

Breathing slowly and heavily, Alina let herself fall face down onto the blanket, her cheeks flushed red, her hair spread wildly across her arm. I collapsed into the damp grass beside her, my mind completely foggy, my chest heaving for air. Leon lay on his back on the other side, an arm thrown over his eyes to shield them from the blazing sun.

For a few minutes, no one managed to get out a single word.

The cool wind swept gently through the vine rows behind us. In the distance, bird calls drifted over along with the muffled sound of a car passing on the country road below. The camping area was still dead silent, as if this filthy morning belonged to the three of us alone.

I blindly felt for the pack of wet wipes in the bag next to the blanket and handed them to Alina.

She took them, roughly wiped herself clean between her legs, then leaned over and kissed me slowly, softly, infinitely tenderly.

“Everything okay with you?” she asked, her voice still extremely hoarse from all the screaming.

I looked at her face, at that lazy, satisfied smile playing at the corners of her mouth, then over at Leon, who was breathing heavily and contentedly beside us.

“Better than okay,” I said.

Alina laughed throatily and nestled her bare shoulder against my chest.

Leon took his arm off his forehead and blinked over at us.

“I’m starting to think we didn’t drive up to this vineyard just for the beautiful scenery.”

I laughed deeply.

“At first, I really did just want to go camping.”

“Sure,” Leon said sarcastically, staring fixedly at Alina. “Me too. But obviously someone here doesn’t think the way we do.”

Alina giggled softly and nudged his calf provocatively with her bare foot.

“Next time, just talk less and bring colder beer.”

Leon whipped his head toward her.

“Next time?”

Alina didn’t answer right away. She just pulled the thin blanket loosely over her bare hips and looked up at me. With that all-too-familiar expression: half questioning, half dirty and teasing—as if the final decision rested with me, even though she already knew exactly what I’d say.

I gently brushed the sweaty hair from her cheek.

“Next time,” I said, pausing deliberately, “we bring more cocks.”

Leon laughed out loud.

Alina leaned her head contentedly against my shoulder and closed her eyes blissfully in the warming morning sun.

I looked over at the moss-green dome tent behind the vines. The entrance still stood open a crack, the sleeping bags inside still in complete disarray from the night before.


PART 3 – Alina's Lesson at the Pleasure Factory

The Owner Strips Away All Her Restraint


CHAPTER 1


My car glided through the curves between the vineyards of Kraichgau toward Rosenbrück. The clock on the dashboard showed 5:15 PM. I’d ended my work-from-home day an hour earlier than usual, and Alina had slipped out of her work uniform at Seecafé Silberblick right after her shift and gotten into the car wearing a brick-red summer dress. The look on her face told me immediately this drive wasn’t going to be a quiet one.

On her phone was the Lustwerk website, an erotic boutique in Rosenbrück, just under forty minutes from Auenfels. In the footwell in front of the passenger seat lay an empty cloth bag, waiting for the things we both knew exactly how we’d use.

“Anal trainer set, three sizes…” Alina leaned back, swiped across the screen, and read aloud in such an artificially serious voice that I almost burst out laughing. “Three ascending sizes for beginners. Then there’s extra-thick anal lube… Toy cleaner too.”

I kept my eyes stubbornly on the road, but the corners of my mouth were already twitching.

“You sound like you’re reading off an inventory list.”

“I’m doing serious research.” She lifted her head, her hazel eyes sliding over to me. “After all, it’s my ass we’re talking about. I have every damn right to be thorough.”

A few weeks had passed since the camping trip with Leon. Since I’d first watched another man touch Alina and fuck her right before my eyes, something had shifted in the way we talked to each other. Not that every evening since then had turned into a wild threesome. Our life was still the attic apartment in Auenfels, my laptop on the desk, her shifts at Silver Lake, and cold beer on the balcony when it was warm outside.

But since Leon, Alina had absolutely no hesitation about looking me straight in the eyes and shamelessly saying what she wanted. And I didn’t have to pretend anymore that I wasn’t getting rock hard just from her talking about it.

For a week now, it had been all about what we wanted to try next: anal sex.

Neither of us had ever really done it. Alina was curious. So was I. And yes, of course I had those dirty pornos in my head where a slut gets filled by two cocks at once.

Yes, in moments like that I thought about my girlfriend’s round, full ass. About how she’d lie in front of me, her butt raised willingly, obedient enough for Leon and me to take her in both holes at the same time. That perverted thought alone made my cock instantly hard.

But that image was still a long way off. We agreed on one thing: no half measures, no rushing. I’d also done my research on forums. A few people had really hurt themselves badly on their first rushed attempt.

“Are you still sure?” Alina asked.

She set her phone on her bare thigh and turned fully toward me. The air from the AC played with a brown strand of hair near her cheek.

“Sure that I’m driving to Rosenbrück to buy toys,” I said, “or sure that we’re going to try putting something in your ass tonight?”

Alina laughed. She pulled one leg up onto the passenger seat, and the hem of her dress slid dangerously higher up her thigh.

“Both.” She looked back at the screen. “Besides, I wasn’t the one who saved three plug sets to favorites, Mr. Weber.”

“I just wanted you to have plenty of options.”

“Options.” She drew the word out with relish, then placed her hand on my thigh. “I think the one who needs to stay calmest tonight is you.”

Her soft fingertips stroked slowly over the fabric of my chinos, from my knee provocatively upward. Nothing excessive. But while I was trying to keep the car in the lane, it was more than enough.

“Jonas,” she said, this time a shade less playful. “I’ve been thinking about this for a while. But my ex thought it was… dirty and never wanted to try. Thank you for being supportive.”

I glanced at her for a second, then back at the road.

“Baby.” My hand tightened on the steering wheel. “I’m the one who benefits most from this.”

For a moment she said nothing. Then her hand relaxed on my thigh.

“That’s exactly why I love you so much.”

The words sounded tender. But the smile that spread across her lips was anything but innocent.

“And besides…” Alina ran her tongue slowly over her lower lip. “You’re already thinking about how you and Leon are going to fill me together, aren’t you?”

I exhaled sharply through my nose.

“Are you trying to make me crash?”

“Wow. I’ll take that as a yes.”

Alina grinned wickedly, turned her head toward the window, and pretended she’d suddenly spotted something incredibly interesting outside. Her hand kept shamelessly massaging my hard cock through the fabric.

I forced myself to stare straight ahead at the road while enjoying every wicked stroke of her fingers.

“I’m still worried you’ll get hurt,” I said, trying to keep my voice halfway normal.

“Is that why you want to go straight to the store?”

“Yeah. At least they can tell us which lube actually works and which set is right for damn beginners.”

“They sell sex toys, my friend.” Alina tilted her head and looked at me. Her eyes gleamed—apparently a new, perverted thought had just occurred to her. “Please don’t expect the shop owner to come to our bedroom and demonstrate how to use all this on me.”

I laughed, but the laugh died faster than I wanted it to.

Because Alina's joke immediately conjured a razor-sharp image in my head: a stranger standing close beside her, telling me how to touch her. Some guy who first pressed the plug experimentally against her asshole and then slid it straight into my girlfriend's wet pussy.

The thought was only there for a moment. It hadn't even fully formed before my cock was already throbbing painfully hard against the fabric again. And Alina's hand seemed to sense it perfectly.

She looked at me. With that knowing smile.

“Oh God, you little pervert. You're getting turned on by that again, aren't you?”

I switched hands on the steering wheel. There was no point hiding anything anymore anyway.

“If it's some experienced older guy, that only makes it better,” I growled.

“Haha. Let's see if you can handle it.” Alina squeezed my cock so hard I nearly jerked the wheel.

A little later, we drove past the town sign for Rosenbrück. The idyllic vineyards gave way to rows of townhouses, brightly lit shop windows in the late afternoon light, and thickening traffic around the center.

I found a quiet side street near the pedestrian zone and pulled into an open spot under some trees. I could have parked much closer to the shop, but honestly, I didn't want to risk some acquaintance from Auenfels spotting my car in front of an erotic boutique while Alina was wearing that provocative dress and we were shopping for anal plugs for her.

She got out first. The red dress billowed around her bare thighs as she straightened up, and the evening breeze pressed the thin fabric against her, outlining her curves even more enticingly for a second. I sat for a moment, took a deep breath, and then forced myself to get out too.

The street was clean and discreet, nothing like the busy shopping district a few blocks away. The sidewalk was paved with smooth stone slabs. On one side sat an upscale furniture store, next to it a small wine shop and a nail salon that was noisily retracting its awning. The late sun reflected soft and yellow in the shop windows.

Alina walked close beside me, the cloth bag dangling loosely from her wrist. Her soft shoulder deliberately brushed my arm now and then, as if reminding me with every step what we were about to buy.

Then I saw Lustwerk.

The shop was tucked so inconspicuously between two ordinary facades that you could easily miss it. No cheap neon lights. No sleazy posters in the windows. Nothing obtrusive. Just frosted glass and a small, dark red logo discreetly placed above the door: LUSTWERK.

Alina stopped beside me and looked up at the sign.

“Looks more respectable than I thought,” she said quietly.

“Yeah.”

She turned to me. “Are you disappointed?”

I looked at her thin summer dress, at the empty bag on her wrist, and then at her hand, already reaching eagerly for the door handle.

“I think you're the one who's disappointed it doesn't look dirtier.”

Alina laughed throatily. She pressed her palm flat against the frosted glass door and threw me another wicked look over her shoulder.

“Then let's see if there's anything in there that really turns us both on.”

Then she pushed the door open and stepped into Lustwerk.


CHAPTER 2


As I stepped through the frosted glass door, my eyebrows shot up in surprise.

Lustwerk was nothing like the cheap cliché I’d imagined. No red neon lights, no garish, cheap packaging. The shop felt more like an upscale perfume boutique: frosted glass, warm yellow lighting, dark oak shelves, and below them a discreet sign: Erotic Boutique for Couples.

“Sounds pretty respectable, doesn’t it?” Alina read it aloud and smiled mischievously. “A respectable couple shopping for butt plugs on a Friday afternoon.”

“Respectable doesn’t necessarily mean boring,” I replied.

A small brass bell chimed softly. Stefan stood behind a massive wooden counter, wiping down a glass display. Black shirt, rolled-up sleeves, broad shoulders, brown hair with striking gray streaks, well-groomed beard. He was easily twenty years older than me. His small metal name tag read: Stefan.

“Good evening,” he said in an extremely calm, deep voice. “Take your time looking around. If you’d like any advice, just let me know.”

Alina had no intention of waiting. She grabbed my hand and pulled me straight to the counter.

“We need advice right now,” she said without a hint of embarrassment. “We want to explore anal sex for the first time today. And we don’t want to just order some crap online and end up doing it wrong.”

Heat shot into my cheeks.

Stefan nodded without batting an eye. He stepped out from behind the counter and led us purposefully to a shelf in the back.

“For beginners, this anal trainer set makes the most sense.” He took a simple, light gray box from the shelf. “Three silicone plugs in ascending sizes, with a secure, wide base. Important: Use plenty of lube and take it slow.”

Alina took the package from him and examined the contents through the clear plastic. The three plugs lay neatly arranged side by side. She shot me a meaningful look, the corner of her mouth lifting.

“Always start with the smallest,” Stefan continued unperturbed. “If it hurts, stop immediately.”

“Can I actually leave the smallest one in while we fuck normally?” Alina asked directly. Her tone was sweet as sugar, but loud enough that Stefan caught every single word crystal clear.

I sucked in a sharp breath through my teeth.

Stefan looked at her and nodded deliberately.

“Yes. Many couples do that. A small plug in back, plenty of lube, and then have sex normally. That way your body gradually gets used to the intense feeling of being filled.”

Alina bit her lower lip lustfully, her eyes gleaming wickedly as she looked at me. She was doing this on purpose. And I knew full well she was already imagining Stefan guiding us through the act.

She bent down to the lower shelf and examined another plug set in black. Her short red dress rode up and stretched tight over her round, firm ass. Stefan stood directly behind her. His gaze lingered there for a telltale moment. Not crudely gawking, but obvious enough to give him away.

My cock twitched hard against the fabric of my pants.

With Leon, it had been my best friend. Stefan, on the other hand, was a complete stranger. Older. Dominant. With a deep voice and large, powerful hands. That felt completely different. And that very fact turned me on like crazy.

Alina straightened up again, casually tugged the hem of her dress down, and handed Stefan the black package.

“And this set?”

“I’d still recommend the beginner set.” Stefan turned the package over and briefly scanned the back. “It gives you more control. Especially if you want to try it tonight.”

Then he looked at me and smiled with a trace of calm, almost arrogant self-assurance.

“In my experience, the smallest size is always the safest choice for the first time.”

I squeezed the light gray box in my hand a bit tighter and tried desperately to keep my voice steady.

“Excuse me… but are you speaking from pure sales experience, or from… practical experience with women?”

Stefan looked me directly in the eyes.

“Practical experience, of course. I’ve helped many people with their first time.”

The air in the shop suddenly seemed to crackle with electricity.

Alina gently squeezed my arm. The sinful smile on her lips was now unmistakable. She looked at me, eyes slightly narrowed, waiting.

I took a deep breath and gripped the plug package.

“So, if…”

But the damn question stuck in my throat. All the feigned confidence I’d worked out in my head evaporated in a split second, leaving nothing but a dry mouth behind.

What was I supposed to say? That I had absolutely no clue and wanted to ask him to personally shove the damn thing into my girlfriend’s ass?

Alina’s hand still rested reassuringly on my forearm.

She looked at me, and her smile sent a hot wave from my neck deep into my lower abdomen.

“What did you want to ask, Jonas?” she pressed.

“I…”

“Or are you suddenly not brave enough?”

I laughed dryly.

“Do you know what I was going to say?”

Alina studied me with a look that told me she knew exactly what perverted thoughts were swirling in my head. Then she whispered, just loud enough for only me to hear:

“You owe me for this.”

Her fingers slid down my wrist and laced through mine, making a show of it right in front of Stefan. It felt like she was deliberately reminding me to sear this moment into my memory forever.

Then Alina turned fully toward Stefan.

“Actually, there’s something else,” she said. Her voice stayed light, but it carried so clearly through the room that I could hear my own pulse pounding. “My boyfriend has absolutely no experience with this. I know he’ll be gentle with me, and that’s exactly why he’s afraid of hurting me by accident.”

Stefan looked at Alina and remained the picture of calm.

“I’d be happy to send you a link to a video that shows the best way to get started.”

Alina let her gaze drift slowly over his large hands, then looked him directly in the eyes again.

“Could you maybe give us a more... hands-on demonstration?” she asked.

“What exactly do you mean by that?” His deep voice didn’t waver in the slightest.

“If you don’t mind, I’d like you to help me with my first time. Personally.”

My throat tightened.

She had actually said it out loud. With the same fearless directness as when she’d made the first move on me at the lake. That was exactly who Alina was. The Alina who drove me crazy and who I loved with everything I had.

Stefan studied her carefully, then turned to me with a piercing, appraising look.

I held his gaze and said:

“I think that’s an excellent idea. If you’re up for it.”

Alina’s lips parted as she exhaled silently.

Stefan gave a soft, knowing laugh, shaking his head briefly in a way I couldn’t quite read. Then he picked up the beginner set and placed a large bottle of thick, water-based lube next to it on the counter.

“Then please pay in advance. I don’t like discussing returns after use.” He nodded toward a dark wooden door just behind the counter. “We have plenty of discreet space back there.”

“Sounds like a plan, Jonas. Go ahead and pay, honey,” Alina purred.

She slipped the cloth bag off her wrist as she turned toward me. I gave a crooked grin and swiped my card through the terminal.

Stefan opened the heavy wooden door. Behind it lay a separate room with much softer lighting, a small table, and a massive leather-upholstered chair against the wall. It was a private, utterly silent space, completely hidden from view of the front of the store.

Alina walked in ahead of me. As she brushed past Stefan, she tilted her head up toward him for a brief moment, that sinful smile still on her lips. He stepped aside, but stayed close enough that I could see the stark contrast between his massive frame and the thin summer dress that clung softly to Alina’s figure.

Alina’s hand didn’t let go of mine.

She pulled me firmly across the threshold, as if to make it absolutely clear, once and for all, that I understood: she was the one leading me into this dirty game.

The wooden door swung shut heavily behind us.


CHAPTER 3


Stefan set the anal trainer kit and the bottle of lube on the table and went back into the front of the store. Through the gap in the door, I watched him flip the sign to Closed, lock the entrance, and dim some of the display lighting. When he came back, his voice was still deep and calm, but his gaze had unmistakably changed.

“The store is closed. No one will disturb you.”

Alina nestled her shoulder against mine, her thumb tracing lightly over the back of my hand. Stefan gestured toward the wide leather sofa.

“Kneel on it. Hands braced, ass up. That way I can see everything.”

Alina shot me a brief glance and obeyed without hesitation. She walked to the sofa and hiked the hem of her red dress up to her waist. Her cream-colored lace panties slid down her thighs in a slow, deliberately provocative movement. Then she knelt on the leather cushion—knees spread wide, back arched with desire, ass raised invitingly toward Stefan.

I pulled the chair close to the head of the sofa, so close my knees nearly brushed the cushion. Alina turned her head toward me. Her eyes gleamed with pure arousal.

Stefan stepped directly behind her and laid his large, rough hands on her bare ass. He rubbed them once, firmly, like he was appraising fine merchandise.

Alina flinched and sucked in a sharp breath.

“Relax,” Stefan said, his voice deep and steady. “You’re too tense.” He spread her ass cheeks slightly apart, massaging them slowly but with absolute confidence. His thumbs dug deep into the soft flesh. “If it gets uncomfortable at any point, you say stop immediately. Understood?”

“Understood…” Alina exhaled shakily. “I understand… start.”

Stefan nodded curtly, his gaze fixed on her body. He ran his hand once down Alina’s bare back and then spoke as calmly as if he were giving an ordinary lesson:

“Before you try anything anal, the woman’s body needs to be as relaxed as possible. Best to bring her to orgasm first. Then her body gets softer, wetter, and much more receptive.”

He didn’t wait for an answer. One hand kept kneading her plump ass relentlessly while the other slid slowly between her spread thighs and found my girlfriend’s pussy.

But Stefan didn’t enter her right away. He traced his fingertips lightly along her outer lips, teasing the sensitive skin. He tilted his head, studying her closely, and said in a deep, appreciative voice—like a connoisseur examining a work of art:

“Your girlfriend has a truly beautiful pussy, Jonas.”

Alina’s legs involuntarily spread even wider on the leather cushion, offering herself completely to him. Her lips lay slightly parted, pink, smooth and soft, twitching now in rhythm with her quickening breath. Under the slow touches of this stranger, that soft flesh began to glisten as her hot juices seeped out of her.

“You’re damn lucky,” Stefan said, letting his gaze travel from there to Alina’s flushed face.

Then, without any warning, he pushed a thick finger deep inside her.

Alina jerked violently, her back arching sharply, and a loud moan broke from her half-open mouth.

“Already soaking wet,” Stefan remarked, not sounding the least bit surprised. “Very good.”

He pumped his finger in and out of her two or three times, then spread her outer lips wide with his thumb and forefinger, exposing the deep red, slick interior completely.

“Watch closely, Jonas. A little massage on the ass, a few compliments, some gentle touches, and she’s already dripping so beautifully.”

Under my chinos, my cock was so rock hard it hurt. Alina turned her face toward me, cheeks flushed red with arousal, her lower lip trembling.

Stefan didn’t stop. He pushed his middle finger deep into her, twisted it deliberately, and pulled it out again, glistening with her wetness. Alina let out a long, drawn-out moan, her hands clawing desperately at the edge of the sofa.

“Ahhh…”

“Look at me, Alina,” Stefan commanded, his voice deep and calm, brooking no argument. “Don’t turn your head away. I want to see your face when I get you off.”

Alina obediently turned her head fully toward him. Her eyes were clouded with lust, her mouth invitingly open. Stefan slid his finger slowly in and out of her while his thumb rubbed demanding circles over her clit. Each time he thrust deeper, a sharp moan escaped Alina, and her hips bucked toward him.

“Good girl,” Stefan praised quietly, as if commending an eager student. “She clenches beautifully. Jonas, you’re damn lucky this pussy belongs to you.”

He pulled his finger out of her, casually wiped it on Alina’s ass cheek, and out of nowhere delivered two hard slaps. The sharp crack of skin on skin rang through the closed room.

Alina jerked, whimpered softly, but didn’t pull away an inch. Stefan smiled.

“This pussy is pretty filthy. That’s why you have to punish her hard sometimes,” Stefan said, looking directly at me. “Understood?”

I nodded mutely, my gut twisting with arousal.

He struck twice more, a shade harder this time, leaving red handprints on her pale skin. Alina whimpered loudly and pushed her burning ass even more willingly toward him.

Stefan leaned forward. His voice stayed completely controlled, but now pure filth dripped from it.

“You really are a horny little slut, Alina. You're not even ashamed, even though your boyfriend is watching. Just the opposite—it only makes you hotter, doesn't it?”

Stefan bent all the way down. One hand kept rubbing her wet pussy relentlessly while his mouth descended directly between her ass cheeks. His tongue dragged long and wet through her slit, then he focused entirely on her clit, sucking hungrily but firmly.

Alina let out a shrill moan, her whole body shaking uncontrollably.

“Oh… my God…”

Stefan didn't stop. His tongue licked, sucked, and circled while two of his thick fingers slid deep inside her again. The wet sounds—that obscene, smacking sucking—were crystal clear in the dead-silent room. Alina lost the last shred of control. Her moaning grew loud and uninhibited, her hips jerking in short, greedy thrusts against his mouth.

“Just like that… moan louder,” Stefan murmured, lifting his head just slightly. His voice was raw. “Let your boyfriend hear how damn good it feels when another man eats your pussy.”

Alina bit her lip hard enough to draw blood, but she couldn't hold back. Her moans filled the entire room, loud and ragged. Every time Stefan sucked harder on her clit, she arched up with a scream.

I sat close beside her, gripping her hand tight, my heart pounding like crazy. The rush of arousal squeezed my chest. My own girlfriend was offering her naked ass to a complete stranger, letting him lick her senseless while she moaned like a hungry, cheap slut.

But that shamelessness was exactly what fueled it. Under my chinos, my cock was painfully hard, and I couldn't tear my eyes away from the wet tongue working greedily through her dripping pussy—not for a second.


CHAPTER 4


Stefan stayed behind her. One hand gripped her hip mercilessly, his mouth pressed against her pussy, his tongue licking hard and relentlessly. His fingers thrust deep inside her, twisting and rubbing ruthlessly over her most sensitive spot with every withdrawal. The wet sounds—that obscene sucking and smacking—were impossible to ignore in the enclosed space.

Alina’s mouth flew open, her breath breaking into short, gasping bursts. Her body writhed wildly on the leather cushion. The pleasure hit her so hard she could barely form coherent words. She started blurting out confused, uncontrolled nonsense:

“Oh… God… no… no, don’t… don’t stop… ah… don’t stop… I’m dying… Stefan… oh…”

Her hand clawed at mine, her nails digging painfully into my skin.

I stared at her. I’d slept with Alina hundreds of times. I knew her sounds, her reactions when she came. But I’d never seen her so completely out of control, so panicked with lust, so perversely hungry.

Suddenly Alina’s back went taut as a bowstring. She screamed hoarsely, her hips thrusting forward uncontrollably, pressing her pussy directly against Stefan’s face.

Then the floodgates opened.

Her body jerked violently. A clear, hot stream shot from her pussy—onto Stefan’s chin, his cheek, even up to his nose. It didn’t happen just once. It sprayed out of her in several violent bursts, with every spasm of her body, running wet over the black leather of the sofa.

Alina was actually squirting.

Stefan had no intention of stopping, even though she was spraying half his face. His tongue kept working relentlessly, his fingers kept rubbing, as if he wanted to wring every last wave of pleasure from her. The orgasm dragged on so agonizingly long that Alina started to sob. Her moans broke into hoarse, whimpering sounds.

“Too… good… so good… oh…”

My cock was hard to the point of pain beneath my pants. I was going nearly insane with arousal, watching my own girlfriend squirt from a complete stranger’s mouth. At the same time, it hit me like a punch straight to my pride.

I’d never made her squirt. Stefan had made her scream with just his mouth and a few fingers until she sprayed everywhere right in front of my eyes. The humiliation of not being able to hold a candle to him was hard to swallow. And the most fucked-up part was that it only made my cock harder.

Stefan lifted his head and casually wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. His voice remained deep and threateningly calm.

“Your pussy tastes damn good, Alina. But now we’re moving on. Your body is ready.”

Alina lay completely exhausted on the sofa, gasping, tears of pleasure still running down her cheeks. She turned her face to me, her eyes cloudy and glassy.

I could only stare at her.

Stefan pulled on fresh gloves and spread a thick layer of lube on the smallest plug. Then he laid one hand flat on Alina’s bare back and pressed her down gently but firmly.

“Ass higher. Breathe deep. If it hurts, tell me immediately.”

Alina obeyed blindly. Her ass pushed up even higher, her hole already glistening from the gel. Stefan positioned the tip of the plug and pushed with steady, firm pressure.

Alina bit her lip and moaned softly.

“Mmmh…”

Stefan paused for exactly one second, then pushed relentlessly on. As the widest part slipped through, Alina moaned loudly, her back jerking. He eased the rest in gently until the wide base of the plug sat snug against her skin.

“In.” He gave her bare ass a light slap. “Sitting nice and tight.”

Alina’s breath came in gasps, her hips barely moving. The plug sat deep in her ass, forcing a moan from her every time she shifted even a millimeter. Her hole clenched tight around the silicone.

But Stefan was far from finished.

He pulled off one glove while his other hand rammed two fingers into her pussy without warning. With the plug in her ass, she felt noticeably tighter. Alina let out a drawn-out moan that sounded almost like crying.

“Oh… that… that’s so full…”

Stefan began thrusting harder into her while his thumb rubbed hard and steady over her clit. His other hand tapped lightly on the plug.

“Look at her, Jonas,” he said. “The plug in her ass, my fingers deep in her pussy. She’s being filled in both holes at once. This way she gets used to the feeling.”

Alina trembled all over, her hips bouncing uncontrollably against his hand. Her moans grew louder, dirtier, completely unfiltered.

“I… I’m going to come again… Jonas… look at me…”

Stefan ruthlessly picked up the pace. His fingers thrust deeper and faster into her. Alina was nearly crying with arousal, tears streaming down her face, her mouth wide open, one deafening moan chasing the next.

Then Stefan stopped—at exactly that damn moment when she was on the verge of orgasm.

Alina whimpered in disappointment, her wet hips desperately searching for his hand.

“No… don't stop…”

Stefan pulled his fingers out of her and wiped the wetness on her thigh, provocatively slow. Then he looked directly at me, his gaze cool and analytical.

“Jonas,” he said. “Do you want me to keep training her? Do you want me to turn your sweet little girlfriend into a real dirty slut?”

His words hit me square in the chest. My heart pounded. I was worried, insanely jealous—but my cock throbbed so hard in my pants I nearly lost my mind.

I looked at Alina.

She stared back at me. Her eyes were red-rimmed, wet with lust, full of silent pleading. Her lips trembled, her cheeks flushed, and she looked like she’d do absolutely anything Stefan demanded the moment I gave the word.

Damn.

I nodded.

“Keep going.”

Stefan’s lips curved into the faintest smile.

“Did you hear that, Alina? Your boyfriend agreed. Strip. Get on all fours like a bitch in heat. Ass up—show your boyfriend the plug.”

Alina didn’t hesitate for a second. She straightened up, pulled the brick-red dress over her head, and tossed it carelessly on the floor. No bra. No panties. Completely naked. The small butterfly tattoo at her left hip crease was exposed in the warm light. The silicone plug was still buried deep in her ass, its wide base glistening wet.

She slid off the sofa onto the floor, got on all fours, braced her hands, arched her back into a deep curve, and stuck her ass out toward Stefan. The hard wooden floor under her bare knees made me frown for a moment. But Alina looked over her shoulder at me, eyes wet and bright, mouth twisted into a dirty, wicked smile. She even wiggled her ass twice, provocatively, making the plug even more visible.

“Like this?” she asked, her voice rough and filthy.

Stefan didn’t answer right away. He walked to a small, lit glass cabinet in the corner and unlocked it.

A few seconds later he came back holding a black leather collar, a thin metal chain, and a short black leather whip.

Shit.

My cock jerked hard in my pants.

Stefan stepped up to Alina and crouched in front of her. He fastened the leather collar snug around her neck. The click of the clasp sounded hard and metallic. Then he hooked the chain into the front ring.

“Crawl, you little slut.”

He tugged lightly on the leash. Alina crawled obediently on all fours across the room. Her knees scraped over the floor, her naked body swaying with each movement, her firm ass wiggling enticingly, the plug jutting out obscenely with every step. Stefan walked slowly behind her, flicking the whip from his wrist onto her ass cheeks now and then.

Crack.

The blow wasn’t too hard, but precise. A red stripe appeared on her pale skin. Alina let out an obedient, whimpering moan.

I sat frozen in my chair.

Alina, my own girlfriend, was crawling naked across the floor like a pet—leather collar around her neck, metal chain attached, plug deep in her ass. And she looked like she was savoring every damn second of it.

Stefan led her directly to me. He stopped right in front of my legs.

“Suck your boyfriend’s cock, you cheap slut.”

Alina raised her head and looked at me. Her eyes burned with unbridled lust. She reached for my pants, yanked the zipper down, and freed my hard cock. Without a word, she took it in her mouth and sucked greedily.

“Mmh…” I groaned through clenched teeth.

She sucked hard, her wet mouth and tongue working around my tip. Stefan stood directly behind her, bringing the whip down on her ass with calculated precision.

Crack.

Alina’s mouth tightened noticeably around my cock.

Crack.

Her body jerked, her head moved faster, saliva running freely down her chin.

“See, Jonas,” Stefan said, his voice eerily calm. “She sucks your cock so much better when you spank her ass, doesn’t she?”

The whip hit her again. Alina moaned deep in her throat, her mouth still clamped tight around my shaft. I dug my fingers into her hair, breathing hard, my head going completely blank with shock and indescribable lust.

Stefan struck one last time, then his cold, deep voice cut through the room like a knife:

“Stop.”

Alina immediately lifted her head. My cock slipped from her mouth with a wet, smacking sound. She shot me a longing, almost pleading look, then crawled back to Stefan on hands and knees without hesitation—her ass swaying slightly, the plug unmistakable with every step.

I sat there, my cock still rock hard and glistening wet from her saliva. The feeling of being abandoned mid-act, left cold and wanting—it pulled through my chest, sour and painful.

Stefan opened his pants. His cock sprang free.

Shit. It was massive—long, veined, and rock hard. Clearly bigger than mine.

Then he looked at me.

“I didn’t mean to interrupt your pleasure. But this slut doesn’t suck properly yet. I’m afraid I’ll have to instruct her first.”

He stared down at Alina.

“Suck, slut.”

Alina didn’t say a word. She opened her mouth and took him in immediately—so deep that Stefan let out a low, satisfied groan. She sucked him hungrily, her head bobbing rhythmically, her tongue sliding eagerly over his thick shaft. But Stefan’s expression showed this was far from enough for him.

Genuine, deep panic spread through my chest. The fear that she might completely forget I was even there. But that fear immediately mixed like poison with my arousal, making my cock twitch uncontrollably.

Stefan placed a large hand on the back of Alina's head, his voice dark and utterly dominant.

“Never had a cock this deep in your throat before, have you?”

Alina let his shaft slide from her mouth, licked her wet lips greedily, and shook her head.

“Good. Listen carefully.” Stefan gripped her hair gently but firmly. “Relax your throat. Breathe calmly through your nose. If you absolutely can't take it anymore, tap my thigh twice, and I'll pull back immediately. Understand?”

Alina looked up at him and nodded mindlessly.

“I'm ready…”

Stefan held her head firmly without being rough. Then he pushed his hips forward slowly but relentlessly. His massive cock slid over Alina's lips, forcing her mouth wider and wider. Inch by inch, it disappeared into my girlfriend's throat.

Alina gagged reflexively, her eyes going wide. He must have reached her throat. Stefan paused. But her lips were still a good distance from his base.

Then he drove forward with a merciless thrust.

The base of his shaft pressed hard against her lips.

I held my breath. My entire body froze. Alina's neck tensed visibly, her throat so obscenely full that just watching took my breath away.

“Breathe through your nose. Swallow… yes, exactly… good girl, Alina. Hold it a little longer.”

Alina gagged, her throat contracting convulsively, saliva spilling uncontrollably from the corners of her mouth and running down her chin onto Stefan's thigh. The sight was so perverse and intense that I unconsciously wrapped my hand around my own hard cock.

But my eyes stayed glued to her hand, trembling on Stefan's thigh.

If she tapped twice, even lightly, I would jump up and pull him off her immediately.

But no signal came.

She coughed, she gagged, tears of exertion streaming from her eyes, but her fingers only dug deeper into Stefan's thigh. She gave no damn signal to stop. She squeezed her eyes shut and let him stay buried to the hilt in her throat.

Stefan held her like that for a few endless seconds, then slowly pulled out of her with a wet, smacking sound.

Alina immediately collapsed forward. She coughed violently, desperately gasping for air. Tears had smeared her mascara, thick saliva clung to her chin and dripped in long strings onto her thighs. She looked completely wrecked, but she didn't push Stefan away.

I couldn't take it anymore. I jumped up and rushed to her.

“Alina… are you okay?” I asked, my voice nearly breaking with tension.

She couldn't answer right away. Alina raised one hand and waved me off, pressing the other to her chest while she coughed and gasped a few more times. It took a moment for her breathing to steady. She swallowed hard, as if she could still feel his immense size in her throat.

Then she slowly looked up at me.

Her face was tear-stained, her hair stuck to her forehead, but the corners of her mouth lifted into a weak, deeply satisfied smile.

“Okay…” Her voice was a rough, broken croak. “That was insane… I've never had… a cock so deep in my throat… but… oh God, I liked it so damn much…”

When I heard that, the protective anger that had just boiled up inside me immediately died. I dropped to my knees in front of her and brushed a few damp strands of hair from her face.

Stefan casually wiped his wet cock with the back of his hand, looked at Alina and then at me. He smiled thinly.

“Do you want me to fuck you? Or do you want him?”

Alina froze.

Slowly she turned her head toward me. Her eyes were moist, her mascara ruined, her lips still swollen from sucking. I only had to look at her for a second to know her damn answer.

My chest tightened painfully.

Her lips moved, her voice rough and almost pleading.

“Jonas… I'm so sorry…” she whispered. “But I want him… may I?”

Raging jealousy, pain, and raw shame clawed at my chest. The disgusting part was that it only made me hornier. My cock throbbed, hard and painfully tense in my hand.

I gritted my teeth.

Then I nodded.

Alina looked as if someone had unlocked invisible chains. She immediately turned to Stefan, her voice hoarse but utterly demanding.

“I want you to fuck me… Stefan.”

Stefan looked me straight in the eyes, his gaze unvarnished. It was neither mocking nor pitying—just cool, razor-sharp, and crystal clear.

“Jonas,” he said. “If you want to play like this, you have to keep a clear head. You need to know exactly what's roleplay and what's betrayal. If you can't separate that in your head, you'll hurt yourself and her.”

That sentence made me freeze.

Yes. All this perverse madness was still a game that Alina and I had entered completely voluntarily. Jealousy, pain, shame—all of it drove me to the absolute peak. But if I let it become too real inside, if I counted her lust as actual betrayal, I would destroy exactly what I myself had thrown the door wide open for.

I exhaled heavily.

I looked Stefan straight in the eye and nodded decisively.

Then I stepped back and sat down again on the chair close to the head of the sofa. There was nothing left to hide. I pulled my hard cock out of my pants and began stroking it slowly and steadily.

Stefan nodded almost imperceptibly.

From the floor, Alina looked up at me. The brief conflict in her eyes vanished instantly. She saw that I approved. That I was still watching, transfixed. That I wanted it just as badly as she did.

That mischievous, sinful smile returned triumphantly to her swollen lips.

This time, she didn’t have to hold back at all.


CHAPTER 5


Stefan turned to the glass display case, took out several condom packages, and finally settled on one. A textured condom, densely studded with small nubs. He tore open the packaging slowly—deliberately slowly, so that the soft tearing of the foil was unmistakably loud in the deathly silent room. Then he tossed the small square to Alina.

“Put it on me.”

Alina knelt obediently before him. Her hands trembled slightly with arousal, but she skillfully took the tip of the condom between her lips. Using only her mouth and tongue, she rolled it down Stefan’s large, sinewy cock. Every inch the latex slid down drew a soft, throaty moan from her. When she finished, she gave one appreciative lick around the textured tip and looked up at Stefan with gleaming, hungry eyes.

Stefan nodded, deeply satisfied.

“On the couch. Head in your boyfriend’s lap. Ass in the air.”

Alina crawled like an obedient pet onto the leather cushion. She lay on her stomach, her cheek pressed close to my thigh, her head directly in my lap. The red summer dress lay forgotten on the floor. Her body was completely naked, her backside thrust out demandingly toward Stefan, the black silicone plug still buried deep in her ass, obscenely visible between her reddened cheeks.

Stefan stepped close behind her. His large hands gripped Alina’s soft hips. He was in no hurry whatsoever. The textured tip of his cock pressed against her pussy and rubbed torturously slow over her wet slit a few times, until Alina began to tremble in small waves.

Then he thrust in.

Alina’s eyes flew open, her mouth falling into a long, hoarse moan that sounded almost pained with pleasure.

“Aaaah… so big… so deep…”

From this angle, I could see every tiny detail of her face. Alina’s eyes rolled back, her lashes fluttered, her mouth stayed wide open as if she’d forgotten how to close it. Her cheeks glowed, drool running from the corner of her mouth. She was so incredibly wrecked with lust that her face lost all composure. Far more extreme than it had been with Leon.

Stefan began to fuck her hard. Every thrust was forceful, deep, and uncompromisingly dominant. The ribs of the condom rubbed mercilessly inside her pussy, making Alina shake uncontrollably, while the loud slapping of skin on skin whipped through the room in a relentless rhythm.

“I… it’s so good… so damn good… Jonas…”

I couldn’t help myself. My hands slid down, grabbed her full breasts, and kneaded them hard while I roughly rubbed her stiff nipples between my fingers.

Alina moaned frantically, her voice breaking again and again under the brutal thrusts from behind.

“Cock… give me your cock… I want it in my mouth… I need to suck… please…”

I took my hard cock in hand and slid it directly between her lips. Alina opened hungrily for me at once, taking me in and sucking hard and deep. Her mouth was burning hot, her tongue wrapping around me perfectly.

Stefan laughed softly, darkly, as he continued to fuck her tirelessly.

“You’re spoiling her too much, Jonas.”

I understood exactly what he meant. But in that moment, I didn’t give a damn. The feeling of Alina’s wet mouth around my shaft while Stefan took her pussy uncompromisingly brought me dangerously close to losing all control.

Alina sucked me like crazy. Then she swallowed deeper, using the deepthroat technique he’d just taught her. She gagged slightly, tears rising to her eyes, but she forced my head relentlessly deeper into her throat, clenching tight around me and letting her tongue vibrate.

The sensation hit too intense and far too sudden. My head was squeezed in burning heat. Her lips nearly reached my base.

I dug my fingers into her hair and gasped.

“Alina… I… I’m coming…”

I couldn’t possibly hold back. When Alina took me all the way a second time and her throat clenched around my cock, sucking, I pumped my load directly into her. Alina swallowed greedily, not letting a single drop escape, looking at me the whole time with burning lust in her eyes.

She couldn’t hold out much longer either.

Stefan picked up the pace. His large hands pressed Alina’s ass cheeks hard together and kneaded them roughly. The rough ribs of the condom scraped brutally against the walls of her pussy, and something animal and primitive in Alina awakened completely. She moaned, muffled, around my cock, her throat still busy swallowing my cum while her pussy twitched wildly and spasmodically around Stefan’s cock below.

The second orgasm hit her like a hurricane. Alina’s whole body shot upward, her back arching into an extreme curve, all ten fingers clawing painfully into my thighs. From her dripping slit, another clear stream shot out. The hot liquid spurted in thick jets, hitting Stefan’s thighs and running over the black leather cushion. Her body trembled helplessly in the aftershocks of this complete release.

Right after Alina’s orgasm, Stefan let out a rough growl from deep in his chest. He gritted his teeth, rammed himself into her one last time to the absolute hilt, and held her hips in an iron grip. His pelvis jerked in quick, hard thrusts as he came into the rubber.

From my position in front of her, I could only see his muscular back and broad shoulders, tensing convulsively. As his breathing slowly calmed, Stefan pulled out of her. I saw his sinewy cock, already softening, glistening wet from Alina’s juices, but… the textured condom was gone.

He stepped back a few paces, calmly grabbed a towel, wiped himself off roughly, and smoothed his shirt back down. His gaze fell on me—completely superior and full of cool self-assurance.

“The lesson is over. The little gift I left inside her… you take care of that yourself, Jonas. Clean up your little slut.”

Then he turned around and walked to the sink in the corner.

I swallowed hard, gently lifted Alina's heavy head from my lap, and stood up quickly. Then I walked around to the back of the sofa.

The moment I looked down, the image hit me so hard I forgot to breathe. My girlfriend was still lying there completely exhausted on her stomach, her ass cheeks glistening with sweat and wetness. And right there, between the deep red lips of her pussy—still gaping wide from the brutal thrusts—sat the ribbed condom.

He had deliberately stripped it off inside her. The thick rubber rim protruded, and the stranger's milky cum oozed from the latex, ran over the edge, and slowly dripped down her wet flesh. Directly above it, the black silicone plug still sat firmly in her ass, keeping her hole stretched obscenely wide.

I understood immediately. This was exactly what he had left behind for me. A deliberate humiliation. And a perverse thrill.

With trembling hands, I reached out, carefully gripped the sticky rubber rim between two fingers, and pulled the condom out of her millimeter by millimeter.

The cum-heavy condom slid out of her pussy, dragging across her hypersensitive clit. Alina jerked sharply, biting her lip with a moan as she blindly pressed her hips toward my hand. The aftershocks from that brutal fuck were still rippling through her body.

I tossed the condom into the small trash can next to the table. Then I came back, placed one hand on her hip to steady her, and firmly gripped the wide base of the silicone plug with the other.

“Just relax, baby,” I whispered.

I pulled it out slowly and steadily. Her asshole reflexively clenched, holding the thick silicone for another moment before releasing it with a soft, wet pop. Alina hissed out a breath, her body going instantly limp as she sank completely onto the leather cushion like a rag doll.

It took a while before Alina found the strength to slowly roll onto her back and reach for me, pulling me down to her. Her cheeks still burned a deep red, her hair hanging wild and sweat-soaked across her face.

We looked directly into each other's eyes. Not a single word was needed. A wild, almost insane satisfaction and that silent, depraved understanding lay open and crystal clear in her gaze.

We had definitely won this game.


CHAPTER 6


It was already pitch dark when we left Rosenbrück behind.

The streetlights streaked across the windshield in long, yellow lines. My car rolled steadily along the country road through the dark vineyards of the Kraichgau, back toward Auenfels. Alina’s tote bag lay behind the seats, heavy with the anal trainer set, the large bottle of lube, and a few other things she’d picked out while I was still trying to get my head straight after everything that had just happened at Lustwerk.

The car was so quiet I could only hear the hum of the tires on the asphalt.

I gripped the steering wheel with both hands, but my thoughts kept circling back to that tiny room in the back of the shop.

Alina on her knees.

The leather collar tight around her neck.

Her brown hair wild and tousled down her bare back.

Her mouth opening eagerly for Stefan.

Her body writhing under the hands of a stranger—right in front of my damn eyes.

And the most absurd part was that my cock got rock hard again at every single one of those thoughts. As if I’d completely lost my mind.

Alina sat in the passenger seat. Her brick-red summer dress was completely wrinkled, the hem resting loosely over her bare thighs, which still showed the telltale pink marks from Stefan’s hard slaps. Her hair hung messily over her shoulders. She stared out the window in silence for a while, then slowly placed her hand on my thigh.

Her fingers didn’t start moving right away. They just lay there possessively. Hot and dangerously close to where my cock was already straining against the fabric again.

“You’ve been pretty quiet for a while, Jonas.”

I cleared my throat softly.

“I’m driving.”

“You usually talk while driving too.”

I didn’t answer.

Her thumb started moving, slowly stroking my thigh through the fabric. She didn’t even need to go higher. That tiny movement alone was enough to make me grip the steering wheel even tighter.

“Did you like it?” she asked.

I risked a glance at her for a second.

Alina was looking at me, a sinful smile playing on her lips. Not a trace of worry. No regret. Just a woman who’d just had an extremely filthy evening and now desperately wanted to hear her boyfriend say how hot he’d found watching her.

“Do you really need to ask?”

“Yes.” Her finger kept stroking, provocatively. “I just really love hearing you say it out loud.”

I exhaled hard through my nose.

“I liked it.”

“Which part the most?”

I laughed roughly.

“Are you deliberately trying to distract me from driving?”

“Maybe.”

Her hand slid shamelessly a bit higher. I immediately jerked the steering wheel, pulled into a small turnout at the side of the road, yanked the handbrake, and shut off the engine.

The headlights now only illuminated the dusty strip of grass in front of us. Outside, complete silence except for the chirping of insects among the grapevines. Inside the car, my heavy breathing and Alina’s soft panting suddenly became crystal clear.

I turned fully toward her.

“I loved seeing you kneel before him,” I said darkly. “I liked how brutally he fucked you while you looked me straight in the eyes. I liked how obediently you followed his damn orders—and yet you kept seeking my gaze, as if you wanted to make sure I didn’t miss a single detail.”

Alina’s smile grew wider, more satisfied.

“What else?”

I looked down at her spread thighs, at the completely wrinkled red dress, and then back at her face.

“I was jealous.”

She raised her eyebrows in amusement.

“Very?”

“Enough that it almost hurt.” I put my hand on her bare thigh, demanding, my thumb pressing lightly into the soft skin just below the hem. “But nowhere near enough to want you to stop for even a second.”

Alina bit down hard on her lower lip without releasing my gaze for even a fraction of a second.

“So you were insanely jealous and extremely turned on at the same time?”

I squeezed harder and pushed my hand higher without hesitation.

“I was almost panicking about losing you, and I was hornier than I’ve ever been.”

Her smile softened for a moment but lost none of its filthiness. She let the seatbelt click open, leaned far over the center console, and pressed her lips to mine.

The first kiss was just a gentle brush.

The second was the exact opposite.

I grabbed her roughly by the back of the neck, pulled her to me, and kissed her deeply, hungrily. Alina immediately opened her mouth willingly for me, one hand bracing on my shoulder, the other sliding directly between my legs and gripping my hard cock through my pants. I groaned deep into her mouth.

When she pulled away from my lips with a wet smack, we were both breathing heavily.

“Were you afraid I might enjoy him too much?” she asked, her lips brushing mine.

I stopped evading.

“Yes.”

Alina gently stroked my cheek. Then she lowered her gaze to her hand wrapped around my cock and squeezed so demandingly that my gut clenched painfully.

“I enjoyed it immensely,” she breathed.

Those words sent a scalding wave through my chest.

She felt my reaction and laughed softly.

“He knows exactly what he's doing. He drove me out of my mind.” She leaned even closer, her lips almost brushing my ear. “But the man I want watching me—the one who has to sit there rock-hard while another guy fucks me so hard I completely lose control… that's only ever you.”

I swallowed hard, and my hand on her thigh slid relentlessly further under her dress.

Alina didn't stop me at all. Quite the opposite—she spread her legs in the cramped car just wide enough for my fingers to slide deep between her thighs. Her soft pussy, still soaking wet from earlier, settled right into my palm.

“You're the only one who brought me this far in the first place,” she whispered breathlessly. “You're the one watching me. And you're the one I want to hear moaning when I turn into a dirty slut in front of some stranger.”

I pulled her to me again and kissed her even harder than before. She laughed low and throaty into my mouth, then bit my lower lip before slowly pulling back.

“Are you a bit more relaxed now, Mr. Weber?”

I stared at her. The wildly tousled hair. The flushed cheeks. The rumpled dress. Her thighs spread willingly right under my hand. My own girlfriend, who had just let a much older man push her further past her limits than anything we'd ever tried together—she sat here in my car now, smiling sinfully at me, teasing me to the breaking point, making me so hard I was about to burst.

“Not quite,” I growled.

Alina raised an eyebrow in amusement.

“I still need to get you home and subject you to a very thorough inspection.”

She laughed—a dark, rough sound after an evening of nearly ruining her vocal cords with endless moaning and screaming.

“What do you want to inspect?”

I slid a finger deep into her wet pussy, deliberately provocative.

“I want to test how far your ass will stretch tonight for the new plug set.”

Alina sucked in a sharp breath. Then she lowered her gaze to my pants, straining at the seams, with such a wickedly lustful expression that I immediately regretted not already being home in bed.

“Then drive faster, damn it,” she murmured. “Because I'm far from done playing.”

I was about to start the engine, but she grabbed my wrist and held me back.

“Wait.”

“What now?”

Alina tilted her head slightly. Her eyes sparkled dangerously in the faint light of the dashboard.

“When we play next time,” she whispered, “do you want to pick the guy who gets to fuck me… or should I find one?”

I looked at her for a few seconds without answering.

The jealousy was definitely still there. It sat like glowing coals in my gut—painful and yet as delicious as a wound you deliberately refuse to let heal. But when I saw Alina's depraved smile, I knew with absolute certainty that I never wanted to close that damn door again.

I started the engine.

“You pick him,” I said firmly. “But afterward, every single time, I want to see your cum-soaked pussy when he's done with you.”

Alina smiled, deeply satisfied, leaned back into the seat, and rested her hand heavily on my thigh again.

“Deal.”

The car accelerated toward Auenfels. Alina sat beside me—disheveled, satisfied, and already far too awake again. And for the first time, I wasn't wondering whether there would be a next time, but who she'd choose for it.


Author's Afterword


Thank you so much for reading Alina's Boundless Desire.

Jonas and Alina are a couple who don’t pit their love against their desires—they embrace both: trust, curiosity, jealousy, devotion, and the thrill of pushing boundaries together.

How did you like this couple? I hope this light, sensual, and consensual story gave you a few steamy, relaxing moments.

In Book 2, new situations, new temptations, and more erotic adventures await Jonas and Alina. What games will they discover next—and how far will Alina go this time?

Stay tuned for the sequel.

Serena Vayne
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