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Setting Off On The Journey

Saturday morning dawned soft and golden, the spring sun already warming the windows of their San Jose bedroom. The air was still, quiet, except for the faint hum of traffic far in the distance and the gentle rustle of the sheets as Lucy stirred. She lay still for a moment, letting the warmth of the room and the comfort of the bed wrap around her. Then, with a sleepy smile, she rolled over and pressed her naked body up against her husband’s back.

Her skin met his with a slow, deliberate slide—bare breasts flattening against his warm back, her thighs fitting against his in an intimate tangle. She let out a low sigh and nuzzled her nose into the back of his neck, then began trailing soft, teasing kisses along his shoulder and jawline. Her hand moved too, languid and playful, gliding down over his stomach, her fingertips dancing lightly across the line of hair below his navel.

He was still soft, relaxed in sleep, but she didn’t mind. She wrapped her fingers gently around him, stroking him slowly, letting the rhythm build as his breathing changed. He shifted slightly, his hips responding before he was even fully awake. She smiled to herself, lips brushing the curve of his ear, and whispered, “You’ve got one job this morning, baby... fuck me before we have to get on the road.”

His cock twitched in her hand, thickening with every slow stroke. He groaned low in his throat and reached back to grab her thigh, pulling her tighter against him. Then he rolled over to face her, eyes heavy with sleep and something else—something hungry. He kissed her hard, without a word, and pushed her back into the pillows.

“Lucy…” he murmured, his voice husky but laced with hesitation. “We really should get up. We said we’d hit the road early, remember?”

She hummed against his lips, ignoring him completely, her thighs still wrapped around his waist. “You said that,” she whispered, her mouth trailing across his cheek, down to his jaw. “I said I wanted to cum before I got in a car for six hours.”

Mike groaned as she ground her hips against him, her slick warmth pressed right up against his now fully hard cock. She kissed him again—deep, wet, hungry—and when she pulled back, her voice was a sultry whisper. “You feel how badly I want this? I’m soaked. I’ve been thinking about this since I opened my eyes.”

He didn’t answer immediately. His eyes closed for a moment, fighting the heat building between them. She slid her hand between them again, curling her fingers around his shaft, rubbing the tip slowly against her belly, smearing precum across her skin.

“God, Lucy…” He exhaled sharply, then took her wrist, gently but firmly. “We can’t, babe. It’s already nine. You’re the one who said you hate driving after dark, remember?”

She groaned in protest and let her head fall back on the pillow, exasperated. “Why do you have to be the sensible one?”

“Because one of us has to be,” he said with a half-smile, brushing her hair from her face before slipping out of her grip. “We’ll have all weekend.”

She pouted but didn’t fight him this time. She knew he was right, even if her body ached with need. As much as she wanted to fuck him, she was just as eager to get away, to escape for a few days. And besides—she really did hate driving after dark.

Mike swung his legs off the bed and stood, stretching with a low groan as the morning light caught the lean lines of his body. Lucy lay back and watched him, propped up on one elbow, letting her gaze wander with unhurried appreciation. He wasn’t some chiseled model, but he was good-looking in his own understated way—tall, just over six foot, with long limbs and a swimmer’s build that came more from genetics than the gym. His chest and stomach had enough tone to hint at a solid foundation beneath the occasional laziness, and she liked the way his muscles moved beneath his skin when he reached his arms overhead.

His cock was still hard, jutting forward proudly, a flush of pink along the shaft that contrasted with the soft golden-blond hair at its base. She smiled to herself. Just over five and a half inches, about average in both length and thickness. No monster cock, nothing to gape at—but it was his, and she genuinely loved it. She knew every vein, every angle, how it twitched when she moaned a certain way, how it pulsed against her pussy right before he came. Below it, his balls hung low and heavy, almost too large for the rest of him, and the sight stirred something warm and familiar in her.

She bit her lip as she watched him grab a pair of boxers from the chair. It had been a while since she’d taken the time to really pleasure him. She didn’t hate giving head—not like some women—but it wasn’t something she craved either. Still, she knew how much he loved it. The way he’d relax, the noises he made, the way he’d whisper her name with a kind of reverence when he got close. When had she last sucked his cock just for the sake of it?

Too long ago.

She made a silent promise to herself, right there and then: sometime during this trip, she’d go down on him properly. Not out of obligation or because it was part of the mood, but because she wanted to remind him how much she still desired him—and how much he deserved it.

Lucy slipped out of bed and padded across the room, the hardwood cool beneath her bare feet. As she passed the mirrored closet doors, she paused, catching her reflection. She turned slightly and studied herself with a mixture of habit and quiet pride.

She was short—barely five feet—but built like a gymnast, compact and toned in all the right places. Her legs were lean and muscular, her ass high and round, and she knew damn well what heels did for her. Men didn’t always notice her at first, not until she walked by in a tight dress and they caught sight of her from behind. That was when the glances turned into stares.

She raised her arms and let her hands glide over her breasts, lifting them together with a soft squeeze. They were small, just enough to fill a 34B, but perky and firm, with dark nipples that responded quickly to even the lightest touch. She pinched them now, watching as they hardened under her fingers, then shook her long black hair back from her shoulders and smirked slightly at her own reflection.

Turning to the side, she let her hand trail down across her stomach, over her hip, and lower. Her fingers brushed the soft triangle of hair at the top of her pussy—dark, silky, thick. She hadn’t shaved it completely in years. She liked the way it looked this way: natural, but tidy. The sides were always trimmed neatly, and everything below—around her clit and lips—was kept smooth and bare. She did it for herself, but also for Mike. She loved being licked. Loved the feel of his tongue moving slowly between her folds, then faster, the way his stubble scraped her thighs, the way he groaned when she grabbed his hair and pulled him deeper.

Just the thought of it made her shift her weight, thighs pressing together for a moment. She exhaled slowly, heat blooming low in her belly.

She ran her fingers through the dark hair above, debating whether to trim it. But no—she liked the wildness of it today. She was in a long hair mood.


She turned from the mirror and walked back toward him, her hips swaying naturally, the way they always did when she felt good in her skin. Mike was standing by the window now, pulling on his t-shirt, his boxers doing little to hide the obvious bulge still pressing against the fabric. 

Lucy stepped in close and tugged the waistband down just enough to free him. His cock bobbed upward, still hard, glistening slightly at the tip. She wrapped her fingers around it one last time, giving him a slow, almost affectionate stroke from base to tip. Her eyes flicked up to meet his, and she pouted dramatically.

“I get it,” she said with exaggerated disappointment. “We’ve got to be sensible. On the road. No time for fun.” She sighed, dragging her thumb across the ridge of his head, smearing the precum across his shaft with practiced ease. “Even if I’m practically dripping.”

Mike just groaned in response, jaw tightening.

Then, without breaking eye contact, she leaned down and gave the head of his cock a single, slow, deliberate kiss—wet and lingering, right on the crown. She felt him twitch in her hand and smiled to herself.

“Later,” she whispered, then straightened, released him, and turned toward the bathroom. Her bare ass swayed as she walked away, her dark hair spilling down her back, already imagining the moment she’d finally get her lips around him properly.

Mike had been pulling long hours lately, cashing in overtime not for extra pay, but as mandatory leave. It worked out—things had slowed down at Lucy’s clinic, and her boss had been more than happy to give her a few days off. They needed the break. Time together had been rare lately, squeezed between work schedules, a baby who never seemed to nap, and a house that demanded more from them than they’d expected. This little escape already felt like a breath of fresh air.

Her brother had mentioned the campground up in the mountains a few weeks ago, calling it a hidden gem—quiet, scenic, barely on the map. When Lucy had phoned to book a spot, the owner had actually laughed.

“Lady,” he said in a warm Southern drawl, “I wish you needed a reservation. This time of year we’re lucky to be half full, even on weekends. Shame too, ‘cause the weather’s been perfect.”

If they made good time, he’d said, it would be about five hours.

Mike had packed their old VW campervan the night before—methodical as always, ticking things off his mental checklist while Lucy wrangled last-minute bits in the morning. A shower, a quick breakfast, a few stray items tossed in at the end, and by ten o’clock they were pulling out of the driveway, sun already high in a cloudless blue sky.

Now, rolling along the winding highway with trees flickering past the windows, Lucy leaned back and watched her husband. He looked relaxed behind the wheel, one arm resting on the window, sunglasses on, a soft grin tugging at his mouth. She could tell his mind had drifted back—back to college, back to when things were simpler. This camper had been his pride back then. It was the same beat-up bus he’d picked her up in the night they met, four years ago. She’d been nineteen, a little reckless, already smitten.

She smiled and reached over to brush her fingers across the back of his hand.

“Feels good to be back in the old bus, huh, Mike?” she teased, her voice light. “Remember that night you first picked me up in it?”

Mike gave a low chuckle, eyes still on the road. “Uh huh. Those were good times.”

Lucy stared out at the road ahead, her mind drifting with the gentle motion of the van. Somewhere between the hum of the tires and the rhythm of the trees rushing past, her thoughts turned inward—back to her early years, long before Mike.

She’d grown up in a quiet, conservative Catholic household where sex was something whispered about, not discussed. But like most girls, curiosity bloomed early, and by her late teens, she’d already begun exploring the edges of it. She’d only had two boyfriends before Mike—neither of them serious, and neither of them especially skilled. Still, they’d each marked little milestones along the way.

Her first real boyfriend had been sweet but awkward. They made out endlessly in the back of his car, hands roaming, breath fogging up the windows. The first time he slipped his hand under her bra and brushed his thumb over her nipple, she’d jolted. Not from fear, but from something sharper—an electric rush she hadn’t expected. Every pinch and roll of that nipple sent ripples through her stomach, tingles between her thighs that made her squirm in his lap, not quite sure if she wanted him to stop or go further.

It wasn’t until her second boyfriend that things advanced. He’d been a little more confident, cocky even, and one night—parked on a dead-end road—he’d slid his fingers into her panties and found her wet without even trying. She’d gasped when he touched her, her thighs clamping around his hand instinctively. He’d whispered that she was so responsive, so soft, and she remembered being embarrassed by how much she liked it. How loud her breathing got. How her hips kept chasing his fingers even when she told herself to be careful.

She gave him her first blowjob a few weeks later, in his bedroom while his parents were out. It was clumsy, a little rushed, and she hadn’t really known what she was doing—but he’d groaned like she was a goddess, and she’d felt oddly powerful afterward, even if she’d spit it out and run to the bathroom gagging.

By the time she met Mike, she wasn’t a virgin, but she wasn’t exactly seasoned either. She was still figuring out what she liked, what her body was capable of. Mike had been patient, attentive, and surprisingly good with his hands and mouth. With him, things had started to open up—literally and emotionally.

She smiled faintly now, the memories warm rather than embarrassing. She hadn’t been wild or adventurous back then. Just a normal girl, fumbling her way through firsts.

“I remember thinking you were hot stuff when I met you,” she said, glancing at him with a smirk.

Mike grinned. “That’s because I was hot stuff.”

Lucy rolled her eyes. “You were hot stuff for a little Catholic girl who’d barely been fingered in the back of a car.”

He laughed, low and easy, the sound rumbling through the van. “Yeah, well… lucky for you I had a bit of practice.”

Back then, he’d seemed so confident to her. Just a couple years older, but it felt like he was light-years ahead. He knew how to flirt without fumbling, how to kiss like he meant it, and he didn’t blush when she touched him. She’d thought he was worldly. Mature. Maybe even dangerous.

In truth, Mike had gone out with a handful of girls—nothing wild, but enough to know what he was doing. He’d slept with five, maybe six, by the time he met her. A mix of college flings, party hookups, one semi-serious girlfriend. He wasn’t exactly a player, but he wasn’t a novice either. Mostly, he was just a young guy who loved sex, thought about it constantly, and genuinely tried to be good at it.

Still, to Lucy back then—nervous, wet between the thighs just from a kiss—he might as well have been a goddamn sex guru.

Sometimes Lucy wondered why she kept seeing Mike after those first few dates. He’d been persistent—always trying to get his hands under her clothes, nudging her toward going further. But the truth was, she hadn’t needed much convincing. She liked the attention. Liked the heat that built between them. And deep down, she must have been more turned on than she realized at the time.

Her gaze drifted toward the back seat that folded down into a bed—the same one where something new had happened between them. Not her first time, but the first time a guy had ever gone down on her. She’d had sex before Mike, a few times, but it had always been quick, clumsy, focused on them. No one had ever taken their time. No one had made her feel truly seen.

They’d been dating a couple of months. That night, they were parked outside her apartment, kissing like they always did—deep, messy, windows steamed from the heat between them. She remembered how much she liked kissing Mike. He had this way of using his tongue that turned her to jelly. He’d kiss her hard, let her tongue push into his mouth, then pull it into his like he was claiming it. His tongue was long, confident, and when he followed hers back into her mouth, it made her hips shift and her breath catch in her throat.

Usually she pushed his hand away when he reached for her breasts, or pulled back when he guided her hand into his lap. But that night she didn’t. She let him feel her through her sweater, let his thumb brush her nipple until it ached. When he slipped his hand beneath the fabric and touched her skin, she didn’t stop him. She didn’t want to.

Then his hand slid lower, unfastening her jeans with slow, deliberate fingers. She should’ve stopped him, but she didn’t. She just breathed harder, heart pounding, her pussy already damp. When his fingers found the wetness between her legs, she moaned softly, hips rolling toward his hand.

But instead of climbing on top of her like others had, Mike had eased her jeans down and kissed his way along her stomach. Before she even had time to feel awkward, he was between her legs, his breath hot on her inner thighs.

It was the first time a guy had ever gone down on her.

At first she tensed, unsure how to feel—conscious of the hair, the smell, the raw exposure. But then his tongue touched her, soft and slow, and all of that slipped away. Her body melted into the cushions, thighs parting instinctively, breath catching as pleasure spread through her like wildfire. He wasn’t rough or fast. He took his time, teasing and licking until her legs were trembling and her hands were in his hair, pulling him closer.

No one had ever done that for her before. And no one had ever made her cum like that. Not until Mike.

Her hand drifted down into Mike’s lap, finding him rock hard through his jeans. He was throbbing, slick with anticipation, and she couldn’t help but smile—satisfied, amused, and still breathless. Her thighs were still trembling slightly, her pussy aching from how many times he’d made her cum with his mouth. She hadn’t expected it. No one had ever done that to her before, not like that. He’d devoured her, taken his time, worked her through wave after wave until she was gasping, moaning, barely able to think.

When he leaned up and whispered that he wanted to fuck her, she was too blissed out to even pretend to hesitate.

“Yesss,” she panted, eyes fluttering. “I want you to.”

The moment it took for him to pull the seat down and fumble with the cushions barely registered. Her mind was floating, body boneless. She heard the rustle of fabric—her jeans coming off, his too—and then felt his weight above her, the heat of his body pressing down. She reached between them and wrapped her hand around his cock. It felt big in her hand, thick and hot, slick with precum. He was more than ready.

Lucy lay back and spread her legs, letting him settle between them. He kissed her again, slow and deep, and then she felt the pressure as he started to push into her.

Her body welcomed him—wet, open, but still sensitive. Maybe too sensitive. She could barely feel it at first. Not from pain or tightness, but from the way her nerves had already been lit up and burned out. She was spent. Every nerve ending had already been wrung dry by his tongue.

He moved slowly at first, rocking into her, moaning her name, and she held onto him, eyes closed, letting the moment wash over her. She didn’t cum again—not this time—but it didn’t matter. She was overwhelmed, full, and completely surrendered. It felt good. He felt good. Not just the act, but the closeness, the way he touched her face, the way he held her afterward like she was something precious.

That night didn’t end with a rush of fireworks for her—but it stayed with her. Not as a disappointment, but as something new, something right. Something that made her want more. It wasn’t just the sex. It was him.

Afterward, they lay tangled together in the warm, cramped back of the van, her head on his chest, his hand resting on her thigh. No awkward apologies, no guilt. Just quiet breath and the beginning of something she didn’t fully understand yet—but wanted to.

They didn’t know it then, but something had shifted. The connection had rooted itself deep. And despite everything that would come later, she’d always look back on that night and remember it as the first time she realized she wanted to be known, to be touched, to be taken care of—and that Mike could be the one to do it.

In the months that followed, something inside her had started to shift. Slowly at first—little things, subtle changes. She stopped flinching when someone mentioned sex. She stopped treating her desires like secrets.

With Mike, she’d started opening up, bit by bit. He made it easy. He listened, never judged, and always made her feel wanted. Before she knew it, they were talking about everything—what they liked, what they fantasized about, what they still hadn’t tried. She didn’t say penis and vagina anymore. She said cock and pussy without flinching. And she liked how it sounded. How it made her feel.

She remembered one night in particular. She’d been out at a bar with two girlfriends, just drinks and gossip. Someone brought up oral sex—who liked it, who didn’t—and without even thinking, Lucy had chimed in with a grin and said, “If he doesn’t go down on me, I’m not even taking my panties off.” The table had burst out laughing, but she hadn’t been joking. She meant it.

And in that moment, she realized just how far she’d come—from a girl too shy to admit she was wet, to a woman who knew exactly what turned her on and wasn’t afraid to say it.

She smiled now at the memory, lips curling as she stared out the van window, the trees blurring by. So much had changed. And it felt good.

“Hey Lucy,” Mike’s voice cut through the quiet. “Pretty quiet over there. What ya thinkin’ ’bout?”

“Oh, I was just thinking about our first time in the back of the van…” Lucy said with a mischievous smile. “And wondering why on earth I went out with you again.”

Mike shot her a look, feigning offense. “Give it up, Lucy. Once a girl gets a taste of it, she’s hooked. I used to have to beat ’em off with a stick.”

She snorted. “Uh huh. With what stick exactly?”

He grinned. “Well… okay, maybe it was pretty bad at first.”

“Pretty bad?” she teased, leaning her head against the window with a chuckle. “It was like fucking on a trampoline made of milk crates.”

Mike laughed, shaking his head. “And yet, here we are. Married. Still doing it in vans.”

“Yeah, well…” she said, softer now. “We’re getting better. I think I’ve finally gotten rid of a lot of my hang-ups.”

He reached over and took her hand, giving it a gentle squeeze. “You’ve come a long way, Luce.”

She smiled to herself. She really had.


Memories

Lucy’s thoughts wandered again, her gaze softening as the memory came back. It had been last fall, a night out with the girls that turned unexpectedly… revealing.

She, Amy, and Beth had been drinking at a little wine bar, their laughter growing louder with every round. At some point, as they were all gathering their things to leave, Amy grinned and said, “I’m heading home to Leon.”

“Leon?” Beth blinked, confused. “Since when are you seeing someone?”

Amy just smirked and pulled her purse a little closer. “Oh, I’ve been seeing Leon for a while now. Tall, thick, never talks back.”

Lucy raised an eyebrow. “He sounds like trouble.”

Amy gave them both a wicked look. “He’s eight inches of trouble. Silicone. Black. And he never goes soft.”

They all burst out laughing, but Lucy felt her thighs press together under the table.

“Oh my god,” Beth gasped, covering her mouth. “You named your dildo?”

“Damn right I did,” Amy said, unapologetic. “He deserves it. I’ve had actual men do less for me than Leon does. He gets the job done, every single time.”

Lucy blushed but couldn’t help herself. “Doesn’t it feel… I don’t know… kind of mechanical?”

Amy leaned in, her voice low and a little too breathy. “Girl, I cum harder with him than I ever did with half the guys I’ve slept with. And when I’m in the mood, I can just grab him, lie back, and finish without all the fuss.”

Beth looked like she didn’t know whether to laugh or fan herself. “Okay, now I’m intrigued.”

The air between them had gone thick with something more than alcohol. The three of them sat there, legs crossed tightly, cheeks flushed—not just from the wine. Lucy remembered feeling that strange tingle again. Curious. Aroused. Not just by what Amy had said, but by the way she'd said it—casual and shameless and absolutely turned on.

That night had stuck with her. Maybe even stirred something deeper.

A week later, she brought it up to Mike. “What would you say if I wanted to get a dildo?” she asked, feigning casual interest while her heart thudded in her chest.

Mike had practically choked on his drink. “Seriously?”

When she nodded, biting her lip, he blinked, then asked—his voice a little hoarse—“Do you want to go to a shop?”

She’d surprised them both by grinning and saying, “Yeah. Let’s go now.”

She had vivid memories of the store. Not just the visuals, but the sensations—the nerves, the strange mix of shame and excitement fluttering in her chest the moment they walked through the door. She’d expected something seedy, maybe even dark and dirty. But it wasn’t like that at all.

The lighting was soft and clean. There were no grimy corners, no leering clerks. Just aisles of shelves, bright displays, and a calm-looking woman behind the counter who gave them a polite smile as the door chimed. Even so, Lucy immediately noticed she was the only woman in the place—besides the clerk. The rest of the customers were men, maybe half a dozen of them, scattered in quiet pockets of browsing.

She felt every one of their glances.

None of them stared, not openly—but she knew they noticed her. She was wearing a short denim skirt and a fitted top, bare legs and sandals. She hadn’t dressed for attention, but now she felt the way her hips swayed with each step, the soft bounce of her breasts, the little way her ass curved when she leaned forward. She stuck close to Mike but couldn’t help the flicker of thrill that ran through her. Let them look.

They reached the display case and her breath caught. Rows and rows of dildos—some modest, some laughably huge—lined the shelves in neat rows like prized trophies. Her eyes swept over them, trying to act casual, but she was completely overwhelmed. It was one thing to hear Amy talk about Leon. It was another thing entirely to be standing in front of this wall of cock.

Then she saw it. One of the bigger ones, displayed right on top of the counter.

Without thinking, she picked it up.

It was massive. Heavier than she expected. The head was thick and rounded, flared like a real one, and the shaft curved slightly, detailed with veins and ridges that felt almost too real in her hand. Her fingers barely wrapped halfway around the base.

“Oh my god,” she whispered. “It’s like… two of you.”

Mike blinked. “That’s gotta be a joke.”

The woman behind the counter smiled. “No joke. That’s molded from a real guy. That entire line is—right down to the detail. You’re holding the ten-inch one. Most popular model we sell.”

Lucy stared down at it, stunned. Ten inches. Thick and heavy and real. She couldn't even imagine taking it. But something in her stirred. Not fear. Not disgust. Want.

She had no idea why she wanted it. She wasn’t even sure she could use something that size. But she knew she wanted to try. It wasn’t about replacing Mike. It was about something else—curiosity, fantasy, the feeling of letting go.

The clerk added with a practiced nod, “Just be sure to get a proper lube. Water-based. You’ll need it.”

Lucy felt her cheeks flush.

Mike, suddenly flustered, asked about videos. The woman gestured toward the back of the store, where two men stood quietly browsing racks of DVDs. Lucy took one look and shook her head. No way was she walking back there with the boys.

They paid quickly. The dildo, some lube, a discreet paper bag.

As they stepped out into the sunlight, Lucy felt a strange rush of pride and adrenaline. She’d done it. She’d walked into a sex shop, picked out a monster cock, and bought it without apology.

She squeezed Mike’s hand as they walked back to the car, the weight of the bag swinging between them.

“You’re seriously going to use that?” he asked, eyes wide.

Lucy just smiled. “Guess we’ll find out.”

That night, after a quiet dinner and a couple glasses of wine, Lucy slipped into the bedroom ahead of Mike. Her heart was racing. She retrieved the plain paper bag from the back of the closet, set it gently on the bed, and pulled out the dildo.

Even now, holding it, she could hardly believe the size. Thick, dark, and so much longer than anything she'd ever taken. Just wrapping her fingers around the shaft made her pulse thrum in her ears.

Mike stepped in and paused at the sight of her sitting there, naked, legs tucked under her, the toy resting across her lap like something sacred.

“You’re really gonna try it?” he asked, eyes dark with curiosity—and arousal.

Lucy looked up and gave a crooked, nervous smile. “If you help me warm up.”

He didn’t need to be asked twice.

Mike knelt between her legs and leaned in, pressing slow kisses along her inner thighs, his hands gliding over her hips, her stomach, the soft curve of her waist. She was already wet from the thought of it—of being stretched, of being watched—and when his tongue finally flicked against her clit, she let out a soft, desperate moan.

He took his time. No rush. Just the flat heat of his tongue sliding over her pussy, circling her clit, then dragging down to tease her entrance. When he pushed a finger inside her, she arched into his mouth, breathing harder. A second finger followed, curling just right, stroking deep as he sucked her clit with slow, focused pressure.

She grabbed the sheets, head thrown back, thighs trembling.

“Oh god, Mike… don’t stop…”

He didn’t. He moved with purpose now, coaxing her closer with every pass of his tongue, every gentle thrust of his fingers. Her moans grew louder, her breath hitching—until it all broke in a sudden, dizzying release. Her whole body tensed, then shuddered around his fingers as she came, loud and shameless, grinding against his mouth as he licked her through it.

She was gasping when he finally pulled back, his lips slick with her arousal, his eyes filled with nothing but want.

“You okay?” he murmured.

Lucy nodded, still catching her breath. “I need to feel it. Now.”

Mike reached for the lube, coating the dildo generously, then slicking his fingers and stroking her again—keeping her relaxed, open, ready. She took the toy in her hand, positioned it between her thighs, and slowly pressed the thick head against her swollen pussy.

It didn’t go in easily.

She groaned at the pressure, at the resistance, but she didn’t stop. Inch by inch, she eased it into herself, stretching wider than she ever had before. Her lips parted in a breathless gasp as the head popped inside. Her walls clenched instinctively, the sheer fullness almost overwhelming.

“Oh… fuck…”

Mike sat beside her now, watching with awe, stroking himself as she worked more of the shaft in.

She moved slowly at first, adjusting to the impossible stretch—but once her body accepted it, a wave of pleasure followed. She was soaking wet, still pulsing from her orgasm, and the deep, heavy friction made her moan again. Not from pain. From want.

It wasn’t about replacing Mike. It wasn’t about comparison. It was something else—about power, about freedom, about the raw, physical thrill of pushing her own boundaries.

And as she rocked her hips into that massive toy, sweat starting to bead on her back, her moans rising again, Lucy knew she’d never look at sex—or herself—the same way again.

“Mmmm…”

The sound was soft but unmistakable. Mike glanced over, caught off guard. Lucy had her seat tilted back, one foot resting up on the dash, her thighs slightly parted. Her hand was beneath her skirt, fingers moving in slow, lazy circles over her pussy. Her eyes were closed, her lips parted, lost in the rhythm.

“Jesus, Lucy,” he said, voice low with heat. “That looks hot. Is that my cock you’re thinking about?”

She opened her eyes and smiled, not bothering to stop. “Of course, hon. Like you said—once a girl gets it, she’s hooked.”

Mike let out a quiet groan and turned back to the road, shifting slightly in his seat to make room for the hard-on now pressing against his jeans. He gripped the wheel tighter, trying to refocus.

Then he noticed the red convertible pulling up alongside them in the next lane. It slowed slightly as it drew even with their van—too slow to be natural. Mike’s eyes flicked sideways. The car wasn’t passing them. It was hovering, keeping pace almost deliberately.

He turned to look out his window, narrowing his eyes. Whoever was driving seemed content to stay right there, just a few feet away, not pulling ahead, not falling back.

Mike’s jaw flexed as his gaze shifted from the road to the convertible, then back to Lucy’s hand still moving between her thighs. Something about the moment felt charged—like they weren’t entirely alone anymore.

Lucy’s hand was still idly stroking herself when the red convertible crept up beside them again, still lingering unnaturally close in the next lane. Something about the way it hovered made Mike glance over—and at the same moment, Lucy did too.

What she saw made her sit up straight.

“Holy shit…”

In the passenger seat was a young blonde—barely out of college, maybe twenty-two or twenty-three—completely topless. Her golden hair blew wildly in the wind, and her huge, natural tits bounced softly with the motion of the car. They were incredible—full and round with perfect, tight pink nipples that stood out in the sun. She wasn’t covering up or hiding. In fact, she looked right at Lucy and Mike without a hint of shame.

Then they saw her hand.

It was between the driver’s legs, rhythmically working up and down the thick shaft of his cock, which jutted straight up in his lap—long, veiny, and impossible to miss. Lucy blinked, stunned. The guy wasn’t even trying to hide it. His sunglasses were on, one hand on the wheel, completely relaxed as this gorgeous girl jerked him off beside them at 70 miles an hour.

Mike’s jaw dropped. “Are you fucking kidding me?”

The girl turned toward them, grinning. She locked eyes with Lucy first, then Mike, and slowly poked her tongue out, running it across her top lip before giving a little wink. Then, just like that, the driver hit the gas and the convertible surged forward, disappearing ahead of them.

They sat in stunned silence for a moment.

Lucy finally laughed—still breathless. “Well… that was something.”

Mike looked over at her, still processing. “I mean… damn.”

“You liked her tits, huh?” Lucy said, smirking.

He grinned. “Did you see them? They were amazing. Those nipples…”

Lucy chuckled, shaking her head. “All guys like big tits.”

“Same way you girls like big cocks,” he shot back, raising an eyebrow.

She raised her hands in mock surrender. “Touché.”


Destination

“Hey—there’s the sign. We made it,” Lucy said, pointing through the windshield.

The drive had gone by quicker than expected, filled with teasing, laughter, and more than a few unexpected sights. They pulled into the campground in the early afternoon, the sun still high and the air pleasantly warm.

It was quiet. A few scattered motorhomes and trailers were parked along the gravel lanes, but most of the sites sat empty, surrounded by tall trees and the scent of pine. They checked in at the little wooden office, got their site assignment, and rolled slowly through the grounds.

Their spot was tucked beside a massive motorhome—sleek, white, and absurdly luxurious, with a satellite dish on the roof and two folding chairs already set up outside.

“Wow,” Mike said, pulling into their space. “Looks like we’re the poor folks on this block.”

Lucy grinned. “Good thing we brought all the charm.”

It only took a few minutes for Mike to pop the top on the camper and run an extension cord to the post. Once everything was hooked up and the bed made, they decided to stretch their legs and explore.

They wandered hand in hand through the trees, following a path that led toward the lake. The beach was mostly empty now, scattered with footprints in the sand and the occasional forgotten towel. Only one couple remained, basking in the last strip of sunlight. The rest of the beach was already slipping into shade beneath the tall trees that lined the shore.

A narrow path near the back caught their attention. They followed it, winding through a thicket of underbrush until it opened onto a small, secluded stretch of shoreline. The sand was warm beneath their feet, and the sun still poured in through a break in the trees, golden and low.

It was empty. Quiet. Perfect.

The sun filtered softly through the trees, casting dappled gold across the sand. The air was still warm, but quieter now—no birdsong, no chatter from the main beach. Just the gentle lapping of the lake and the rustle of leaves overhead. It felt like the world had hushed just for them.

Lucy sank onto the warm sand facing the water, letting her fingers trail through it absently. Mike settled in behind her, stretching his legs out on either side and wrapping his arms loosely around her waist. She leaned back into him with a contented sigh, her head resting against his shoulder.

He kissed the side of her neck, slow and soft, just beneath her ear. The warmth of his mouth made her shiver.

His hands slid under her blouse, fingertips grazing bare skin. She hadn’t worn a bra, and he found her nipples instantly, his thumbs rolling them gently. They responded right away, tightening under his touch.

“Mmm,” he murmured against her skin. “Feels like some pretty perfect tits here. Just the right size for me. Nice hard nipples.”

Lucy smirked and tilted her head, giving him better access to her neck. Her eyes scanned the tree line, the curve of the beach—still empty. Still theirs.

She shifted her hips slightly, pressing back against him, and felt the unmistakable bulge of his cock straining beneath the thin fabric of his shorts. Her breath caught a little, the heat between them building again—quiet, slow, but undeniable.

"That’s not all that’s hard. Feels like you smuggled a tent pole in your shorts—planning on pitching camp right here?"

Lucy let her hand drift behind her, fingertips brushing over the bulge in Mike’s shorts. He was rock hard. She cupped him through the thin fabric, then slipped her hand inside, wrapping her fingers around the thick shaft. Slowly, she began to stroke him, her touch deliberate, teasing. Her thumb traced the groove of the swollen head, feeling the heat and the slickness already beginning to build.

Mike groaned softly against her neck, his hands still working her breasts—kneading them gently, then rolling her nipples between his fingers until she whimpered. Each tug sent a jolt straight between her legs.

She couldn't take it anymore.

With a breathless grin, Lucy pulled away and turned to face him, straddling his lap. Her knees pressed into the sand on either side of his hips, her skirt hiked up, her bare pussy just inches above his cock. Their eyes locked for a moment—just long enough to feel the tension snap—then they crashed together in a deep, hungry kiss.

It wasn’t soft. It wasn’t slow. It was open-mouthed and wet, all tongue and breath and need. She gripped his shoulders, grinding her hips into his lap as their mouths devoured each other. Mike’s hands slid down to her waist, gripping her tight, holding her to him like he couldn’t stand another inch of distance. Lucy moaned into his mouth, her entire body buzzing with heat.

“God, your nipples are so hard,” Mike murmured, his voice thick with arousal.

He unbuttoned her blouse slowly, parting it to expose the soft curve of her breasts. Her nipples brushed against his bare chest as she leaned into him, the contact sending a shiver down both their spines.

Lucy slid her hand down between them, finding the edge of his shorts and tugging his cock free through the leg opening. He was hot and throbbing in her hand, the head slick against her palm. She pressed him against the inside of her thigh, dragging him slowly across her bare skin as their hips rocked together in a steady, teasing rhythm on the warm sand.

“Feel that?” she whispered, her mouth brushing his ear. “You like how that feels against me?”

He groaned, his grip tightening on her hips.

She smiled and looked into his eyes, her voice low and sultry. “Want me to squeeze your cock like that? Nice and slow… just how you like it?”

Lucy’s fingers moved slowly along the length of his cock, not stroking so much as exploring—tracing every ridge, dragging her thumb over the slick head, squeezing just enough to make him twitch. Mike’s breath hitched, but he didn’t rush her. He just smirked and slid a hand between her thighs.

His fingers found the hem of her panties, slipped beneath, and dipped between her folds. She was soaked. He ran a finger slowly along her slit, then circled her clit with maddening patience. Lucy’s hips shifted, seeking more, but Mike just kept that slow, featherlight pressure, teasing her back.

Neither of them spoke for a moment.

Her hand tightened around his shaft.

His finger pressed a little deeper.

She leaned in, her lips grazing his jaw. “You going to do something with that finger, or just keep teasing me until I go crazy?”

He smiled, his voice low. “Depends. You going to stop just holding my cock, or are you planning to actually make me beg?”

Her eyes narrowed playfully. “Maybe I like making you beg.”

They stayed like that—close, hot, hands slowly moving, breath shallow—each waiting for the other to break first. His finger slipped just barely inside her, and she gasped. Her hand stroked him from base to tip, and he groaned.

The unspoken tension crackled between them, equal parts lust and challenge. Neither wanted to be the first to give in.

But one of them would.

Mike’s finger moved a little deeper, curling just enough to make her breath catch, but then he paused, a sly grin creeping onto his face.

“Hey,” he murmured, nuzzling her neck, “you think that girl in the convertible made that guy wait? Or do you figure he gets it whenever he wants?”

Lucy let out a breathless laugh, her hand still wrapped around his cock. “Please. That slut’s probably been full of cum since breakfast.”

Mike groaned, his hips flexing slightly into her grip. “Jesus, Lucy…”

She smirked and kissed the corner of his mouth. “What? I’m just saying. That cock looked like it doesn’t take no for an answer.”

He chuckled, but his eyes were darker now, fixed on hers. They were both still wound up from what they’d seen—and everything they were doing now had only poured more fuel on the fire.

Lucy rolled her hips forward, grinding softly against his fingers. “I want you. Let’s fuck now… here… on the beach.”

Mike blinked. “Really? Here?…”

He looked around, then back at her with a crooked smile. “You’re gettin’ to be a pretty bold girl.”

Mike looked around once more—just trees, sand, and shimmering lake. Still no one.

Lucy gave him a look that was half dare, half invitation. Without a word, she stood and slowly peeled off her shorts, letting them fall into the sand. She stepped out of them and stood above him in nothing but her unbuttoned blouse, the fabric fluttering open to reveal her bare breasts and flushed skin.

Mike leaned back on his elbows, watching as she bent down and tugged his shorts off, freeing his cock. It sprang upward, thick and ready, and Lucy smiled as she straddled him again, knees sinking into the warm sand, her pussy hovering just above his shaft.

She reached down, took him in hand, and ran the head of his cock along her slick folds, back and forth, letting it tease her clit. She moaned, soft and low.

“Oh yeah… much better like this.”

Mike reached up and cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her hard nipples before he leaned in and took one into his mouth. He sucked her slowly, firmly, letting his tongue swirl as his hands kneaded the softness of her tits.

Lucy rocked her hips forward, and with a gasp, she guided him into her—just the head at first, then more, inch by inch until he was fully inside her. She sat still for a moment, adjusting, breathing, feeling the stretch and fullness as her pussy clenched around him.

Then she began to move.

Slowly at first, her hips grinding in slow, deep circles as her hands slid into his hair and their mouths met in a messy, open kiss. She rode him like she knew exactly what she wanted, the rhythm building gradually with every wet thrust, the sand shifting beneath their knees.

Mike’s hands roamed her body—her waist, her ass, her thighs—gripping and guiding her as she bounced in his lap.

His voice was rough when he spoke. “You think that blonde girl’s ever been fucked on a beach like this?”

Lucy let out a breathy laugh, her hips still moving. “With tits like that? She’s probably been fucked everywhere.”

There was a flicker of something behind her words—not quite jealousy, but not far from it either. A kind of awe. Maybe even admiration.

“She didn’t seem shy about showing off,” Mike said, his hands sliding up to cup her breasts again.

“She shouldn’t be,” Lucy murmured. “With tits like that, why hide them?”

He looked up at her, eyes gleaming. “And with a cock like that… you just know he takes whatever he wants.”

Lucy moaned and leaned into him, kissing him harder, grinding down on him deeper. Her pussy clenched as the words lingered between them—arousing, dangerous, electric.

“You think she likes being watched?” Mike asked, breath hot against her throat.

Lucy didn’t hesitate. “Did you see her? She was putting on a show.”

Mike slid a hand between them, rubbing her clit in slow circles as she fucked him harder, faster.

“Maybe she wanted us to watch,” he said.

Lucy gasped. “Maybe I want to be watched too…”

Lucy rocked harder on Mike’s cock, her hands gripping his shoulders, breath coming in shallow, open-mouthed gasps. Sweat shimmered on her skin, her breasts bouncing with every motion, her body riding the edge between rhythm and desperation.

She looked over her shoulder, scanning the trees, the shadows, the narrow path they’d followed to get here.

“I wonder…” she panted, grinding down on him, “if anybody’s around… I wonder if someone’s watching us right now…”

Mike groaned and squeezed her ass, thrusting up into her. “Fuck, Lucy… what a horny little tramp you are today.”

Her eyes gleamed, cheeks flushed. “You want someone to see me riding your cock like this?”

“Hell yes.”

She moaned, louder this time, the sound echoing softly off the water.

“Do you want someone to watch?” he whispered, thrusting into her deeper now, matching her rhythm.

Lucy hesitated, biting her lip, but the thought made her pussy clench. “I don’t know… it’s scary… but fuck, it’s hot.” She leaned in close, her lips brushing his ear. “If someone was watching, I think I’d cum even harder…”

That was all it took to tip her over the edge.

She began slamming her hips down harder, faster, fucking him without restraint now, the wet slap of her pussy meeting his lap echoing with every thrust. Her moans grew ragged, louder, filthy. She ground her clit against his pubic bone and felt the orgasm building, her thighs shaking, her body slick with heat.

“Uhh… fuck… Mike… you’re so deep—so hard—I can feel you everywhere…”

Mike gritted his teeth, feeling her walls tighten around him, her pussy gripping his cock like a fist. He thrust up into her harder, his hands locking around her waist as he met every thrust.

“I’m gonna cum, babe,” he gasped. “Oh fuck—I’m cumming—”

Lucy cried out as her own orgasm tore through her, clenching down on him, grinding as deep as she could while he exploded inside her. His cock pulsed again and again, pumping hot cum into her soaking pussy.

She collapsed onto him, panting, as the thick wetness began to drip down between his legs, pooling warmly over his balls.

Neither of them moved at first.

Then Lucy lifted her head and whispered, breathless but smiling, “If someone was watching… they definitely got a good show.”

They collapsed onto the sand together in a tangled, breathless heap, limbs wrapped around each other, bodies still slick with sweat and sex. The breeze off the lake felt cooler now, brushing across their flushed skin as they lay there in silence, listening to the slowing rhythm of their breath.

For a few minutes, neither of them spoke. Mike ran his hand absently over Lucy’s back, while she rested her head against his chest, her cheek rising and falling with each beat of his heart.

Then she whispered, “Do you think anyone actually saw?”

Mike hesitated, staring up at the branches above them swaying gently in the fading light. “I don’t know,” he said finally. “I didn’t see anyone.”

“Neither did I,” she said softly. “But… I wasn’t exactly paying attention.”

There was a pause, just long enough to let the uncertainty hang in the air.

“I didn’t think I’d care,” Lucy added. “But now… I dunno. It’s different once you’ve finished, isn’t it?”

Mike nodded slowly. “Yeah. Kind of feels like coming down off a high.”

They lay there a little longer, the shadows stretching around them, the sun dipping lower behind the hills until only a few golden streaks clung to the treetops.

Eventually, they sat up and started pulling their clothes back on. Mike handed Lucy her shorts, and she slipped them on in silence, brushing sand from her thighs.

She looked back toward the trail, then toward the lake, her eyes softer now. “Still,” she said, “this was pretty amazing.”

Mike smiled and reached for her hand. “Yeah… I think this is our spot now.”

As they walked back to the camper, the light was fading into a soft gold, and the breeze off the lake had picked up just enough to cool their skin. Lucy walked a little faster, tugging at the waistband of her shorts. She could feel Mike’s cum still slowly leaking from her, warm and wet between her thighs, and all she could think about was rinsing off.

“I’m gonna take a quick shower,” she said, not looking back.

Mike raised an eyebrow. “Shower, huh?”

She shot him a smirk over her shoulder. “Unless you want me dripping on the sheets.”

He laughed under his breath, watching her climb up into the camper.

As he stepped around to the passenger side, he noticed a couple sitting outside the motorhome next door. They were lounging in fold-out chairs now, drinks in hand, watching the last of the sun slip behind the trees.

One of them gave a friendly wave.

Mike nodded in return.

“Hey there,” the man said.

“Hey,” Mike replied, pausing.

The man stood and grabbed a folded chair from beside him. “C’mon, pull up a seat.”

Mike glanced toward the camper, then walked over and settled into the chair with a casual exhale.

“Thanks,” he said, already sensing that this trip might be more interesting than he’d expected.

"Hi, I'm Steve, and this is my wife Lauren. We came up from Livermore. Where you folks from?"

"We’re from San Jose," Mike replied. "I’m Mike, and that was my wife, Lucy. Seems like a pretty quiet campground."

"Yeah," Steve nodded. "It’s great this time of year—good weather, hardly anyone around. We came up Wednesday with another couple, but they had to head back this morning. Mostly retirees up here midweek."

They didn’t seem quite old enough to be retired. Mike soon found out Steve was semi-retired at fifty-one, and Lauren was forty-five. They’d been married twenty-two years.

As the conversation wandered—from road trips and lake spots to campground quirks—Mike’s mind wandered too. He found himself wondering if, after that long, they were still sleeping together. The way they spoke, the ease between them… it wouldn’t have surprised him at all.

Steve stood around 5'10", broad-shouldered with a solid frame that looked more naturally powerful than gym-sculpted. He had the build of a guy who’d done real work in his life—nothing cut or defined, but strong. A bit of a belly, sure, but not soft. His short dark hair was streaked with grey at the temples, and his easy posture gave the impression of someone completely comfortable in his skin.

Lauren, at about 5'4", was curvy in a way that turned heads even if it wasn’t model-perfect. She carried an extra twenty pounds or so—just enough to give her a soft belly—but her tits were enormous, heavy enough that Mike found himself idly wondering if there was any chance in hell they would stay up without a very supportive bra. They couldn’t be firm. Not at that size. But they were still undeniably sexy. Her ass was full and round too, the kind of shape that moved when she walked, and her shoulder-length blonde hair framed her face in loose waves—clearly bleached, but it suited her.

What struck Mike most wasn’t her body, though. It was the way she laughed—low, throaty, a little wicked. The kind of laugh that made you feel like you’d just been let in on something filthy. There was an energy about her, something confident and unfiltered. She wasn’t trying to be sexy.

She just was.

As they talked, Mike began to notice how naturally Steve and Lauren touched each other. Nothing obvious—no heavy petting or hands roaming—but there was an ease between them, a casual closeness that hinted at more. Lauren’s hand rested on Steve’s inner thigh, her fingers moving slowly, rhythmically, almost absentmindedly. It wasn’t overtly sexual, but it lingered just long enough to make Mike wonder if there was more intention behind it than she let on.

Steve didn’t react outwardly, but his posture shifted ever so slightly, and Mike thought—maybe—he could make out the shape of something thick pressing against the inside of his shorts. Not exposed, not crude… just the faint outline of a growing erection, the fabric of his shorts tenting subtly in the fading light.

At the same time, Lauren shifted in her seat, crossing her legs, and the thin material of her top pulled taut across her chest. Her nipples, just barely visible now, pressed against the fabric—clearly firming, either from the breeze or… something else.

The conversation had drifted onto sex-related topics—nothing explicit, just a knowing edge to Lauren’s voice as she tossed around references to open-minded friends, talk show segments, and “wild years” that may or may not have ended. She was breezy about it all, but Mike couldn’t help noticing how her fingers never left Steve’s thigh.

There was nothing he could point to. Nothing that could be called out. But the tension hung in the air all the same—quiet, deliberate, and undeniably charged.

As the conversation drifted, Mike became aware of the growing tightness in his shorts. He shifted slightly in the chair, trying to adjust without drawing attention. He couldn’t shake the feeling that Steve—or Lauren—had noticed the shape forming beneath the fabric.

Trying to ground himself, he steered the conversation back to something neutral. “This setup of yours—it’s pretty impressive. You two live in it full-time or just for weekends?”

Steve gave a relaxed nod. “It’s a custom diesel, made up in Oregon. We’ve had it a couple years now—just use it for getting away when we can. Beats hotels.”

Mike nodded, genuinely interested. “Looks better than a hotel from the outside.”

Steve smiled, then turned toward his wife. “Hey, why don’t you show Mike around inside? He might get a few ideas.”

Lauren stood with a casual stretch, brushing her hands on the back of her shorts. It was the first real chance Mike had to take her in.

She wasn’t thin, not even close—but she wore her body with the kind of quiet confidence that made it feel deliberate. She looked solid—curvy, yes, maybe twenty pounds over what some would call ideal—but undeniably sexy. Her hips flared wide from a modest waist, her ass full and round beneath her shorts. A slight softness showed in her belly, not quite hidden by her thin top, but there was something almost erotic about it—real, grounded, unapologetic.

And her tits… they were huge. Heavy and high under the snug fabric of her shirt, their shape exaggerated now as she stretched her arms back. Mike didn’t need to guess whether they were firm. At that size, they couldn’t be. But it didn’t matter. They looked incredible.

She caught his eye and gave him a little smirk, the corner of her mouth curving just enough to make him wonder what she’d seen in his face.

“Come on,” she said, that throaty laugh slipping out as she led the way toward the motorhome. “Let’s see if we can impress you.”

Mike followed Lauren up the steps into the motorhome, suddenly aware of how thin his shorts felt—and how fast his cock was starting to swell again. He tried to breathe slowly, stay cool, but his body had other ideas. Something about the way Lauren walked just ahead of him, how casually she'd touched his arm outside, was lingering in his mind like static.

She led him into the front section, gesturing around as she talked. “This is the lounge—Steve calls it our second living room.” The two couches were plush, the carpet soft underfoot, and the wide windows made the space feel more like a condo than a camper.

They moved through the open central area, and Lauren pointed out the kitchen and dining nook. “Countertops are real stone,” she said with a quick smile, laying a hand briefly on his arm. “Takes a beating, doesn’t show it.”

Her touch lingered just a moment longer than necessary. And it wasn’t the only one. As she moved, she kept making casual contact—light brushes of her hand on his back, a nudge to his elbow, fingertips grazing his side when she stepped past him. Innocent, maybe. But constant.

Mike’s cock was straining against his shorts now, forming a visible outline he could do nothing to hide. He caught her eyes flick down once, quick as a blink, and he was almost certain he saw a faint smile tug at the corner of her mouth.

They stepped into the narrow hallway, Lauren just behind him. “Bathroom’s on the left,” she said, pointing. As she leaned closer, her breasts pressed lightly against his side. The contact was soft but unmistakable. Warm. Heavy. Bare.

He swallowed hard.

At the end of the hall stood a closed door. “That’s the bedroom,” she said. “Go ahead, you can open it.”

Mike reached for the handle but it resisted. “It’s stuck or something…”

“Yeah,” she said lightly, stepping in close behind him. “Latch always sticks.”

Then she pressed forward, reaching past him to jiggle the latch. The hallway was tight—there was nowhere for him to go. Her body was against his now, full and unfiltered. Her breasts pressed into his chest, her arm brushing his as she worked the handle. He could feel the weight of them, soft but undeniable.

No bra. That much was certain.

His hand grazed the side of her breast and she didn’t flinch. Didn’t pull away. Just kept working the latch like nothing had happened.

Mike stood frozen, blood rushing in his ears, heart pounding, unsure if she hadn’t noticed—or just didn’t care.

He couldn’t believe she could get by without a bra—not with tits that size. But now, with her pressed up against him in the narrow hallway, he realized something else: they weren’t just big.

They were firm.

That caught him off guard. He’d assumed, without thinking, that breasts that full had to be soft, heavy, pendulous. But as they flattened lightly against his chest, he felt the resistance—the subtle, unmistakable push of firmness beneath the fabric. Her nipples grazed him too, stiff and pronounced, and there was no mistaking them now. She wasn’t just braless—she was aroused.

The door finally gave way with a soft click, and Lauren stepped inside. “This is the bedroom,” she said, her voice breezy.

Mike followed, the air in the motorhome suddenly feeling ten degrees hotter.

The room was dominated by a king-sized bed, perfectly made, pillows stacked neatly at the head. But Mike barely saw it. Lauren turned to face him, and all he could look at was her chest. The outline of her nipples was clear now, poking against the thin fabric of her shirt, hard and perfectly centered on those huge, impossibly firm tits.

She caught him looking.

She didn’t look offended.

In fact, her smile deepened just slightly.

Mike’s cock throbbed, pressing hard against the front of his shorts—there was no way she didn’t notice it.

Lauren laughed—low and dirty, the sound curling through the small room like smoke.

“Now Mike,” she said, cocking her head with mock innocence, “just ’cause a girl shows you her bedroom doesn’t mean you’re supposed to get excited.”

He opened his mouth to reply, but nothing came out.

She turned to leave, brushing past him in the narrow doorway. As she did, her hand dropped lightly—effortlessly—and gave the bulge in his shorts a soft, deliberate pat.

Then she was gone.

Mike stood frozen for a moment, heart pounding, cock aching.

Was she teasing? Flirting? Testing him?

She was old enough to be a fantasy he wasn’t supposed to have—but nothing about her touch had felt like a joke. It had felt… intentional.

And it left him wondering what the hell was going on between her and Steve—and whether this was just the beginning.


Pushed To The Limit

Back in their own camper, Mike couldn’t shake it. The touch, the smirk, the feeling of Lauren’s chest pressing into him. It played on a loop in his head—how deliberate it had all felt, how casual she made it seem.

He did his best to act normal, helping Lucy finish tidying up inside, fiddling with the small counter fan, checking the lights. But his mind kept drifting.

Later, as they sat together with the windows cracked and a glass of wine each, he finally said, “You’ve got to see their motorhome. It’s like an apartment on wheels. Seriously—custom build, real kitchen, full bedroom. Puts ours to shame.”

Lucy raised an eyebrow. “Is that why you’ve been walking around looking like you’re in a daze all evening?”

He smirked. “No, I mean… yeah, the rig’s impressive. But also… I think Lauren was kinda coming on to me.”

Lucy blinked, then laughed out loud. “Seriously?”

“I’m not saying she threw herself at me or anything. Just… little touches. A few comments. Some body language that felt… off. Like, deliberate.”

Lucy grinned, shaking her head. “I saw her earlier. Looked like she had massive bazooms. Maybe you’re just getting distracted by a pair of tits you could lose a hand in.”

Mike laughed. “Come on, that’s not fair.”

“I’m just saying. You’ve been weird ever since we got back. Maybe you just need to get some big boobs in your hands. Should I go book a boob job, see if that helps?”

He turned toward her, mock offended. “Hey. You know I think your tits are perfect.”

Lucy raised an eyebrow. “Do you?”

“Of course. Besides,” he added with a sly grin, “if we’re gonna start talking about size… you’re the one who wanted that giant dildo. How am I supposed to compete with something that’s bigger than most men walking the earth?”

She smirked. “Oh, so now we’re keeping score?”

He leaned in, his voice lowering just a little. “Only if I get points for effort.”

She sipped her wine, smiling over the rim. “You might earn a few tonight.”

They laughed softly as they climbed into bed, limbs brushing in the dark, the camper around them silent except for the occasional creak of the frame as they settled in. But beneath the playfulness, a quiet, shared curiosity lingered—What would it really be like? Big tits, big cocks…

Lucy curled into Mike’s side, trailing her fingers over his chest. “You know,” she murmured, voice low and warm, “screwing on that beach today… I never thought I’d do something like that. It felt wild. Free. I kind of want to do it again tomorrow.”

She let her hand drift lower, brushing across his stomach.

“In fact…” she purred, “it felt so good I think you deserve a little reward.”

She didn’t wait for a reply. Instead, she began to shift, kissing her way down his chest, pausing just under his nipple to swirl her tongue there for a moment. Mike lay still, his cock already stiffening in anticipation as Lucy’s nipples grazed his bare skin with every movement.

As she slid further down, she felt him—hard and warm, pulsing gently. She reached between them, wrapping her fingers around the base of his shaft, guiding it between her breasts. “God, you’re so hard,” she whispered, a flicker of heat in her voice.

She pressed her tits together around his cock, rubbing it up and down the soft valley between them. The sensation made Mike groan, hips twitching. Lucy looked up at him with a smirk.

“I was thinking earlier,” she said, her tone more sincere now, “I don’t even remember the last time I sucked your cock properly. That’s not fair to you. I know how much you love it.”

Mike didn’t answer—he didn’t need to. His hands were fisting the sheets.

She leaned in, dragging the wet tip across her nipple and shivering at the slick contact. Then she dipped her head and began to lick, slow and teasing at first, just the underside, then swirling her tongue over the crown. With each motion, she slid it just a little deeper into her mouth, getting used to the weight, the familiar taste, the faint scent of their earlier fucking still clinging to him.

She paused, letting it rest against her tongue, then pulled back slowly, letting her lips glide along the shaft. Her voice came soft and sultry. “I’m gonna make this feel so good, baby.”

Lucy kept her lips wrapped gently around the swollen head of Mike’s cock, her tongue slowly swirling over the slick crown as she sucked—light at first, teasing, tasting. She loved how sensitive he was there, how a little pressure made his thighs tense beneath her. The salty taste of his precum mixed with the faint musky trace of arousal from earlier, and she moaned softly around him, sending vibrations through his shaft.

She let him slip from her lips with a quiet pop, then dragged her tongue down the underside, tracing the ridge of the vein all the way to the base. Her hand followed, wrapping firmly around the shaft and stroking him with a smooth, steady rhythm. Mike’s fingers found her hair, not guiding—just resting there, as if needing something to hold onto. She felt his hips shift slightly, the first hint of involuntary motion, and it only made her hungrier for more.

Lucy dipped lower, dragging her tongue across his balls, then opened her mouth wide and drew one into the warmth of her mouth, then the other, bathing them in slow, careful suction. Her hand didn’t stop stroking him, wet now from the mix of spit and precum, gliding effortlessly along his pulsing cock.

“Mmm, fuck…” Mike whispered, breath catching as her mouth tugged gently at his balls. Lucy smiled to herself, savoring the sound of his voice, the tension building in his body.

She released him slowly, watching his cock throb, flushed and wet. A pearl of precum glistened at the tip, and she couldn’t help but admire it for a moment, the slick droplet forming in the little slit. She brought her finger up and smeared it slowly around the head, watching as his hips twitched. Then she leaned in, flicked her tongue at the crown, and let the precum stretch in a glistening strand between her tongue and the tip of his cock.

“God, you taste so good,” she murmured, stroking him faster now. She cupped his balls again with her free hand, squeezing them with just enough pressure to make him gasp.

Then, in one smooth motion, she took him back into her mouth—deeper this time. Inch by inch, she sank down until her lips kissed her fist, until she could feel the heat of him pressing at the back of her throat. She paused there, breathing through her nose, swallowing softly around him.

Mike groaned, his hands tightening slightly in her hair. Lucy began to move, a slow rhythm at first, then deeper, faster, the sounds of wet suction filling the space between them. Her spit coated his cock, dripping down to his balls, mixing with precum as her hand stroked in sync with her mouth.

She looked up at him, eyes gleaming, cheeks flushed, his cock throbbing between her lips. Her tongue never stopped moving, flicking and curling, as she pushed him closer and closer to the edge.

“You’re gonna cum for me,” she whispered, pulling off just long enough to pant the words against his soaked shaft, “I want every drop down my throat.”

Then she went back down, moaning around him as her mouth took over, relentless and hungry, her fingers cradling his balls while her hand twisted and pumped along the base.

She could feel him swelling, his breath turning ragged, his thighs trembling beneath her. She didn’t stop—didn’t slow down—she wanted it. All of it.

That comment was more than Mike could handle. His whole body clenched, a raw groan tearing from his throat as Lucy felt his balls suddenly tighten in her hand. She didn’t pause—didn’t even flinch. She took him all the way down, burying his cock deep in her mouth, swallowing around the pulsing shaft as it began to erupt.

He exploded with a force that stunned him. Hot, thick jets of cum shot against the back of her throat, each spasm more intense than the last. Lucy moaned low and deep, the vibrations making him twitch even harder. She stayed right there, sealing her lips around the base, her tongue working the underside as his cock throbbed wildly between her lips.

His hips bucked, involuntarily, as another wave of cum burst from him, and Lucy welcomed it all, her throat flexing, swallowing around the flood. She didn’t come up for air. Her hand stroked him in tight, slippery pulls as her mouth milked every last drop, draining him completely. She felt him start to collapse beneath her, his thighs trembling, breath ragged, cock still twitching on her tongue.

He gasped her name like it was all he could manage. His hands fell from her hair and landed uselessly at his sides. Lucy finally pulled her mouth free with a slow, wet pop, then kissed the head of his cock as a final teasing goodbye, licking up the last pearly strand that had escaped.

“Jesus,” he whispered, still breathless. “I don’t think I’ve ever cum like that.”

Lucy crawled up beside him, her body warm and lithe against his. She pressed a kiss to his cheek and settled in against his chest, her fingers tracing lazy circles over his skin.

“Maybe you just needed a little reminder,” she said with a smile, her voice soft, smug, and completely satisfied.

Mike didn’t say anything. He couldn’t. His entire body felt boneless, his brain floating somewhere far above him. She’d emptied him, completely—and then some.

They drifted into sleep like that, tangled together in the afterglow, the faint scent of sweat and sex still clinging to the air.


Sunday Morning

Sunday morning dawned bright and cloudless, but Mike and Lucy slept right through it, tangled together in a sleepy, satisfied heap. The sun was already climbing high by the time they stirred, moving slowly through breakfast, still feeling the warmth of the night before in their bones.

Their neighbors were nowhere to be seen. The motorhome next door sat quiet and still, curtains drawn. After a lazy morning, they decided to make the most of the weather. Lucy packed a couple of granola bars and some fruit into a daypack while Mike filled their water bottles. By late morning, they were heading up the trail toward a lookout the campground owner had recommended.

The forest was cool and fragrant in the shade, the trail gently winding upward as sunlight filtered through the trees. Birdsong and the occasional scurry of wildlife kept them company. Lucy moved ahead of Mike, her toned legs flexing with each step. He watched her ass move in those tight little shorts and smiled to himself.

After about twenty minutes of steady climbing, Lucy paused to catch her breath and turned, grinning. “You think that blonde from the convertible could handle this hike? Or would those giant tits drag her face-first into the dirt?”

Mike laughed, a little too quickly. “She’d need a hiking bra reinforced with steel cables.”

Lucy raised an eyebrow and stepped closer. “You’ve thought about it, haven’t you? Those big jugs bouncing all over this trail.”

“I’m a man,” Mike said with a shrug. “I think about a lot of things.”

“Mmmhmm. Like maybe our new neighbor’s tits?” She gave him a teasing nudge, brushing her hip against his groin.

He tried to play it cool, but there was already a slight bulge forming in his shorts. The mental image of Lauren’s tits—firm and full beneath that thin top, nipples poking through as she brushed past him in the narrow hallway—lingered in the back of his mind, unwelcome but persistent.

“Guilty,” he admitted, grinning. “But to be fair, I think about yours most of all.”

Lucy smirked. “Well, lucky for you, mine aren’t weighing me down.”

They resumed the hike, side by side now, the playful energy crackling between them. Mike’s hard-on didn’t go away, not with Lucy swaying beside him, throwing him little smirks every time she caught him sneaking a glance at her chest. The trail opened up into a rocky overlook with a stunning view of the valley below. They stood together in silence for a few moments, catching their breath—not just from the hike.

Eventually, Lucy leaned in and kissed his cheek. “Next time you think about her tits, just remember who was sucking your cock last night.”

Mike laughed. “Noted.”

They stayed there a while, arms around each other, soaking in the view—and the teasing tension that made everything feel just a little more alive.

When they got back around two, the main beach was nearly deserted, just a few scattered sunbathers stretched out beneath the late afternoon sun. After a quick bite and a change into swimsuits, Mike and Lucy grabbed their towels and headed down the familiar wooded trail.

The shade along the path was still cool, though patches of light dappled the ground where the trees opened above them. Lucy walked ahead, barefoot and carefree, and Mike followed close behind, eyes drawn to the soft curve of her ass swaying just above the hem of her bikini bottoms.

As they neared the clearing, something made Mike slow. He thought he saw movement—a figure standing briefly in the sunlit gap before disappearing. He squinted, but there was nothing now. Just the hush of water and the rustle of leaves. Probably nothing, he told himself, or maybe just someone passing through.

But then they rounded the familiar boulder that marked the entrance to their private spot—and stopped dead.

A couple was already there, stretched out casually on a blanket in the very center of the sand. Not just any couple—Steve and Lauren. And they weren’t sunbathing in swimsuits.

They were both completely, unabashedly naked. Lying on their stomachs, side by side, reading as if they were alone in their own backyard. Steve's broad back was already pinking under the sun, while Lauren’s generous curves glowed golden, her bare ass spilling softly over her thighs as she flipped a page.

Lucy let out a surprised gasp, instinctively covering her chest with her arms despite wearing a bikini. “Oh! Sorry—we didn’t think anyone would be here!”

Steve looked up with a grin but made no move to cover himself. “Hey, no worries,” he said, calm as ever.

Lauren raised her head, her dirty laugh rolling out across the sand. “It’s a great spot, isn’t it?”

Lucy turned quickly to Mike. “C’mon, let’s go back to the main beach.”

Steve and Lauren didn’t look the slightest bit embarrassed. In fact, they barely moved. Steve looked up and grinned, as relaxed as ever.

“Hey neighbor,” he called out easily, “looks like you caught the old folks playing hooky like a couple of teenagers.”

He made no move to cover himself, but his voice was warm, casual. “Don’t rush off—we can throw something on if you’re feeling shy. But I should warn you, if you head back to the other beach, you’ll be in the shade pretty quick. Sun sticks around a little longer here.”

Lauren turned her head, still on her stomach, and smiled with a lazy kind of amusement. She didn't bother reaching for anything to cover herself, just gave Lucy a little wave like they’d run into each other at the grocery store.

The offer hung there between them, naked but strangely polite.

Mike turned to Lucy. “Lucy, these are the folks in the motorhome next to us—Steve and Lauren.”

Lucy gave a polite nod, her eyes flickering just briefly over their sun-kissed, naked bodies before settling on Lauren’s face. “Mike told me what a beautiful motorhome you have.”

Mike added quickly, “I think we should leave. I don’t want to intrude on your privacy.”

Steve propped himself up on his elbows, his expression casual and open. “Well, suit yourself,” he said, “but honestly, we’d really enjoy the company. There’s plenty of room for another couple, and we don’t mind tossing something on if that makes it easier. Don’t feel like you’re intruding at all.”

Steve was right—there was more than enough room. For some reason, he and Lauren had spread their blanket off to one side of the small beach, leaving the sunniest spot open. The other beach would be shaded soon, and Mike and Lucy exchanged a glance before nodding in agreement.

“Okay,” Lucy said with a soft laugh, “if we’re not bothering you, we’ll take the sun. Don’t worry, we’re not offended by naked bodies—as long as you’re not offended by swimsuits.”

That earned a round of laughter from everyone, easy and relaxed.

Mike and Lucy laid out their blanket just a few feet away. Lucy stretched out on the far edge, leaving Mike closest to Lauren. The conversation picked up naturally between them—Mike and Lauren chatting easily, with Steve chiming in now and then. Lucy lay quietly, the warmth of the sun sinking into her skin, the faint hush of the lake lapping at the shore beside them. The beach felt surprisingly peaceful, the sand warm, the air soft with the occasional scent of pine drifting down from the surrounding trees.

Lauren yawned and stretched out, her skin glistening faintly in the afternoon sun. “Might need some sun cream soon,” she said casually, her voice soft and teasing. Then, with unhurried ease, she rolled from her front to her back.

Mike tried not to stare—but there was no way not to. Her tits were massive, effortlessly spilling to the sides as she settled back, but it was the shape of them, the unapologetic fullness and bounce, that drew his breath away. Her nipples were smaller than he remembered from his first glimpses—tight, pale little buds, perfectly round and firm, standing out against the soft tan of her skin.

And then she shifted again, lifting one leg just enough.

Her thighs parted slowly, and between them, her pussy came into view. Completely bare—no hint of stubble, just smooth, supple skin. The lips were full and plush, practically glistening, so thick and prominent they formed a perfect cleft even when she wasn’t trying. It was the kind of cunt that looked hungry, shameless, designed to be fucked.

Mike’s heart pounded. His cock gave an unmistakable pulse, swelling fast in his shorts. He was still sitting upright, and with the way the fabric clung, there was no way Lucy wouldn’t notice if she looked. He shifted his hips, trying to cross one leg over the other, but the movement only made it worse. He was rock hard.

This wasn’t Lucy. Lucy was delicate, gentle curves and a soft laugh, a hint of hair above her pussy, more demure in everything—even when naked. This… this was something else entirely.

And now he was desperately praying Lucy wouldn’t look over and see just how much he couldn’t control himself.

Lauren caught him looking. She didn’t say anything at first—just gave him a slow, knowing smile as she picked up the sunscreen bottle and drizzled a line of it across her stomach. Then, casually, she rubbed it in—starting low, fingers gliding around the bare curves of her freshly shaved pussy. The motion was lazy, practiced, like she wasn’t even thinking about it. But she was. She knew exactly what she was doing.

Mike tried to glance away, to keep his eyes somewhere—anywhere—else. But every movement she made just seemed to pull him back. Her slick fingers slid higher, up over the soft round swell of her belly, then continued to her chest. She cupped her own breasts and began massaging the lotion in, slowly, her palms pushing them together, nipples tightening visibly under her touch.

He wasn’t the only one watching.

Lauren glanced sideways and caught Lucy’s eyes, then looked back at Mike with a smirk. “Don’t feel self-conscious, Mike,” she said, her voice rich with amusement. “After all these years of carrying this package around, I’ve gotten used to people staring at my bosom.”

She gave a light bounce for emphasis. “And yes, they’re real. No silicone. When I was your age, I hated having big boobs—but Steve finally convinced me to enjoy my little contribution to variety.”

Lucy gave a soft laugh. “That’s funny, because I’d give anything to have half of what you have. I always feel like Mike wishes I had more up top.”

Mike opened his mouth to respond, but Lauren beat him to it.

“That’s the way we are, Lucy,” she said warmly. “We all want something different. I look at you and think you have the body I’d die for. Your tits are gorgeous. I know for a fact Steve would think yours are the sexiest things around.” She paused just long enough. “Basically… I think we all crave a little variety.”

She let that last word linger in the air as her hand slid down her inner thigh and she leaned back on her elbows, legs still parted.

Steve, who hadn’t said a word until now, lifted his drink and clinked it against his wife’s glass. “Amen.”

Lucy and Lauren were deep in conversation, their voices lilting with laughter and shared warmth. The sun was dipping lower, casting a soft golden hue across their skin. Mike tried to focus on their words, but he felt distant—half there, half somewhere else entirely.

Then Steve rolled over with the easy, relaxed motion of someone utterly comfortable in his skin. He propped himself up on one elbow, joining in with a lazy grin and a few teasing remarks that made both women laugh.

And that’s when Mike saw it.

Steve’s cock, soft and heavy, flopped against his pelvis with a quiet finality that stole the breath from Mike’s chest. It wasn’t hard. Not even close. But the sheer weight of it was impossible to ignore. The shaft was thick and long even at rest—uncut, the head completely sheathed in smooth foreskin, giving it a blunt, almost innocent appearance, like a large, fleshy fist at rest.

Mike’s eyes flicked away instinctively, but it was too late—the image was seared into his brain.

Even soft, it was… impressive. More than impressive. It looked about the same size as Mike when he was fully hard.

Steve shifted slightly, and the cock rolled upward, flopping lazily onto his stomach. The tip reached his navel. Mike saw Lucy glance once—then again, more slowly this time. She didn’t say anything, but her lips parted just slightly.

Then Mike caught sight of Steve’s balls—large, loose, and heavy, swinging with the same careless confidence. The entire area was clean-shaven, smooth, nothing hidden. There was no performance here, no attempt to show off. This was just Steve, completely relaxed, as if he didn’t even know—or care—what kind of message his body sent.

Mike swallowed. There was no way Lucy hadn’t noticed. And though he told himself size didn’t matter—not really—he couldn’t help the low flicker of something sharp and sour rising in his gut.

Jealousy. Or maybe just the first shadow of it.

Lauren glanced over at Steve and narrowed her eyes. “You’re starting to get a bit pink,” she said lightly. “Can’t have that.”

Without waiting for a response, she grabbed the bottle of sunscreen and straddled his legs, squeezing a generous amount into her hand. At first, it was all innocent—her palms sliding across his chest, smoothing the lotion into his broad shoulders and down the flat plane of his stomach in slow, practiced circles.

Lucy watched, trying to play it cool, but her gaze was drawn to every movement. Lauren’s hands were so sure, so confident. It wasn’t sexual—not overtly—but there was something intimate about it. Something hypnotic.

As Lauren reached his lower abs, her fingers brushed against the soft bulk of his cock. She didn’t flinch. Just calmly pushed it aside with the back of her wrist, like it was nothing. But then, with almost lazy intent, she drizzled more lotion into her palm.

“Don’t want him getting burned,” she murmured, voice lilting with playful sarcasm, and then—just like that—her hand closed around his cock.

Lucy froze.

Lauren stroked the sunscreen over his shaft, slow and thorough, the motion casual but far too focused to be entirely innocent. Steve remained completely soft, the foreskin gliding smoothly with each pass, the tip still hidden beneath that taut, silky fold. Lauren gave it a few extra strokes, her thumb gently circling near the head before lifting the whole weighty thing in her hand and letting it drop back onto his stomach with a soft thud.

It bounced slightly and settled across his pelvis, thick and heavy.

Lucy was transfixed. She’d never seen an uncut cock in real life, and something about the way Steve’s foreskin moved, how relaxed he was—how normal Lauren made it all seem—made her pulse quicken. Her breath caught as she realized her thighs were pressing together.

Mike rolled onto his stomach with a forced laugh, trying to make a joke about the sun, but Lucy barely heard him.

She was still watching the soft, slick shaft glistening on Steve’s stomach, and the woman who’d just stroked it without shame, without hesitation—like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Lauren capped the sunscreen bottle and glanced over at Mike with a grin that was all mischief. “You want some while I’m at it?” she asked—but before he could even answer, she was already moving toward him.

Mike barely had time to react before she straddled the towel beside him, her slick hands gliding over his shoulders. Her fingers were strong but slow, rubbing the lotion deep into his skin like she was kneading heat into his muscles. He clenched his jaw, forcing himself to stay still, to pretend this was nothing more than friendly sun safety.

But then her hands slid lower.

She smoothed the lotion down the length of his back, her thumbs brushing near his ribs, and then down over his sides until her palms were working just above his waist. Mike’s breath hitched. Then she shifted again, this time kneeling beside him, and began rubbing the cream into his thighs.

Her hands moved in broad, confident strokes, slipping just under the hem of his shorts each time. His cock, already sensitive from watching her stroke Steve, pulsed with need. He imagined her fingers pushing just a little higher. Finding him. Wrapping around him.

She didn’t.

But she might as well have.

She was close enough—her knuckles grazing the edge of his briefs. His erection throbbed, straining against the thin fabric of his shorts. He didn’t dare move.

Lauren acted as though nothing unusual was happening. As if this were normal. Casual.

Mike, on the other hand, was losing his mind.

Then, as if nothing had just happened, Lauren looked over at Lucy. “You too, honey. Might as well get everyone done.”

Mike opened his mouth to say something—but Lucy spoke first.

“Okay,” she said softly, with a slight shrug. She didn’t sound hesitant. She sounded… curious.

Lauren crawled over him without ceremony, her body brushing across his skin as she passed. Her thigh slid over his waist, and for a second, the soft underside of her breast dragged across his back, leaving a warm, sticky trace of sunscreen and skin.

Then she knelt beside Lucy.

Mike watched, stunned, as Lauren began rubbing the lotion into Lucy’s calves, then her knees, then slowly upward. Her hands worked with the same slow, knowing rhythm—almost like a massage, firm and deliberate, but not clinical. Not innocent.

Lucy lay back and let it happen, her eyes closed, her lips slightly parted. Her breathing changed—deeper, slower. She didn’t look uncomfortable. She didn’t look confused.

She looked like she was enjoying it.

Mike’s heart pounded. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing—what he was feeling. He’d assumed Lucy would be awkward, maybe shy. But here she was, letting Lauren rub her thighs, not even flinching when those fingers pressed in close to the crease between her legs.

Then Lauren climbed over her, straddling her hips, and began working on her back.

Lucy reached behind herself without being asked and unhooked her bikini top, letting it fall open beneath her. “Might as well get all of it,” she murmured.

Mike’s eyes widened.

Lauren’s hands moved across Lucy’s back in long, slow strokes. Her breasts dangled low, brushing against Lucy’s skin as she worked. From where Mike was lying, he could see the press of Lauren’s nipples against Lucy’s back, slick with sunscreen, soft and heavy and close.

He swallowed hard.

He couldn’t believe Lucy was letting this happen.

And worse… he couldn’t believe how hard he was getting watching it.

Lucy didn’t bother re-tying her top after Lauren finished with the sunscreen. It hung loosely around her neck, forgotten, as the four of them settled into a lazy rhythm of conversation. Steve and Lauren had shifted to sit up, facing Mike and Lucy. Lauren nestled comfortably between Steve’s legs, and he’d begun absentmindedly massaging her shoulders, fingers working slow circles into her oiled skin.

Lucy sat up too, adjusting her towel under her, and as she did, the untied top slipped free. It didn’t fall entirely—just dangled from her neck, the triangles of fabric swinging gently from side to side. Each slow sway revealed then hid her breasts, nipples flushed pink and firm in the warm air. She noticed, with a thrum of adrenaline, that neither Steve nor Lauren broke the flow of conversation. They kept chatting casually, Steve still kneading her shoulders, Lauren responding with soft laughter. But Lucy knew they’d seen.

She could feel it. The weight of their attention, invisible but undeniable.

It was a thrill she hadn’t expected.

She’d never exposed herself like this before. Never sat, bare-chested, in front of strangers—let alone a naked couple. But here she was, the sun slipping lower on the horizon, her heart beating faster with every lazy swing of her top. Her skin prickled with heat. She caught Lauren glancing her way, just for a moment—then smiling faintly as she turned back to Steve.

Lucy reached up slowly, slipped the halter strap from around her neck, and let the top fall into her lap.

Mike noticed instantly.

He’d been lying on his side, eyes darting between Steve’s relaxed posture and Lauren’s heavy, sun-warmed breasts rising with each of his pulls along her shoulders. Now, out of the corner of his eye, he saw Lucy drop her top. He rolled onto his back, chest tight with disbelief, and turned to face her fully.

Her breasts were small, delicate, but her nipples were hard, standing proudly in the fading light. There was a flush across her chest and cheeks—excitement, maybe embarrassment, maybe both. But she didn’t try to cover herself. She just smiled faintly, eyes flicking down.

Mike followed her gaze and saw the clear outline of his cock straining in his trunks. He was rock hard. It pressed upward, curved against the tight fabric, completely unmissable. He glanced back at Steve and Lauren, still talking, still massaging, still acting as if nothing at all had changed—yet everything had.

Steve’s hands never drifted to Lauren’s tits, but the slow tension in his fingers made them rise and fall visibly with each pull across her shoulders. They looked heavy and warm, glistening with leftover lotion, and Mike couldn’t help but stare.

Lucy was staring too. At Mike. At Steve. At Lauren.

Her pupils were wide. Her lips slightly parted.

She was getting wet.

Her thighs pressed together. She resisted the sudden impulse to lean across and reach into Mike’s trunks, to take his cock in her hand just to see how hard it truly was. She wanted to touch something—anything. Her own skin, his, Lauren’s. She was soaked with the sensation of being watched, being seen.

She hadn’t expected this weekend to feel like this.

The light was starting to fade, the beach slowly succumbing to the long shadows of evening—but Lucy didn’t care.

Everything inside her was wide awake.

As the sun finally dipped behind the trees, casting long shadows across the sand, the couples began gathering their things. Towels, sunscreen bottles, sunglasses—all collected in a slow, sun-dazed rhythm. The air was cooling, but the heat between them lingered, unspoken.

Lauren pulled her tank top over her head without bothering with a bra, and glanced at Mike and Lucy with a warm, knowing smile. “You two fancy joining us for dinner?”

Mike jumped at the invitation. “Yeah, that sounds great—”

But Lucy hesitated. Her skin still tingled from the breeze on her bare chest, and her pussy was throbbing with need. She could barely concentrate on the question, let alone the idea of polite conversation and shared wine. What she needed right now was to get Mike alone. Fast.

Mike must have picked up on it, because he quickly added, “Actually, maybe tomorrow night instead? We’re pretty wiped. But we’ll definitely see you guys in the morning.”

Steve nodded. “Fair enough. We’re heading to that old mining ghost town just after breakfast, if you want to come along.”

“We’d love that,” Lucy said, a little breathless. Her smile felt shaky, but she meant it. Just… not tonight.

The couples parted with soft goodnights and casual waves, but the undercurrent was unmistakable. Everyone knew what was about to happen.

As soon as Steve and Lauren stepped into their motorhome, they peeled off the remnants of their clothes. They moved around each other like it was second nature—Steve heading to the bathroom to start the shower, Lauren following behind, her hand grazing his bare ass with a teasing smack. They washed quickly, still grinning, then padded damp and naked into their little living room, drinks in hand.

Lauren curled up beside Steve on the couch, legs tucked under her, her skin still flushed from the sun. He wrapped one arm around her, his other hand lazily playing with her tit, fingers tracing the underside before circling her nipple with slow, idle strokes.

They both looked out the window toward the neighboring VW camper.

It was rocking.

Not violently, but rhythmically. Steadily.

Steve chuckled, raising his glass. “Well, someone didn’t need dinner first.”

Lauren laughed, nestling in closer. “I can’t tell if I’m flattered or jealous.”

The camper rocked again, just enough to squeak the suspension.

Steve gave her nipple a gentle tug. “You’re definitely the appetizer.”

“Well,” Lauren murmured, swirling her drink, “don’t give me all the credit. I saw the way Lucy kept looking at your cock. I don’t think she could take her eyes off it. Makes me wonder if she’ll be able to resist if you show it to her hard.”

Steve chuckled, his fingers still lazily tracing the curve of her breast. “Okay, fine—we’ll share the blame. I just hope we didn’t scare them off. They don’t strike me as the type who’ve done much experimenting.”

Lauren nodded, resting her head against his shoulder. “No, probably not. But he’s desperate. I thought he was going to cum in his trunks when I rubbed that hard-on. And she’s horny too… I just think she’s got some hang-ups. Like she’s afraid of how badly she wants it.”

Steve smirked. “Mmm, sounds familiar.”

Lauren narrowed her eyes playfully. “Alright, alright… so I was a little uptight back then.”

“A little?” he teased.

She grinned and pressed closer. “Don’t rub it in.”

“Why not?” he said, his voice dropping. “Or better yet… rub it in. Rub it in. Deep.”

She climbed into his lap without another word, his hands already guiding her into place.

Lauren straddled Steve’s lap, her skin still warm from the sun, her breath already unsteady as she leaned forward and pressed her tits to his face.

Steve didn’t hesitate. He tilted his head back slightly and let her smother him, burying his face between the heavy curves, inhaling her scent—salt, sunscreen, sweat, and something unmistakably her. Lauren moaned softly as she began to rock her chest against him, her nipples dragging across his cheeks, her full breasts enveloping his face completely.

He groaned into her skin, then turned his head, taking one thick mound in both hands. He kneaded it slowly, reverently, thumbs circling the dark areola until her nipple stiffened under his touch. She gasped when he brought his mouth to it, lips parting wide to draw the entire swollen tip into his mouth.

His tongue began to flick, slow at first, teasing and shallow. Then deeper, firmer. He sucked—deep, rhythmic pulls that made her hips twitch above him. Lauren's nipples were always sensitive, and Steve knew every trick, every angle. The suction, the swirl of his tongue, the soft pressure of his palm under the weight of her tit—it was enough to make her melt.

Her other hand slid up to her untouched breast, fingers pinching and twisting the nipple until it stood just as firm as the one inside Steve’s mouth. Her eyes fluttered shut as she felt the heat building low in her belly.

Steve kept working her breast with slow, greedy precision. He drew her areola in deep, tonguing her nipple in slow, pulsing waves as if coaxing it into climax on its own. His hand moved to the underside of her breast, lifting it slightly, letting it fall back with weight against his lips. Each time he sucked, a wet, eager noise filled the room.

Lauren whimpered, grabbing the back of his head and pressing him in harder. She rubbed her second breast across his cheek, moaning as his stubble scraped her sensitive skin.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered, her voice thick. “God, don’t stop.”

And he didn’t.

He kept feasting, slow and relentless, like he could make her cum from her tits alone.

And the way her thighs clenched and her breath broke—he just might.

Steve finally pulled back, his lips glistening, breath warm against her skin. He took a moment to admire her—really admire her. The breast he’d just been working on was slick and shiny with saliva, the areola slightly darker from all the sucking. Her nipple was swollen, standing proud, still twitching from his attention.

Lauren smiled down at him, flushed and glowing. She always knew how much he adored her tits—had seen it in the way he looked at them, touched them, worshipped them like they were sacred.

“Mmm… Daddy,” she purred, running her fingers through his hair. “You sure know how to suck a girl’s tits. Were you imagining they were small and pink, like those little ones on the beach?”

Steve gave a low laugh, his cock already starting to harden beneath her. “I felt it too,” she added, grinding against him just enough to prove her point. “The way your cock stirred when you saw those pretty little things.”

He grinned, hands cupping both of her breasts now, thumbs brushing her still-wet nipples. “Yeah… I’d like to taste those,” he murmured, eyes meeting hers. “Just for comparison. So I can really appreciate everything you bring to the table.”

Lauren raised an eyebrow, but the corners of her mouth curled into a knowing smile.

“Of course,” he added with a wink, “she did have some beautiful nipples. Did you see them standing up for us? Like they wanted to be noticed.”

Lauren laughed, low and breathy. “She wanted to be seen. And she was.”

Then she leaned in close, pressing her tits against his chest again, voice husky at his ear.

“But they’re not mine.”

Steve grinned. “Of course I saw them. Hard not to. I wouldn’t mind sucking on them myself for a while. When she dropped that top, I honestly thought she might take the whole thing off. I was half-expecting that bottom to slide down and give us a real look.”

Lauren laughed low in her throat. “Same here. She’s got that soft, quiet vibe—but I bet underneath, there’s something wild. I kept thinking… does she have a neat little strip, or a full-on jungle?”

Steve nodded, eyes narrowed in memory. “She feels like a bush girl. Natural. Full. All that thick black hair—makes you wonder if it’s just as lush down there.”

“Mmm,” Lauren purred. “I’d love to find out. I bet it’s soft, maybe even silky. But if it’s a bramble, that could be fun too. And if we play this right…” she leaned in close, “…I’ll be the one to show her how to shave it smooth. Turn her into a slick little plaything.”

Steve groaned, his cock already twitching. “With that tight body and a bare pussy, she’d look like a college-age slut. All fresh, dripping, begging to be broken in.”

Lauren smirked, dragging her nails across his chest. “God, you’re filthy. An old man fantasizing about sweet little sluts? Shame on you.”

She leaned in, biting his ear softly. “Why don’t you remind yourself how to handle a freshly shaved cunt, Daddy?”

She laid back, spreading her legs, her pussy already glistening in the low light. Steve didn’t say a word—he just moved between her thighs and got to work.

Lauren leaned back and reached down between her thighs, parting her slick folds with both hands. Her clit peeked out, flushed and swollen, glistening in the soft light. Steve watched, savoring the sight for a moment, then brought his finger to his mouth.

He sucked it slowly, drawing it out between his lips in a deliberate tease. A thin strand of saliva stretched from his mouth to his fingertip before breaking.

Without a word, he slid that finger into her waiting pussy. She was soaked—warm, pulsing, hungry. He worked it in slowly, letting her feel every inch, then began stroking in and out, a gentle rhythm that made her hips lift off the cushions.

His thumb found her clit and pressed softly, circling it in slow, firm strokes as his finger worked deeper.

Lauren moaned, eyes fluttering shut, but she didn’t stop there. She reached down again, spreading herself wide open, exposing everything for him—her slick entrance gripping his finger, her clit twitching under his touch.

“Come on, Daddy,” she gasped, voice thick with need. “You’ve gotta give me more. Get me ready for that big cock of yours.”

Steve groaned low in his throat, the sound of her begging going straight to his cock. And he wasn’t going to make her wait much longer.

Steve slowly pulled his finger from her soaked pussy, glistening with her arousal. He brought it to his lips and licked it clean, savoring the taste of her. Lauren watched, her breath catching as his tongue curled around the digit, eyes locked with hers.

Then he slipped two fingers into his mouth, coating them thoroughly with his saliva, wet and shining. The sight made Lauren moan softly. Her hand was between her legs now, fingers rubbing tight circles over her clit as she watched him prepare to go deeper.

Steve brought his hand back to her cunt and pressed both slick fingers against her entrance. She spread her legs wider, hips tilting in anticipation. Slowly, he eased them in, and her pussy stretched to welcome the intrusion, warm and eager.

Lauren gasped at the sensation—fuller now, more pressure—and then again as he began sliding them in and out, slow and steady. His fingers curled just slightly, finding her spot with practiced precision, and his thumb moved to her clit, rubbing it in firm, wet circles.

Her whole body responded.

She arched into his touch, her pussy clenching around his fingers with each thrust. And when he wiggled them deep inside her, pressing against her inner walls while his thumb teased the swollen nub above, her thighs trembled around his wrist.

“Just like that,” she whispered, breathless. “Right there. Don’t stop.”

Steve’s free hand moved up to her chest, finding the soft weight of her breasts. He cupped one, then the other, rubbing and kneading them in slow, possessive circles. Her nipples were already stiff, tight against his palm, the warm flesh rising to meet his touch.

Lauren moaned, her back arching as her pleasure built. She brought one tit to her mouth, lips closing around the swollen nipple, sucking gently. The sensation of her own tongue on her skin only pushed her deeper into the haze—her pussy dripping, her clit pulsing under Steve’s steady thumb.

She was coming undone, melting under the twin stimulation—his fingers fucking her and her mouth working her own breast.

Then Steve slipped his fingers out of her pussy with a wet sound, the scent of her arousal thick in the air. Without speaking, he raised his hand to her mouth.

Lauren opened eagerly, tongue flicking out to meet him.

She licked the glistening length of his fingers, savoring the taste of herself, then drew them into her mouth with a slow, deliberate suck. She closed her lips around them and moaned softly, sucking them like a cock—deep and wet, her cheeks hollowing as she took them in.

Steve watched her with dark, hungry eyes, then slid a third finger past her lips. Lauren welcomed it without hesitation, coating all three with her spit, moaning around them as her pussy clenched with need, desperate for more.

The three wet fingers slid easily into Lauren’s pussy, her body welcoming them with a shudder of pleasure. She reached down, placing her hand over Steve’s, guiding the rhythm as he pushed deeper. The stretch felt incredible—three thick fingers spreading her open, the pressure sending sparks through her.

Steve began to finger her faster, more deliberately now, and Lauren’s moans grew louder, her hips rolling with every thrust. Her skin was flushed, her body slick with sweat and need. She tugged at him, urging him closer, and Steve moved beside her, his weight warm and familiar.

Now she could reach his cock.

She took it in her hand—still soft, but thick and heavy, the warmth of it pulsing gently against her palm. The foreskin slid smoothly under her fingers, covering and revealing the head with each stroke. She loved that feeling. God, she loved everything about it.

It brought her back.

Lauren remembered the first time she ever saw Steve’s cock. She’d been in college—wild, curious, already a little reckless. She’d sucked plenty of cocks by then, enough to feel confident, maybe even a little cocky herself. But nothing had prepared her for his. Not just the size of it—though it was easily the biggest she’d ever wrapped her lips around—but the look of it. The foreskin had caught her off guard.

Just two weeks earlier, she’d laughed with her friend Katie over drinks about some guy Katie had hooked up with—an uncut guy. “It was weird,” Katie had said, wrinkling her nose. “Like a dick in a sweater. I couldn’t even finish.” They both giggled at the time, but when Lauren finally pulled Steve’s cock from his jeans for the first time, all those judgments melted away.

She fell in love with it.

The weight. The size. The way the soft skin glided over the head. She quickly learned how responsive he was to it—how a slow, teasing handjob in risky places could make him squirm. The thrill of getting him hard under the table at a party, on a crowded train, once even at a restaurant bar, when no one was looking. She loved the way his cock swelled in her hand, the skin pulling tight, the head flaring beautifully beneath it.

Just like now.

She stroked him slowly, watching the blood flood his shaft, feeling it harden, lengthen, come alive in her grip. The foreskin slid back with ease, revealing the swollen, glistening head. She rubbed her thumb over the flare, then leaned in to kiss the tip—softly at first, reverently.

Her tongue traced a circle around the head, then dipped into the slit. She pulled the foreskin forward and slipped her tongue inside, sucking gently as she swirled around the hidden crown.

She moaned softly into his cock, her mouth full of heat, memory, and need.

Steve groaned above her, his hand still between her thighs, still fucking her with steady, wet strokes.

Lauren opened her mouth wide and slowly took more of Steve’s thick cock between her lips, her jaw stretching to accommodate the girth. Her hand worked the shaft in steady, loving strokes while her tongue swirled around the swollen head, now slick with precum and her own spit. She moaned softly as the taste hit her tongue—salty, musky, familiar. Addictive.

She let it slide deeper, inch by inch, until the head nudged the back of her throat, then pulled back with a wet slurp, her lips leaving a glistening trail down the shaft as she pumped him with her fist.

“God, I missed this cock,” she whispered, licking her way back up the underside, tracing one of the thick veins with the tip of her tongue.

With a playful grin, she reached for one of her breasts, pulling it up so the hardened nipple brushed against his balls, dragging lightly across the sensitive skin. Steve groaned at the contact, his cock twitching in her hand.

She loved teasing him like this. Loved feeling him swell against her tongue, loved the weight of his cock in her mouth, how responsive it was—how much power it gave her. She sucked harder, lips sealing around the crown, cheeks hollowing with each pull as her hand twisted at the base, drawing more precum from the tip. She could taste it thick on her tongue now, sweet and raw.

She pulled back, strings of saliva stretching from her lips to his cock, her mouth flushed and wet.

Her eyes locked with his, wild and wanting.

“Put it in me, baby,” she panted. “I can’t wait anymore. My pussy needs that big stick now.”

Her voice was shaking with urgency, her thighs trembling, hips already shifting to guide him in.

“I want to feel every inch of it. Now.”

Steve guided the thick head of his cock to her entrance, running it slowly up and down her slick folds, teasing her swollen clit with every pass. Lauren shivered beneath him, her thighs parting wider in invitation, her breath coming in short, needy bursts.

She was soaked—his fingers had left her open and throbbing, and his cock was glossy with her saliva, the perfect mix of wet heat between them.

When he pressed in, the resistance was instant.

Lauren gasped, her body tensing around him as the fat crown began to stretch her open. No matter how many times she took him, that first push always made her body ache in the best way.

“God, you still stretch me,” she whispered, eyes fluttering shut. “Every damn time.”

Steve groaned, gripping her thighs and slowly rocking his hips forward. Inch by thick inch, his cock slid into her, spreading her deeper than any fingers ever could. She could feel it—every ridge, every vein, the tight pull of her pussy adjusting to take him in.

He stopped halfway in and held there, grinding the base gently against her lips, letting her feel the weight of him pressing inside. She moaned, her back arching off the bed, hips instinctively rolling up to meet him.

Steve rotated his hips slightly, working that half of his cock inside her, stirring her open. Lauren’s fingers found her clit, already swollen and aching, and she rubbed it in tight, slippery circles, her body clenching greedily around the thick shaft lodged inside her.

“More,” she whimpered. “But don’t rush. I want to feel it. Every fucking inch.”

And Steve gave her exactly that.

As Steve began to slide deeper, Lauren wrapped her legs tightly around his waist, heels pressing into his back. “All of it,” she whispered, her voice rough with need. “I want every inch.”

He groaned and thrust forward, his thick cock sinking into her with a slow, powerful push that made her cry out. Her pussy clenched around him, already greedy for more. He filled her so completely, every ridge of his shaft stroking along her most sensitive spots.

Steve settled into a rhythm—long, slow strokes that dragged the head of his cock nearly all the way out before plunging back in with wet, steady weight.

Lauren moaned, grinding up to meet each thrust, her hands gripping his back, her fingers digging into his shoulders.

She’d always loved sex—all kinds, all sizes. But she’d learned something early on: if she was really going to cum from being fucked, it had to be from a cock like this. Big. Thick. Unrelenting. Something she could feel for hours afterward.

Her hips began to roll faster, matching his rhythm. Steve responded with shorter, quicker strokes, driving into her with more force now, the slap of his hips echoing in the room.

His balls smacked against her ass with every thrust, heavy and deliberate, and she could feel the impact with each bounce. The thought of them swinging between his legs, tight and full, as his cock pounded her—it made her even wetter.

She gritted her teeth, biting back a scream, and pulled him down into her harder.

“Fuck me, baby,” she gasped. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Lauren clung to him, her fingers gripping his back, her nails lightly raking across his skin as Steve drove into her with thick, deep strokes. The tension inside her had been building steadily, coiling tighter with every thrust—but something was just out of reach. Her clit was pulsing, her pussy soaked and clenching around him, but the release she needed so badly hovered just outside her grasp.

She shifted her hips, trying to find a better angle, angling her pelvis upward to feel him deeper, harder. He felt incredible inside her—thick, full, that delicious stretch that she never got tired of—but her orgasm teased her cruelly, brushing close only to pull away again.

Steve groaned above her, his breath rough in her ear, his pace faltering slightly as his cock swelled inside her. She felt the change—his body stiffening, his thrusts getting sloppy and urgent.

“Fuck,” he gasped, and suddenly she knew—he was cumming.

His cock gave a powerful pulse, and then she felt the first hot surge of cum deep inside her, warm and thick. That sensation—so intimate, so raw—broke something loose inside her.

It was like her body had been waiting for that.

For him to let go.

For that primal moment when he gave her everything.

And just like that, the orgasm slammed into her.

It started low and hard, a deep pulse in her core that exploded outward, rippling through her thighs, her belly, her chest. Her whole body arched under him as a cry tore from her throat, her pussy clamping down around his cock in sharp, uncontrollable spasms.

She was cumming.

Harder than she had in weeks.

The pressure she’d been chasing exploded into release, her juices flooding his cock, mixing with his cum in a slick, messy gush. Steve groaned again as she clenched around him, milking every last drop from his cock, her body refusing to let him go.

Lauren wrapped her legs around his waist and locked him inside her, holding him close, still trembling.

“Jesus…” she breathed, her voice ragged, lips brushing his neck. “I almost didn’t make it. I was so close—and then you filled me and it just hit.”

Steve was panting, his forehead pressed to hers, sweat trickling between them. “You were perfect,” he murmured, still slowly rocking his hips, keeping his cock buried deep in the wet heat of her pussy. “Fucking perfect.”

She smiled, dazed and sated, her hands running lazily over his back.

She could feel the warmth of his cum leaking from her, slick and heavy, and her pussy still twitched around his softening cock, reluctant to let it end.

“I’m still cumming,” she whispered, almost in disbelief. “Still.”

He kissed her shoulder, his breath soft against her skin. “Then I’m not going anywhere.”

And he didn’t.

Steve lay between her legs, his chest still rising and falling against hers, the last few twitches of his cock felt deep in her pussy. His shaft was starting to soften, slick with their combined release, but still heavy and warm inside her.

Lauren let her fingers drift lazily down his back, then slid her hand between them and wrapped it around the base of his cock as he slowly slipped free of her. A slick sound followed the movement, and she felt a slow dribble of his cum leak out of her and run down to the crack of her ass.

She held him gently, her thumb stroking the softening length, spreading the mix of spit, slick, and cum over his shaft with absentminded care. She loved this part. The quiet. The closeness. The mess.

Steve looked down at her, smiling as she continued to tease his cock with those slow, affectionate strokes.

“God, mama,” he murmured, voice low and satisfied. “You’re dangerous. You keep milking me like that, I’ll be hard again before I can catch my breath.”

Lauren gave a soft laugh, rubbing the tip with her thumb, watching another drop of cum ease out and roll over her knuckles. “You love it. And you needed that.”

“Needed you,” he corrected, leaning in to kiss her neck.

She sighed contentedly and cradled his cock a little tighter, then gave it a few languid, loving strokes as it softened fully in her hand.

Then she tilted her head back, her voice shifting, just a hint of mischief entering her tone.

“You know…” she murmured, “I’ve been thinking. We should find a way to get that young stud inside me next.”

Steve laughed, breathless. “Mike?”

Lauren grinned. “Mmm-hmm. You saw the way he looked at me. Poor thing didn’t know what to do with himself when I was sucking you off. That cock of his was fighting his shorts.”

Steve shook his head with a smirk. “He’s desperate. You’ve got him right where you want him.”

“I know,” she whispered, still slowly rubbing the head of Steve’s soft cock with slick fingers. “And he’s cute. Nervous. But you can tell he’s been fantasizing about it—about me. About us.”

Steve’s hand slid up her thigh, gently caressing her skin, still damp with sweat. “Think he’d go for it?”

Lauren nodded slowly, her eyes dark with amusement. “With the right encouragement? Oh, he’ll do more than go for it. He’ll beg for it.”

Steve chuckled. “And Lucy?”

Lauren paused, her hand still resting on his cock, the tip resting in her palm, soft but still twitching occasionally in response to her touch.

“She’s the wildcard,” Lauren said thoughtfully. “But I saw something in her eyes today. She wants to be seen. She just doesn’t know how to let go yet. But once she does…”

Steve raised an eyebrow. “You think she’ll join in?”

“I think,” Lauren said softly, drawing a little circle on his tip with her thumb, “once she sees how good it makes her feel… and how good he looks watching her... she won’t want to stop.”

She leaned up and kissed his lips, slow and tender.

“Let’s start with Mike. Warm them up. A little tease here, a little brush there. Let me do what I do.”

Steve grinned. “Mama’s got a plan.”

Lauren looked down at the mess between her thighs, his soft cock slick in her hand, and smirked. “I always have a plan.”


The Morning After The night Before

Monday morning, Steve and Lauren were up early, moving around their motorhome with the quiet ease of two people who’d already had their fun and were ready for more. The desert light filtered through the blinds, casting golden stripes across Lauren’s bare skin as she dressed—cutoff shorts, a loose tank top with nothing underneath. She glanced at her reflection, adjusted the straps slightly, and smirked. Perfect.

Steve stepped outside and called over to the VW. “You two still up for the ghost town?”

The camper door creaked open a moment later. Mike, shirtless and bleary-eyed, stepped out rubbing his head. “Yeah, definitely.”

Lucy poked her head out beside him and gave a small smile. “Sounds fun.”

The truth was, they’d stayed up late talking—about the weekend, about Steve and Lauren. Neither of them could quite explain it, but something had shifted. It wasn’t just arousal; it was curiosity. Fascination. Both had agreed: they were undeniably drawn to the older couple. And it wasn’t just sexual—it was the ease, the confidence, the heat just beneath the surface.

By mid-morning, the four of them were wandering the dusty boardwalks of a glorified tourist trap masquerading as a ghost town. Wooden facades. Squeaky saloon doors. Mock jail cells for photo ops. But it didn’t matter—it was fun. Steve and Lauren were effortlessly funny, their banter full of inside jokes and good-natured teasing that pulled laughter from Lucy and Mike over and over again.

Lauren walked a step ahead with Lucy, her tank top swaying loosely with every movement. The warm breeze pressed the fabric against her chest, outlining the shape of her breasts in full. Her nipples, clearly hard from the morning chill or maybe something more, pushed against the thin cotton. Mike tried not to stare—but it was impossible. Every time she turned to say something, laughing with Lucy or glancing back at him over her shoulder, he caught another glimpse.

She had to know what she was doing.

At one point, as they posed for a photo in front of a rusted wagon wheel, Lauren leaned in close to Mike, her bare arm brushing his, the soft weight of her breast just barely grazing him as she whispered, “You like old towns, cowboy?”

Mike cleared his throat, trying to laugh, but the blood was already rushing south. “I like… this tour,” he managed.

Steve, watching from a few feet away, smirked but said nothing.

They grabbed lunch at a small diner on the edge of town. Lucy and Lauren disappeared into a boutique after, giggling about hats and souvenirs, leaving Steve and Mike alone at a shaded bench out front.

The conversation turned to music, then camping gear, but under it all, the air hummed with something unspoken. Mike couldn’t stop glancing at the shop door, wondering what Lauren was doing now—whether her nipples were still hard, whether Lucy had noticed them too.

He didn’t know what was happening exactly. But he was sure of one thing:

He didn’t want it to stop.

That afternoon, after a lazy lunch and a few too many souvenir shop stops, the four of them started making their way back to the campsite. The desert heat had mellowed into a warm, dry breeze, and the thought of slipping into the cool lake was on everyone’s mind.

While the guys loaded the cooler into the car, Lauren leaned against the open passenger door beside Lucy, sipping from a bottle of water, her tank top still clinging to her bare chest in a way that made Lucy a little self-conscious—not because she was judging, but because she couldn't stop noticing.

Lauren tilted her head toward her and lowered her voice just a touch. “Hey… I wanted to ask before we head back to the beach. Would it make you or Mike more comfortable if Steve and I wore suits this time?”

Lucy blinked. “Suits?”

Lauren gave a little shrug. “Swimsuits. You know… instead of going au naturel. I mean, we usually don’t bother—especially at that spot—but if you’d prefer we cover up, we totally get it.”

Lucy hesitated. The question was unexpected, but the fact that Lauren had thought to ask made her feel oddly seen. Not pressured. Considered.

She looked down at her sandals, then back at Lauren, who was watching her with open curiosity, not a hint of smugness.

“I… no. I don’t think I have a problem with it,” Lucy said carefully. “Maybe a few years ago I would’ve. But now?” She gave a little laugh, mostly at herself. “Honestly, I think I’m more curious than uncomfortable.”

Lauren’s smile widened. “Good. I like curious.”

Lucy wasn’t sure what to say to that. Part of her wanted to change the subject. Part of her wanted to ask why that made her heart beat faster.

A few minutes later, they arrived at the narrow trail leading to the hidden beach. The lake shimmered in the distance, and the path was empty. No parked cars. No voices. No sign of anyone.

Vacant.

Perfect.

Lucy stepped out of the car and looked around at the sun-drenched shoreline. The same place where yesterday, she’d watched Steve’s cock swinging freely and Lauren rubbing sunscreen into every inch of him like it was nothing. She felt a tightness in her chest—not anxiety, not really. Something closer to anticipation.

Beside her, Lauren pulled her tank top over her head, baring her breasts to the sun without hesitation.

Lucy tried not to stare… and failed completely.

Steve followed suit a moment later, peeling off his T-shirt with a lazy stretch, then sliding down his shorts and stepping out of them in one smooth motion. He moved with the casual confidence of a man who’d done this a hundred times, entirely at ease in his own skin.

Mike and Lucy both tried not to stare—but it was impossible.

Steve’s cock hung heavy between his legs, soft but thick, the uncut head still partially shrouded in skin, swinging slightly with each step as he walked toward the cooler. Even soft, it looked intimidating—alive somehow, as if it might swell to attention at the slightest provocation. Lucy felt her breath catch in her throat as her eyes traced the lazy sway of it, then snapped her gaze back to the sand as if she'd been caught.

Mike swallowed hard, pretending to be busy adjusting their towel, but his eyes flicked back more than once.

Steve bent over the cooler, the muscles in his back shifting, his cock swaying beneath him. He rummaged for a moment, then stood upright and cracked open a Diet Coke, the hiss of carbonation sharp in the stillness.

Lauren, who was already sprawled out on her blanked, glanced over her shoulder and grinned. “Grab me one please babe.”

Lucy still hadn’t moved.

She was trying to convince herself that the heat in her face was from the sun… not from the low pulse of arousal curling in her belly.

Lucy sat down slowly on the blanket, heart beating faster than it should have been. The sun was warm on her shoulders, but it wasn’t the heat that had her flushed.

She could feel the weight of the moment pressing down on her. Steve and Lauren were already naked, unbothered, perfectly at ease—bodies on full display without a flicker of self-consciousness. Mike sat beside her, his gaze hidden behind sunglasses, but she could feel the tension in him too. He was quiet, alert, pretending to focus on the cooler while clearly aware of every shift in the atmosphere.

Lucy’s hands hovered at her neck, where the knot of her bikini top sat loosely tied. She hesitated.

Her fingers moved to the knot, but paused. Her heart hammered. She had no reason to do this. No one was pressuring her. She could keep it on. She could keep her distance. But the curiosity she’d felt yesterday had only grown. Watching Lauren, watching Steve, watching Mike watching—it had lit something inside her she didn’t fully understand yet.

And then, before she could overthink it again, she pulled at the knot.

The strap slipped loose.

Her breath caught as she reached behind her and unhooked the clasp, her fingers trembling slightly. The top fell away from her chest, sliding down her torso and into her lap.

The rush of cool air on her bare skin was instant, shocking. Her nipples tightened in the breeze, little spikes of sensation that made her shiver despite the warmth of the sun.

Panic surged up in her throat—irrational and sharp. What am I doing? Why did I just do that?

But she didn’t reach to cover herself.

Instead, she sat up straighter, adjusted her posture, and slowly exhaled. Her shoulders relaxed. No one had gasped. No one had stared.

But she felt the shift.

Lauren glanced over from the water and smiled—slow and approving. Not smug. Not superior. Just… welcoming.

Mike turned to her, his lips parting, his sunglasses still on, but the way he looked at her made her stomach flip. There was awe in his expression. Desire. Pride.

Steve said nothing, but she knew he noticed.

And for the first time, Lucy didn’t feel like the outsider.

She felt like she belonged.

She reached for her towel, not to cover herself—but to lay back on it, chest bare, nipples tingling, her pulse still racing with the echo of her choice.

She was in.

Mike sat upright, trying to act casual, but his mind was spinning.

He’d just watched his wife—his Lucy—pull off her top in front of two near-strangers. No hesitation. No apology. Her small breasts rising with each breath, nipples stiff in the breeze, sun glinting off her skin. It was the sexiest thing he’d ever seen her do, and it had him half-hard in his swim trunks before he even realized it.

He glanced around. Steve and Lauren were still nude, completely relaxed. Lucy lay back on the towel now, eyes closed, arms folded behind her head, her bare chest on display like it was nothing at all.

He licked his lips. Why the hell not?

His hands moved to the waistband of his trunks.

For a second, he hesitated—there was something terrifyingly vulnerable about it. But then he saw Lucy glance at him from the corner of her eye, a soft smile tugging at her lips.

That did it.

He pushed the trunks down, awkwardly at first, then let them fall around his ankles. He stepped out of them and sat back down on the towel, legs stretched slightly apart.

No one said a word.

But the air shifted again.

His cock was still mostly soft, but the heat and tension buzzing through his body had already begun to stir it. It hung longer than usual, thickening slightly, twitching now and then with each beat of his pulse.

He glanced down at it, amused—and a little proud. It looked bigger than it usually did soft. The angle, the warmth, the tension—it was helping him out, and he smiled to himself, feeling just a little more at ease.

Lauren noticed.

She’d been adjusting her towel a few feet away, but her eyes slid over to him the moment his trunks came off. She didn’t stare, didn’t gawk—but her lips curled into a subtle smile, her gaze lingering just long enough to be felt.

She liked what she saw.

Mike caught it. That little glint of approval. That flash of interest.

And for the first time since they’d arrived at the beach, he felt seen.

Not compared.

Not judged.

Just… wanted.

They lay in a loose square on the sand-dusted blankets, sun warm on bare skin, waves lapping softly in the background. Lucy and Steve were chatting quietly at one end, their laughter rising occasionally, while Lauren stretched out next to Mike, propped on one elbow, her chin resting lightly on her hand.

She was half-listening, half-drifting, her eyes moving lazily over Mike’s body as the sun glowed against his skin.

He really was handsome. That lean, clean build—athletic without being showy—long legs stretched out before him, ankles crossed, one knee slightly bent. She let her gaze move over the light fuzz on his thighs, the soft trail leading up to his cock. Still mostly soft, but thickening gradually now. It rested against one thigh, just heavy enough to droop slightly, the shaft thick with pale skin and a flushed, very red head that peeked forward from the tip.

Cut. Smooth. Clean.

Lauren had always thought circumcised cocks looked better, especially soft. There was something more defined about them, more deliberate in shape—nothing hidden, nothing to pull back or uncover. Mike’s was no exception. Even in this lazy, half-aroused state, it looked good. Bigger than most soft cocks she’d seen—easily five inches or more—and it had a weight to it that made her wonder just how much larger it could get.

And the blond pubes? That was a pleasant surprise. The light color made everything look neat, almost groomed by default. She liked that. It made his cock seem more prominent somehow, like it was meant to be seen.

Her eyes lingered on the tip a moment longer than they should have, her thoughts wandering. Would it swell thick and veiny when it hardened? Would it twitch just before he came? Would he be shy if she touched it first?

Her thighs shifted slightly at the thought.

Mike was still talking—something about hiking trails—and Lauren replied with a quiet “mm,” her gaze drifting from his cock to his face, then back again.

This couple, she thought, has potential.

Lucy had already crossed a line earlier—casual, maybe, but significant. And Mike… well, he was lying here nude next to her, his cock slowly thickening, very aware of her body beside him. It wouldn’t take much more to push things further.

Steve would be charming Lucy without pressure, just as they always did. But Mike? He was right here, hip brushing hers. His cock giving the occasional twitch.

She didn’t say a word.

But she smiled to herself, slow and quiet.

Let’s see what that thing does when it really wakes up.

After a while, the sun softened into a late-afternoon glow, warm but no longer biting. The four of them had settled into a lazy silence, the occasional murmur of conversation giving way to the rhythm of lapping water and the hiss of an opened can.

Lucy stood, stretching in the sun, and padded over to the cooler near the edge of the blankets. “Beer run,” she said lightly, crouching down as she rummaged inside for the coldest cans she could find.

Mike sat up slightly to watch her, her bare back curving as she leaned forward, the straps of her bikini bottom low on her hips. Lauren was definitely watching too—her eyes just hidden behind her sunglasses, but her expression easy to read.

Lucy returned with four cold beers, handing them out before settling back onto her towel. Her chest was still bare, nipples perked gently in the breeze, but by now she hardly noticed the exposure. What had once felt shocking was beginning to feel natural.

She glanced at Steve—still naked, lounging with casual confidence—and then at Lauren, whose bare breasts rose and fell with relaxed breaths as she sipped her drink.

Lucy felt the knot of her bikini bottom pressing into her skin.

She hesitated—just for a breath—and then slipped her thumbs beneath the waistband. One smooth motion. Down over her hips. Off past her ankles.

She folded the fabric and set it quietly beside her towel.

She didn’t announce it. Didn’t say a word.

But she knew someone would notice.

And someone did.

Steve caught the movement from the corner of his eye. He didn’t turn his head, didn’t make it obvious—but he definitely noticed. His gaze flicked, briefly, to where Lucy now lay fully nude on her towel.

And he smiled.

What he saw was not a wild, unkempt bush—but something far more deliberate. A neat, dark triangle of soft black hair just above her mound, trimmed and shaped with care. Her lips were smooth, shaved clean, and just visible in the soft shadow beneath her thighs.

It was beautiful.

A woman’s body with a girl’s careful attention. Not hiding. Not flaunting. Just… there.

He didn’t stare. He didn’t need to.

But he filed it away with quiet pleasure, the kind of thing you smile about later when no one’s watching.

Lucy, meanwhile, settled back on her towel, trying not to show the rush of adrenaline buzzing under her skin. Her heart pounded, but she kept her breathing steady, her hands folded across her stomach as if this had been her plan all along.

But she felt it—the air on her lips, the thrill of being seen. Not ogled, not shamed.

Just seen.

She closed her eyes and smiled to herself, wondering what Mike was thinking right now.

And what might come next.

After a while, Lauren stretched, shook out her hair, and turned to Steve with a playful grin. “Come for a swim with me?”

Steve raised an eyebrow. “You trying to freeze me to death, babe?”

But he followed her to the water anyway, stepping easily over the hot sand as she splashed ahead. Lucy watched them for a second, then stood and looked back at Mike.

“Shall we?”

He nodded, and together they made their way toward the lake. The cool water hit like a shock, stealing their breath as they waded in deeper. There were a few sharp laughs and gasps—Steve muttering something about how he couldn’t feel his balls anymore—and even Lauren gave a shiver when a breeze picked up.

They didn’t stay in long. The novelty wore off quickly, and soon they were all heading back toward the towels, skin goose-pimpled, breath tight from the chill.

Steve grabbed a towel and turned toward Lauren, immediately beginning to dry her off with exaggerated care. Mike and Lucy paused for a moment, unsure whether to do the same, then began drying themselves—though their eyes kept drifting back to the other couple.

Lauren stood facing them, water still beading on her skin, as Steve moved behind her, working the towel gently over her back. His hands were slow, methodical, clearly familiar with every curve.

Then he reached around and began drying her front.

The towel moved over her breasts, pushing them up and to the sides, and Lauren leaned back into him with a soft laugh, tilting her head for a quick kiss as Steve continued his slow, almost reverent movements. His hands roamed lower, rubbing over her stomach, then easing the towel down between her thighs. He didn’t linger—but he didn’t rush either.

When he finished, Lauren stepped behind him and took the towel from his hands.

She worked in the same rhythm, starting at his back, her movements slow and deliberate, then coming around to his front. As she moved lower, she crouched beside him, gently drying the water from his thighs, her face now level with his cock.

Steve gave a little theatrical shiver. “Gotta love cold water shrinkage,” he muttered with a grin.

Lauren chuckled as she dried his cock and balls with the same careful attention he’d given her. But before she stood, she gave his soft shaft a little playful lift—more affection than tease—then rubbed the towel lightly over his balls and let the head brush against her cheek for just a second.

That was when Lucy looked up—and froze.

She had tried not to stare. But now, close up, even soft and chilled, Steve’s cock was still thick and long, far from “shrunken” by any normal standard. She blinked, her cheeks flushed, and before she could stop herself, the words came out—too fast, too real:

“Well… you’ve got nothing to worry about there.”

It was quiet, just a murmur. But everyone heard it.

Steve laughed, brushing a hand through his wet hair. Lauren glanced over her shoulder, amused, pleased. Lucy looked down at her towel, suddenly very interested in wringing it out.

Mike had caught it too.

He didn’t say anything, didn’t react outwardly. But something shifted in his chest. The comparison was unavoidable. He’d felt the cold too, and his cock—never as long to begin with—had shriveled more than he liked. And now Lucy had all but confirmed that she’d been looking. Measuring.

Noticing.

He dried himself in silence, the towel rough against his skin, and tried to tell himself it didn’t matter.

But it did.

They’d all dried off and returned to their towels, but something had shifted.

The air still carried warmth from the sun, but the energy between them had taken on a charged, humming quality. Steve and Lauren sat side by side, relaxed and naked, their bodies still glistening faintly from the lake. Lucy sat on her towel, quiet but flushed, arms loosely crossed beneath her bare breasts. Mike stood just in front of her, toweling off with slow, distracted movements.

He didn’t realize it at first.

But Lauren did.

She happened to glance over at just the right moment—and her eyes locked on Mike’s cock.

It had begun to rise. Slowly, steadily. No longer shy and half-formed but standing outward now from his body, twitching slightly with each heartbeat. It wasn’t fully hard, not yet—but the intent was unmistakable.

Her eyes followed it, and then her lips parted slightly. She dragged the tip of her tongue slowly across her bottom lip, just once, a quiet gesture—but loaded with meaning. Deliberate. Unmistakable.

Mike froze.

Lucy looked too—how could she not? And the moment her gaze dropped to his cock, she felt a pulse between her legs, a soft ache that matched the tightness in her nipples. She didn’t move, didn’t speak—but her body answered for her.

Steve smiled faintly, his arm brushing against Lauren’s.

They had seen what they wanted to see.

Mike turned a shade darker, jaw tightening as he tried to reach for the towel again, to hide what was now fully forming.

“Damn,” he muttered, eyes on the sand. “I’m really… I’m sorry. This is embarrassing.”

Before he could say more, Lauren spoke—calm, confident, and with just the right touch of amusement.

“Hey,” she said, her voice smooth, “you don’t have to be embarrassed. We’re all adults here.”

She let her eyes drift back down to his cock, now visibly hardening under his effort to pretend otherwise.

“I mean, I’m flattered,” she added, her lips curling into a teasing smile. “That a younger guy like you might get a little aroused in my presence.”

Then she looked over at Steve and gave a wink.

“Unless, of course… it was him that did it.” She laughed lightly, warm and teasing. “In that case, Mike, we may have really opened something up.”

Lucy gave a breathless laugh, her cheeks still pink, but she didn’t look away from Mike.

And Mike—still half-hiding behind the towel—couldn’t help but feel a shift inside him. Embarrassment, yes… but also something deeper.

He was being invited in.

And the part of him that had long fantasized about being seen, about being wanted like this—was very much awake.

Mike was still trying to recover, towel now draped across his lap as his erection stubbornly refused to retreat. He sat down beside Lucy, cheeks still tinged red, while Steve and Lauren made no effort to hide their amusement.

Lauren gave him a warm smile and leaned back on one elbow, her breasts on full display, nipples catching the sunlight. “Honestly, babe,” she said with a teasing lilt, “I’ve seen guys get hard from a stiff breeze. Tits like mine? That’s a guaranteed problem.”

Steve chuckled, reaching for his beer. “It’s the gravitational pull,” he added with a wink. “Man doesn’t stand a chance.”

Lucy burst into laughter, and Mike, grateful for the lightness, laughed too. The tension broke like a soap bubble, and the four of them relaxed back into the late afternoon glow, the soft warmth of the moment soaking into their skin.

They all sat down in a loose circle, drinks in hand, drying off slowly in the sun. The conversation flowed easily now—casual, teasing, unguarded. At first, they stayed in safer waters: travel stories, favorite campsites, weird tourist traps. But soon the current shifted, just a little.

Someone—maybe Lucy—asked how long Steve and Lauren had been together. That opened the door.

Lauren took a sip of her beer, then shrugged lightly. “A while,” she said. “But I wasn’t always like this.”

Mike raised an eyebrow. “Like what?”

She smiled. “Comfortable. Confident. Okay with being naked. Okay with being… wanted. I was pretty tightly wound when we first met. I grew up thinking sex and the body were sort of necessary evils. Like if something felt good, it was probably wrong. Probably a sin.”

Lucy nodded slowly. “Yeah, I… I kind of know that feeling.”

Lauren looked over, her smile turning gentler. “It took me a long time to shake that off. Actually, it wasn’t until about ten years ago that things started to change. We had these friends—best friends, really—and one night we found out they were swingers.”

Mike blinked. “Seriously?”

“Oh yeah,” Lauren said with a laugh. “It blew our minds. We were shocked. I mean, we basically ghosted them for a while.”

“But then,” Steve added, “Lauren started feeling guilty. Not because of what they were doing—but because we knew they were good people. And we hadn’t even asked them why. Or how.”

“So we talked,” Lauren said simply. “Told them how we felt. Asked them about it. And they were… so kind. So understanding. They told us they’d never brought it up before because they knew it wasn’t for everyone. But once we had that conversation…”

She glanced at Steve. They exchanged a knowing look.

“Everything changed.”

Lauren’s voice softened as she continued, the laughter from earlier giving way to something more thoughtful.

“After that conversation,” she said, “everything I’d been taught about sex started to feel… not wrong, exactly. Just incomplete. My friend helped me see it differently. That pleasure isn’t dirty. That not every desire needs to be judged or fixed. She said something that stuck with me: that every form of sexual gratification—every kink, every impulse—has a place. It might not be my place, but it belongs to someone. And that alone gives it value.”

Lucy nodded slowly, her fingers absentmindedly tracing the rim of her beer can.

“It didn’t all change overnight,” Lauren went on. “But little by little, I started letting go of the shame. I started asking myself what I liked. What turned me on. What I wanted from Steve… and maybe, eventually, from others.”

Mike’s brow lifted slightly. “So… you and your friend’s husband?”

Lauren gave a faint, guilty smile. “Months later, I admitted to her—probably over too much wine—that I’d always been attracted to her husband. I’d never acted on it, obviously, but the attraction was there. I felt awful even saying it aloud. But she just laughed.”

“And then?” Lucy asked softly, though she already knew where this was heading.

Lauren looked at Steve, who raised his beer and gave a lazy nod of agreement.

“Not long after that,” she said, “I had sex with a man who wasn’t my husband. For the first time since we’d been married. And it was… freeing. Not because it was forbidden, but because it wasn’t. Because Steve knew. Because it was allowed. Invited, even.”

The words hung there a moment.

No one rushed to fill the silence.

The breeze off the lake had cooled, and the trees cast longer shadows across the beach. The sun had dropped low enough that the warmth had faded from the sand. Without a word, the couples began gathering their towels, shaking out blankets, slipping things back into bags.

As Lauren pulled on her sundress, she turned to Lucy and Mike with a soft smile.

“So…” she said casually, “dinner at ours tonight? Nothing fancy. Just food. Company. More of this.”

Lucy didn’t hesitate.

“Yes,” she said, almost too quickly. “We’d love that.”

And Mike, looking at his wife—still naked, still flushed, still glowing—nodded in quiet agreement.


Return To Normality? 

Back at the campsite, the sun was dipping low, the shadows long and golden. As they reached the split between their two campers, Lucy turned to Lauren and smiled.

“We’ll head over after we shower, give us twenty minutes?”

Steve, already halfway up the motorhome steps, glanced back and gave a casual shrug. “Why bother with the public showers? We’ve got a perfectly good one right here. Water’s hot, pressure’s great—and no flip-flops required.”

Lucy hesitated, glancing at Mike, then back at Lauren.

“You sure?”

“Of course,” Lauren said breezily. “You’re already halfway naked. Might as well finish the day in comfort.”

They stepped inside, and the warmth hit them instantly. The motorhome was cozy, almost humid with the day’s heat still trapped inside.

“We keep it warm in here,” Steve said, peeling off his shirt without ceremony. “Honestly, we prefer relaxing without clothes most of the time. But if it’s too hot for you, I’ll turn it down.”

Lucy laughed, but it came out a little breathy.

Lauren disappeared into the back, calling over her shoulder. “I’m hopping in the shower first—just a quick rinse so I can start on dinner.”

As the water started running behind the partition, Steve moved into the small kitchen area and grabbed a cutting board. “Mike, show Lucy around if you want. I’ve gotta peel these potatoes.”

Mike nodded and gently guided Lucy toward the back end of the motorhome. She looked around slowly, taking in the space—sleek wood cabinetry, polished countertops, soft recessed lighting. It was far more luxurious than she’d expected.

When they reached the sleeping area, Lucy gave a quiet, impressed whistle. The bed was massive, tucked into a raised alcove with thick bedding and plush pillows.

“That could sleep an army,” she murmured.

Mike chuckled behind her. “Or two couples.”

Lucy turned, caught his eye, and blushed.

Then they heard the shower turn off, and a soft humming from Lauren as she toweled off behind the frosted screen.

The heat in the motorhome wasn’t just from the thermostat anymore.

When Lauren emerged from the shower, she didn’t so much as hesitate. Steam trailed behind her as she strolled barefoot into the main room, toweling off her hair with one hand, the other gliding casually over the soft sheen of moisture on her skin. She made no attempt to cover herself.

She was completely nude—confidently, unapologetically so.

Her body was mature and sensual, her breasts still dewy from the shower, nipples high and alert in the warm air. She moved with the ease of someone who had long since made peace with herself, the kind of woman who didn’t just accept being looked at—she invited it.

Lucy caught herself staring.

Lauren glanced over, catching her eye, and gave her a knowing smile—warm, relaxed, but unmistakably charged. Then, without a word, she reached for a simple apron and tied it loosely behind her back, the fabric hanging open at the sides, leaving her hips and much of her breasts still in view.

“Shower’s free,” Lauren said, turning toward the kitchen. “You two go ahead, dinner won’t cook itself.”

Lucy hesitated, her eyes flicking toward Mike, then nodded and stepped into the bathroom. When she returned a few minutes later, her skin still damp, she had wrapped herself modestly in a towel. She paused in the hallway for a moment, taking in the image of Lauren moving around the kitchenette—still barefoot, still naked beneath that apron, the curve of her bare ass flashing each time she reached or turned.

Lucy sat down opposite Steve and tried to focus on their conversation, but her eyes kept drifting. There was something about watching Lauren move—totally relaxed, fully aware of every inch of her body—that made her pulse thrum in her neck.

Mike stepped out next, towel around his waist, hair tousled. He glanced at Lauren, then at Lucy, his eyes lingering just a moment too long on Lauren’s exposed side. Then he crossed to sit beside his wife, his skin still warm from the shower.

Steve returned not long after, fresh from his rinse, wearing a short robe that hung open slightly at the chest. He carried two more robes folded over one arm.

“Here,” he said casually, handing them to Lucy and Mike. “In case you get tired of the towel look.”

Mike and Lucy accepted the robes with quiet thanks and slipped them on, grateful for something that felt just a little more secure than a towel. The fabric was soft and warm against their still-damp skin, and they settled at the small dining table, the mood somewhere between casual and electric.

Lauren moved easily around the space, plating food and setting glasses down without missing a beat. The apron still hung from her shoulders, barely covering her as she leaned forward to light a candle in the center of the table—just a little touch of intimacy, a signal that this wasn’t just dinner. It was something shared.

Then, with a smile, she untied the apron and let it fall. Her body was still glistening faintly in the ambient light. She didn’t rush, didn’t glance around for modesty’s sake—she just stepped into her own robe and tied it loosely at the waist, the sides still parting slightly as she moved.

“There,” she said, running her fingers through her damp hair. “Now we’re all dressed for dinner.”

She took her seat next to Steve, and the four of them began to eat—quiet at first, the sounds of cutlery and soft background music filling the silence. But beneath the conversation and clinking glasses, the tension lingered, humming like electricity in the warm air.

After dinner, the four of them carried their drinks into the lounge area. Mike and Lucy settled onto the wide sofa opposite Steve and Lauren, the low table between them like a neutral ground. The lights were dimmed now, casting a warm, intimate glow across the interior. Outside, the night had fully fallen.

Lauren curled up beside Steve, her thigh draped casually over his, her fingers lazily tracing the rim of her wine glass. The short robe she wore had slipped open at the top, exposing one bare breast in the flickering candlelight. She didn’t adjust it. She didn’t need to. She knew exactly how she looked.

As the conversation drifted from food to travel stories to laughter, the physicality in the room began to dominate the silence between sentences. Mike found himself looking across at Steve—legs wide, one arm draped over the back of the couch, the loose hem of his robe riding high on his thighs. There was no hiding it: his cock, thick and soft, hung lazily to one side, unmistakable in its size and shape even without effort. It rested against his leg, foreskin still draped over the tip, utterly unbothered by its own presence.

And next to him, Lauren. Her robe had parted further as she shifted. Her legs crossed and recrossed, and for a long moment, the soft light revealed everything between them. Her pussy—completely bare, not a single hair in sight—was visible in flashes as she moved. She knew it. She made no move to cover herself.

Across the way, Mike and Lucy sat far more rigid. Their robes were still knotted tight, backs a little straighter, legs angled modestly. But the contrast was inescapable.

Lucy felt it first.

She couldn’t stop looking. Not just at Steve’s cock, which she tried not to openly stare at, but at the way Lauren touched him, the way she leaned into him, the relaxed sexuality of it all. It made her feel young and unsure—and yet, aroused.

Her eyes flicked down, instinctively checking her own posture. She realized she was sitting with her knees pressed tightly together, the robe tucked almost primly across her chest. A pang of self-consciousness hit her. Did Steve and Lauren even want to see her? Was her body something worth displaying, or was she being quietly compared and found wanting?

Mike said something, a quiet joke, but she barely heard it.

And then—without really thinking—she shifted. She leaned back into the couch, exhaled slowly, and let her knees fall apart. Just a few inches at first. Then a little more. The robe rode up with the movement, baring the tops of her thighs, then the soft, shadowed triangle between them. Her pussy was neatly kept, a dark landing strip above smooth, freshly shaved lips.

She saw Steve’s gaze flick down—just for a second—but it was unmistakable.

And then he smiled.

Not lewd. Not smug. Just pleased. Appreciative.

And Lauren noticed too. She said nothing, but the corners of her mouth curled upward, the kind of knowing smile that made Lucy feel caught—and seen.

The robe now felt different against Lucy’s skin. Softer. Her nipples were stiff, pressing against the fabric. She crossed her ankles, just to feel the friction, the tension, the warmth between her thighs.

Mike hadn’t noticed yet. But he would.

And Lucy… Lucy liked that idea very much.

Soft music drifted through the motorhome, a mellow playlist playing from someone's phone, propped on the table and running quietly through a Bluetooth speaker. It was the kind of music that faded into the air—warm vocals, gentle guitar, a slow rhythm that matched the pulse of the evening.

Lauren had curled into Steve’s side again, her robe loose and barely covering her curves, her bare thigh pressed against his hip. She leaned in and kissed his cheek, soft and lingering, her hand slipping inside the robe to trace lazy patterns across his chest. They didn’t perform; they simply existed like this, effortlessly sensual. The kind of couple you couldn’t help but envy.

Lucy watched them and felt the shift in herself—subtle but real. She wanted to be held too. She shifted her weight, then reached behind her head to take Mike’s hand, pulling it around her shoulder and guiding his arm down until it wrapped securely around her.

Lauren paused in conversation just long enough to kiss Steve—slow and indulgent, as if she had all the time in the world. And beneath the robe, Steve’s hand slid down her side, then under the thin fabric, the motion barely visible save for the soft movement of the robe across her breast.

Lucy felt herself grow warm just watching.

Mike noticed it too. He didn’t speak, didn’t move much, but he was staring. And then, gently, he placed his hand on Lucy’s breast over the robe, cupping it, expecting resistance. But she surprised him—she turned toward him and kissed him, soft at first, then deeper.

Across the room, Lauren broke her kiss with Steve, glanced over, and smiled. She resumed chatting with ease, but her eyes flicked downward—and she didn’t miss it.

Mike’s cock was stiffening, pushing against the fabric of the robe, unmistakable now in its outline. Emboldened, he spread his legs slightly, letting the robe fall more freely between them. His heart beat faster.

He saw Lauren watching him—and instead of looking away, he held her gaze.

Lauren smirked to herself, pleased. She shifted slightly in Steve’s lap, letting her own robe fall open a little more, the slope of her bare hip now visible in the low light.

“Hmm,” she thought with amusement. “He’s caught on to the game.”

Steve gave Mike a quiet, knowing smile. Lauren leaned back into him again, her lips brushing his neck, slow and unhurried, but her gaze wandered—subtle flickers toward the other couch.

Mike slid his hand under Lucy’s robe, the fabric soft and warm from her body, and gently pulled it open. Her breast slipped free—bare, pale in the low light, the nipple already stiff. He cupped it, his fingers reverent at first, then bolder. His thumb stroked the peak, and then he pinched it lightly, tugging, kneading.

Lucy froze for a second—not from fear, but from sudden awareness. She was half-naked. And being touched. While they watched.

Her breath caught in her throat.

She didn’t look directly at Steve and Lauren, but she could feel them. Their presence pressed in around her. She knew Lauren was watching, could sense the stillness across the room, the way the air thickened. Her chest rose and fell in quick, shallow breaths.

The first instinct was to pull her robe closed, to hide again. But then Mike's fingers found her nipple and tugged, and instead of retreating, a flush of heat spread through her chest.

It wasn’t just arousal—it was exposure. A delicious vulnerability. A thrill.

Her skin prickled everywhere. Her pussy throbbed. She was wet. Already.

She swallowed hard and let herself relax, sinking back against the couch. Her legs parted just slightly. She wasn’t sure if anyone could see—but she knew what she was doing.

Mike pinched her nipple again, a little harder this time, and she let out a soft sound. Not quite a moan. More of an exhale laced with need.

She didn’t dare look up at Steve. Not yet.

But she knew he was watching. And Lauren too.

And part of her—deep down—wanted them to see everything.

Lauren smiled lazily at the couple across from her, then shifted her weight and brought one leg up onto the couch. The movement was smooth, unhurried—casual, like someone stretching out after a long day. But the effect was anything but innocent.

Her robe slipped higher on her thighs, then parted completely as she settled into the new position. Her bare pussy was suddenly, unmistakably on full display. Completely shaved, soft and smooth in the low light, glistening faintly from the heat of her body. She let her leg rock slowly back and forth, each subtle movement causing her lips to part and close again—an erotic rhythm she clearly knew the effect of.

Mike stared. He couldn’t look away.

Beside him, Lucy didn’t say a word. Her breathing had changed—shallow and fast—but her eyes were fixed too, lips parted as if caught between shock and arousal. The unspoken boundaries between couples had just shattered, and no one seemed in a hurry to put them back in place.

Mike’s cock was rock hard, straining against the robe in his lap. He shifted slightly to ease the pressure, but there was no hiding it.

Across from him, Steve remained relaxed, sprawled back against the cushions. His robe had fallen open enough to show his cock—big, thick, uncut—and despite everything unfolding around him, it was only semi-hard. It lay across his thigh, heavy and curved, twitching now and then, but unbothered. Almost bored.

That contrast hit Mike like a punch. He was throbbing with tension, barely holding back, and Steve… Steve looked like he was watching the weather.

Mike glanced at Lucy—she was still watching Lauren’s slow, teasing movements—and then back at Steve’s cock. He didn’t understand. How could a man sit there, half-hard, with that on show, while his wife casually spread her pussy for another man?

And yet… that calm, that control… it only made it hotter.

The two couples sat opposite one another, the motorhome’s low lights flickering softly against skin and shadow. The air was thick with heat, sweat, and something electric—something unspoken, but pulsing between all four of them.

Lauren leaned back against the cushions, one leg already pulled up, the other sliding wider now, fully open. Her pussy was glistening, pink and bare between her thighs. Steve’s hand moved between her legs, fingers slow and practiced as they began to stroke along her slit, tracing her folds with teasing precision. She moaned softly, her head tipping back, but her eyes stayed half-lidded on the couple opposite.

Her other hand slid over Steve’s thigh, finding his thick, slowly hardening cock. She wrapped her fingers around it without hesitation, began stroking lazily, her grip deliberate, gliding the foreskin back and forth in rhythm with the way his fingers played with her pussy.

Across the room, Mike kissed Lucy—deep, hungry, needy. He pinched one nipple, then the other, and Lucy gasped against his mouth, her hips shifting, tilting upward.

Then, with one fluid movement, Lucy spread her legs. Wide. No hesitation now. Her neatly trimmed bush framed the soft flesh below, the lips already flushed and wet. She kept her eyes locked on Lauren and Steve as Mike’s fingers slipped between her thighs and found her pussy. He began rubbing slowly, circling her clit, dipping lower, then back again.

Lucy bit her lip.

Steve’s cock was swelling under Lauren’s slow strokes now, the thick head beginning to peek free from its sheath. Across the room, Mike was harder than he’d ever been, but his focus was on Lucy—how she responded to every touch, how open she was becoming under the other couple’s gaze.

Mike leaned in, kissed her again, and used his free hand to gently pull the curls of her pubic hair upward, parting her lips with his fingers. Her pink, slick folds glistened in the soft light, fully exposed.

Lauren watched, her breathing uneven now, her hips starting to move with Steve’s fingers. She smiled—not a polite smile, but one of satisfaction, of hunger. The symmetry between the couples was no accident. It was the beginning of something more. Something neither side could pretend wasn’t happening.

Lucy’s gaze locked onto Steve’s cock the moment it twitched. There was no hiding it now—her eyes were wide, transfixed, drinking in the slow swell of his shaft as it began to rise. The thick head pushed upward, heavy and deliberate, and she licked her lips without thinking.

Lauren saw it all.

She turned slightly toward Steve, her fingers still curled around his cock, her tone playful but unmistakably loaded. “Mmm... look at her, baby. She can’t stop staring.”

Steve chuckled, still lazily stroking between her thighs.

Lauren leaned forward, eyes flicking back to Lucy. “And that little pussy of hers… neat, but so full of heat. You see how wet she is? She’s absolutely soaking.”

Lucy’s breath hitched. She didn’t flinch, didn’t look away—if anything, she tilted her hips, letting the view speak for itself.

Mike could barely think. His hand was still between Lucy’s legs, but his eyes had drifted back to Steve’s cock, now nearly fully hard in Lauren’s grip. It was thicker than his own, longer too. Even soft, it had seemed intimidating. Now it looked… powerful.

And Lauren was clearly enjoying showing it off.

“She wants it,” Lauren murmured, stroking slower, her eyes locked with Lucy’s. “And I think Mike’s starting to understand just how much she does.”

Mike flushed. He didn’t move his hand—but he felt the tension in his chest. That unfamiliar mix of arousal and something else.

Something darker. Something hotter.

Lauren reached down and wrapped her fingers around Steve’s shaft—well, as much of it as she could. Her hand barely closed halfway around the thick column, and she gave it a slow, deliberate stroke. The sheer heft of it made the movement unmissable.

She caught Mike’s eye as she began teasing the head with a light squeeze, her fingers gliding along the sensitive ridge with practiced ease. It was almost a mirror of what Mike had done to Lucy’s breast earlier—playful, but unmistakably provocative.

Lucy watched, captivated. The thick head flared with each stroke, the tip glistening. Her breath caught as Lauren gave it a gentle squeeze, the opening parting ever so slightly. Something about the size of it, the weight of it—it wasn’t just arousing, it was mesmerizing.

Mike swallowed hard. Even now, just watching, he could feel the difference. His own cock was hard, throbbing, aching against his robe—but what Lauren held in her hand looked like something from another world.

Lauren smiled faintly as she noticed the way Lucy leaned forward without realizing it, the way Mike’s breathing hitched.

She kept stroking, slow and sure.

“This,” she said softly, “is what happens when you stop being shy about what you want.”

Lucy was flushed and breathless, her skin tingling with heat. Her pulse raced as she glanced across at Lauren still lazily stroking Steve, the heavy cock resting casually in her palm. The weight of the moment pressed in—raw, unfiltered, electric.

And then Lucy moved.

Without a word, she shifted off the couch and onto her knees in front of Mike. Her robe slipped open as she knelt, and for a beat, she hesitated—just long enough for everyone to know this was real. Deliberate.

Mike looked down in shock, but he didn’t stop her. Couldn’t have if he tried.

She leaned in and took him into her mouth.

The first few strokes were frantic, needy—her lips wet and eager, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him hard. But then she slowed. Adjusted. Drew back and ran her tongue along his shaft with slow, sensual care, eyes flicking up not to Mike, but to Steve and Lauren.

They were watching. Fully. Unapologetically. And they liked what they saw.

A thrill coursed through her.

She had never felt so turned on, so brazen, so seen.

She licked his shaft slowly, then dragged her tongue down to his balls and gave them a wet kiss, letting them rest on her tongue for a moment before returning to his cock. She swirled her tongue around the head, savoring the taste of him, but knowing—knowing—that part of the pleasure came from being watched. From the way Lauren's eyes were glued to her mouth. From how Steve’s cock twitched in Lauren’s hand.

She imagined, for a fleeting moment, what it would feel like to kneel in front of that instead.

And she moaned.

Mike’s cock throbbed between her lips as she deepened her rhythm, her own arousal growing with every gasp from him, every silent flicker of approval from across the room. She was putting on a show, and loving every second of it.

Lauren stood with quiet, commanding grace, lifting herself from Steve’s lap and turning to straddle him—her back to his chest, her face aimed directly at Lucy and Mike.

Mike was already seated, robe wide open, with Lucy kneeling between his legs. Her lips were wrapped around his cock, gliding slowly up and down as he exhaled in ragged breaths, watching Lauren’s every move.

Lauren planted her feet on either side of Steve’s thighs and reached back to steady herself. Steve’s hands moved instinctively, gripping her hips, then sliding forward between her legs to spread her pussy wide. The room seemed to hold its breath.

Lauren let her eyes drift down to Lucy, catching the subtle gasp as she gently rocked her hips, guiding Steve’s thick, waiting cock through her folds. She didn’t take him inside yet. Instead, she ran his head against her clit, the slow drag making her shiver and Steve exhale heavily beneath her.

Lucy moaned around Mike’s cock, her tongue slowing for a moment as she stared, captivated. She could see the wet, swollen nub of Lauren’s clit twitch every time Steve’s tip passed over it. She felt her own clit throb in sympathy and slipped a hand between her thighs as she kept sucking Mike, unable to resist mirroring the touch.

Mike groaned, gripping the edge of the couch, his eyes wide as Lauren finally began to sink down.

Lauren didn’t rush. She kept eye contact with Lucy as Steve’s cock stretched her open, inch by thick inch. Her pussy lips hugged him tightly, clinging as she worked more of him inside with deliberate control.

Lucy whimpered, completely overtaken by the sight. She pulled off Mike’s cock just long enough to whisper, “Oh my god,” then dove back down, her strokes deeper now, more urgent.

Mike, panting, kept watching the way Lauren’s body swallowed Steve’s cock, and suddenly the whole room was alive with tension—erotic, competitive, playful, raw. Two couples, locked in a silent contest of lust and abandon, each putting on a show, each daring the other to go further.

Lucy slowly pulled her mouth off Mike’s cock, her lips wet and swollen, her breath coming in shallow gasps. Without a word, she climbed onto the couch and turned around, lifting her hips into a low arch as she settled into position on all fours. One leg slipped down to the floor, giving Steve and Lauren an unmissable view of her glistening pussy and the gentle curve of her ass.

Mike followed her eagerly, kneeling behind her on the cushions. His cock, slick with her spit, throbbed visibly as he guided it between her thighs and began rubbing the head along her soaked slit. He didn’t push in—not yet. Instead, he let his shaft slide slowly up and down, coating himself in her wetness while the other couple watched.

Across the room, Lauren was bouncing rhythmically on Steve’s cock now, her body flushed and glistening, each wet slap of their bodies sending a pulse through the room. She locked eyes with Lucy as she rode, the connection almost electric.

Mike groaned softly as Lucy pushed back against him, grinding her pussy against his cock in small, teasing motions. Then, with a breathless moan, she rocked back harder—and he slipped inside her with a slick, easy glide.

They both gasped.

Steve’s hands gripped Lauren’s hips tighter, thrusting up into her in perfect rhythm as he watched Mike’s cock disappear into Lucy’s eager body. Lauren moaned louder, her breasts bouncing as she rode him, her gaze flicking from Lucy’s bouncing ass to Mike’s tight grip on her waist.

Soon both couples were moving faster, their breathing louder, the room thick with the scent of sex and the shared thrill of being watched.

It was no longer just about pleasure—it was about performance, exhibition, and the thrill of letting go. Two couples, side by side, fucking with wild abandon, each one trying to outdo the other.

Mike was pounding into Lucy, his breath ragged, his fingers tight around her hips as the heat in his belly threatened to spill over. The room had become thick with sound—bodies slapping, moans rising, breath catching—and across from them, the scene unfolding was impossible to look away from.

Steve was deep inside Lauren, his thrusts steady, powerful, his hips grinding into her as she braced herself with both hands on the edge of the couch. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her mouth open, hair sticking to her sweat-damp skin. Each time he drove into her, her breasts bounced, her entire body trembling from the force of it. Then suddenly, she let out a low, guttural growl that caught everyone’s attention.

“Harder,” Lauren demanded, her voice raw and primal, nothing like the teasing woman from earlier. “Fuck me harder, Steve. Don’t you dare stop.”

He grunted and obeyed, slamming into her with brutal rhythm, his hands gripping her hips, controlling every motion. Lauren’s moans turned feral. She dropped her head back, her throat exposed, fingers clawing into the cushions as her orgasm gathered in her gut like a storm.

Mike slowed for a second, mesmerized. Lucy, beneath him, was watching too. They could both hear the wet slap of skin on skin, the sounds Lauren made as she begged for more—deep, breathless cries of “Yes, yes, oh fuck yes,” that seemed to vibrate through the air.

Then Lauren broke. Her whole body convulsed as her orgasm ripped through her, a guttural cry torn from her chest. Her thighs quivered. Her back arched. Her entire body shook so hard that even Steve paused to hold her still. She was breathless, eyes fluttering, lips parted in stunned pleasure. “Fuck,” she gasped, voice hoarse. “That… that was unreal.”

But she wasn’t done.

With trembling limbs, she slipped off Steve’s cock and dropped to her knees between his legs, her hands reverent on his thighs. She looked up at him with a worshipful hunger and stroked his slick cock with both hands. Her mouth found the swollen tip, her lips stretching wide as she took him in. Her pace was slow at first, teasing. Then she pressed deeper, her hand twisting just below her lips, sucking like she needed it.

“Look at her,” Lucy whispered, barely able to breathe. “She just came like that, and now…”

Mike’s cock throbbed harder inside her. “She’s insatiable.”

Lauren moaned around Steve’s cock as she bobbed her head. Her spit mixed with his arousal, running down the shaft as her pace quickened. Steve’s hands went to her hair, his hips twitching as she sucked him with the same raw intensity she’d just demanded for herself.

Mike couldn't tear his eyes away. Lucy had her cheek pressed to the cushion, watching too, her fingers clawing at the fabric. The sight of Lauren so lost in Steve’s cock—worshipping it, owning it—was too much. Lucy reached beneath herself and started rubbing her clit, whimpering into the couch as the need overwhelmed her.

Then Steve groaned, deep and sharp, and Lauren pulled him deeper, her throat flexing as she took every twitch, every pulse of his climax. He trembled above her, body tense, cock buried in her mouth as he came. She didn’t flinch. She stayed right there, swallowing everything, her fingers still wrapped tightly around his base.

And that did it.

Mike slammed back into Lucy and let out a cry, the pressure in his core finally snapping. He came hard, gripping Lucy’s hips as he pulsed inside her. Beneath him, Lucy gasped, then cried out as the sound of Lauren cumming, then sucking, then swallowing—along with the intense rhythm and the ache in her clit—shoved her over the edge too. Her orgasm hit with a rush, her body writhing under Mike’s as she came hard, moaning into the cushions.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of panting and the occasional twitch of aftershocks.

Then, slowly, they all slumped into the cushions—sweaty, breathless, trembling, undone. No one spoke. No one needed to.

In the soft glow of the bathroom light, Lauren stood at the sink naked, toweling off her neck and shoulders as Lucy stepped in behind her. There was a moment of quiet between them—comfortable, surprisingly unselfconscious. Both women moved easily, without the instinct to cover up. Their bodies, still flushed from exertion, glistened faintly with sweat and pleasure.

Lucy leaned against the counter, watching Lauren rinse her mouth. “You really love doing that to him,” she said quietly, almost in awe. “I mean… sucking him. You looked like you were in heaven.”

Lauren glanced over, then smiled faintly, shaking her head as she reached for her toothbrush. “It’s funny,” she said after a beat, “I actually don’t love it. Not in the way people assume.”

Lucy blinked, caught off guard. “Really?”

Lauren began brushing her teeth, speaking around the foamy lather. “I don’t hate it. It’s just not something I crave on its own. For me, it’s about the effect it has on him. Knowing I can bring him to that edge, drive him out of his mind—that’s the part I love. It’s not the act. It’s the power in it.”

She spat and rinsed, then leaned closer to the mirror. “The taste though?” she said with a grin. “God, I hate that part.”

Lucy laughed, but there was a nervous edge to it. “So… you just power through it?”

Lauren nodded. “Every time. And then I come in here, rinse like mad and brush the hell out of my teeth. Worth it, though. For how it makes him feel.” She turned and met Lucy’s eyes. “That’s the difference, I think, when you’ve been with someone as long as we have. It becomes about giving.”

Lucy looked thoughtful. “I’m not sure I’ve ever thought about it like that. You just seemed so into it.”

“Sometimes I am. But it’s not for the reason you think.”

Lauren tossed the towel into the laundry hamper and opened the cabinet for two warm washcloths. As she handed one to Lucy, she added with a wink, “Let’s go clean up our men.”

They padded back to the living room, hips swaying with that quiet confidence only women who’ve just been thoroughly fucked can carry. As Lucy knelt by Mike and gently wiped him clean, she caught a glimpse of Steve out of the corner of her eye—still resting, his thick cock softening but still massive in its size.

She glanced down at Mike, more modest in comparison but familiar and loved. Still, the contrast was impossible not to notice.

Lauren saw the flicker in Lucy’s eyes and gave her a knowing smile. “Don’t worry,” she murmured. “It’s not always about size. But… sometimes it is fun to play with the extremes.”

Lucy's cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away. Not anymore.

Back in the dim, familiar space of their van, Lucy pulled the curtains shut while Mike locked the door behind them. The air inside was warm and still, thick with unspoken energy. Neither of them said anything at first. They just moved—slowly, automatically—shedding robes, climbing into bed, lying side by side in the darkness.

Mike turned toward her, his hand resting gently on her hip. “That was… something else.”

Lucy nodded, her eyes adjusting to the soft moonlight filtering through the fabric. “Yeah. I can’t believe how far things went. And how natural it felt.”

He exhaled, a mixture of relief and arousal in the sound. “You looked incredible, Luce. Confident. Free.”

She smiled at that. “I felt it. I was nervous… but something about watching them, being watched… it turned me on more than I expected.”

Mike slid closer, his voice low and hesitant. “Did you… think about it? About actually… going further?”

Lucy hesitated, then looked over at him. “With Steve?”

He nodded.

Her eyes searched his face. “A little. I mean—I’m not saying I want to rush into anything. But yeah… I thought about what it might feel like. About what it would be like to have someone else inside me. To watch you with someone else, too.”

Mike swallowed. His cock stirred at her words, not out of jealousy—but from the strange, thrilling vulnerability of the idea. “Same. I don’t know why, but the thought of you with him didn’t make me angry. It just made me… ache. In a good way.”

Lucy smiled faintly. “I think that’s what tonight was. A door opening. Just a crack. But now we can’t help but peek through it.”

Mike brushed her hair back from her face. “And do you want to keep going?”

Lucy leaned in and kissed him softly. “Let’s just see where it takes us.”

Their bodies pressed together, and though neither of them made the first move toward sex, the weight of possibility between them was electric. They lay there in silence, wide awake and aroused, the night heavy with anticipation for what tomorrow might bring.


What Now?

The next morning, Lucy and Mike stirred beneath their sheets well past sunrise. The van was quiet except for the soft hum of the fan. A heavy silence lingered between them, not uncomfortable—just thoughtful. The thrill of the night before had faded into something more delicate, almost fragile, under the cold clarity of daylight.

Mike stayed in bed, scrolling idly on his phone, while Lucy slipped into some clothes. She paused at the small window and noticed the door to Steve and Lauren’s motorhome was already open. Her stomach fluttered. The boldness she'd felt last night seemed a world away now.

“I’m just going to the bathrooms,” she said quickly, avoiding Mike’s gaze.

He gave a quiet nod, sensing her mood.

Lucy darted across the gravel in her flip-flops, clutching her towel tighter than necessary. She avoided looking toward the other motorhome, hoping not to bump into anyone. She washed her face and brushed her teeth quickly, trying to shake the subtle weight pressing on her chest. Did we go too far? What did they think of us this morning?

On her walk back, she spotted movement. Lauren had stepped out onto the steps of the motorhome, hair up, still barefoot, holding a mug of coffee. She caught sight of Lucy and smiled warmly, as though they were simply old friends bumping into each other on a Sunday morning.

“Morning, Lucy,” she said, her voice calm, relaxed.

Lucy slowed down. “Hey,” she replied, forcing a small smile.

Lauren didn’t push. She just took a slow sip of coffee, then stepped down and walked toward her. “You’re feeling it now, aren’t you?”

Lucy blinked. “Feeling what?”

“That strange mix of... guilt and arousal? Excitement and shame?” Lauren’s tone was soft, empathetic. “I remember that first morning. You wake up and wonder if what you did was really okay. Even if it felt amazing at the time.”

Lucy exhaled. “Exactly that. It’s like—I know I wanted it. But now it feels so... real.”

Lauren nodded. “That’s normal. You opened a door last night, Lucy. And what you found on the other side wasn’t something bad. It was something that turned you on, made you feel alive. That’s nothing to be ashamed of.”

There was a pause. Lucy glanced toward the motorhome. “You’ve done this a lot, haven’t you?”

Lauren smiled gently. “Long enough to understand how it messes with your head at first. It’s okay to feel a little off-balance. It just means you’re human.”

Something in Lucy's chest loosened. It wasn’t full relief, but it was enough to breathe.

Lauren bumped her shoulder lightly. “Come over for brunch. Nothing dramatic, no pressure. Just food, sunshine, and maybe a few laughs. Sound good?”

Lucy gave a genuine smile this time. “Yeah... okay. I’ll tell Mike.”

Lucy returned to the van and gently nudged Mike’s foot with her own. “They invited us over for brunch,” she said. “I think... I think it would be good to talk.”

Mike nodded, slipping on a shirt. “Yeah. I’ve got a few things swirling in my head too.”

When they stepped into the motorhome, the warmth inside was immediate—both from the space itself and from Lauren’s easy smile as she cracked eggs into a sizzling pan. Steve looked up from the French press and gave them each a calm, knowing nod.

“Coffee?” he offered. “It helps with the existential hangover.”

They all chuckled, the tension easing.

Lauren plated the omelettes and gestured for them to sit around the small table. “You two doing okay?” she asked gently as she poured orange juice into tall glasses.

Lucy hesitated for a second. “Yeah. I think so. Just... processing.”

“That’s the right word for it,” Steve said. “Processing. And everyone does it at their own pace.”

For a moment, they all ate in silence, the food grounding them. Then Lauren glanced across the table, her tone casual but open. “Last night was intense. For all of us. But intensity doesn’t mean something’s wrong. Sometimes it just means something important happened.”

“It did feel important,” Mike said. “Kind of like... we’d stepped through a door we can’t exactly close again.”

Steve nodded thoughtfully. “That’s not a bad thing, though. You’re not alone. And there’s no script you have to follow. You can go slow, change your mind, figure it out together.”

Most of the conversation drifted to lighter topics after that—travel plans, old stories, food. But every now and then, one of them would glance up and catch a shared look or smile that reminded them: the door had been opened, yes—but it led to something deeper than just sex. It led to trust, connection, possibility.

The four of them wandered down to the secluded beach again that afternoon, their towels and drinks in hand, moving with the easy familiarity of people who had crossed some invisible threshold together. The spot was just as deserted as before, still bathed in the golden slant of late sun, and the soft rush of the waves seemed to welcome them back.

This time, there was no hesitation. Lucy and Mike dropped their clothes along with Steve and Lauren, the act now as casual as slipping off sandals. The transition from clothed to naked had lost all of its awkwardness. It was simply part of the rhythm now.

Lucy laid her towel down next to Mike and stretched out, completely nude. She sighed softly as the sun warmed her skin. The sensation was different now—less self-conscious, more indulgent. She rolled her head to the side, letting the light hit her neck and breasts, feeling the gentle tug of heat against her nipples. With an easy shift, she spread her legs slightly, relishing the feeling of sun and breeze against the parts of her body she’d once kept hidden. She was still new to this, but it was starting to feel natural—almost necessary.

Lauren and Mike eventually got up and wandered toward the water together, chatting as they waded into the shallows. Lucy didn’t watch them go. Instead, she sat up and turned slightly toward Steve.

He was reclined on his towel, sunglasses on, one arm behind his head, the other cradling a cold drink. His relaxed posture, the casual confidence in the way he inhabited his nakedness, struck Lucy all over again. There was no performance, no deliberate show—just comfort. Ownership of his body in a way that she found quietly magnetic.

She leaned toward him, brushing a bit of hair behind her ear. “You all make this look so easy,” she said with a small smile. “I didn’t think I’d ever be the kind of person who’d just… lie here like this.”

Steve turned his head slightly, lifting his glasses. “But you are. Right now. And you look incredible doing it.”

Lucy flushed—not with embarrassment, but with something warmer, deeper. There was no leer in his tone, no smirk. Just simple appreciation. She smiled again, feeling that same glow build inside her, and settled into the sand beside him. The conversation drifted from there—slow, low, and intimate. There was no pressure, no direction. Just two people talking, their bare bodies glistening in the sun, the ocean rolling in behind them.

“Does it bother you that your husband is out there swimming with my wife?” Steve asked, his voice calm, almost amused.

Lucy glanced toward the water, watching Lauren and Mike move through the shallows. Lauren’s curves shimmered in the afternoon sun, and Mike’s attention was clearly fixed on her. Lucy felt a flicker of something—she wasn’t sure if it was jealousy or arousal.

Before answering, Lucy instinctively looked down, her nerves getting the better of her—and in doing so, her eyes landed squarely on Steve’s thick, heavy cock resting between his legs. Even soft, it looked powerful, and the sight sent a flush to her cheeks.

She looked up quickly, forcing a smile. “Well… um, no. Not really,” she said, trying to steady her voice. “I think he’s a little mesmerized by her tits, though.”

Steve gave a slow, knowing grin. “Can’t say I blame him.”

Lucy met his gaze now, more composed, though her heart was still pounding. “Does it bother you?” she asked, her voice softer. “The way he looks at her?”

“Not at all,” Steve said easily. “I like it, actually. Makes me remember what I’ve got. And I like the way you’re watching too.”

Lucy swallowed, her eyes flicking back to the water—then, almost involuntarily, to Steve again. There was something about how unbothered he was… how confident. It was disarming—and dangerously exciting.

Steve gave a relaxed smile, eyes following the movement in the water. “Honestly, I’m glad he’s giving her attention. It’s good for Lauren to know that a younger guy still finds her sexy. Not everyone likes big, you know.”

Lucy blinked, caught off guard by the word. “Big?”

Steve glanced at her with a knowing look. “Her tits. She’s always been a little self-conscious about them. Some men think they’re too much.”

Lucy laughed, a little breathless. “God, seriously? They’re incredible. Mike can’t stop staring.”

She paused, then added, “I guess I... know the feeling.”

Steve raised an eyebrow. “Do you?”

Lucy hesitated, then her eyes dropped instinctively—and landed squarely on the thick, heavy cock resting against Steve’s thigh. Her breath caught. “I mean… yeah. I was going to say I’m fascinated by your...”

She stopped, cheeks flushing.

Steve didn’t blink. “Cock?”

Lucy looked away quickly. “I didn’t mean to say it like that.”

He smiled gently, his tone playful but calm. “It’s alright. I’m flattered. Not every woman wants something this size. Some find it too much. But I’ve learned something over the years—what’s too much for one is just right for another.”

Lucy swallowed. “I’ve never... I mean, not in person.”

He studied her face for a moment, his voice softening. “Well, maybe that’s something you’ve been missing.”

"I don’t even think my hand would fit around it," Lucy murmured, almost to herself, her voice trembling with a mix of awe and disbelief.

Steve gave a low, amused chuckle. "Only one way to find out," he said, shifting a little closer. "Go on, Lucy. If you're curious, touch it. Lauren won’t mind—and honestly, I could use the attention."

Her breath caught. It felt like her body was moving before her mind caught up, her fingers trembling slightly as she reached out and gently wrapped her hand around Steve’s thick shaft.

Instinct took over as her fingers curled around his shaft. It was warm and thick, still soft enough to give under her grip. She lifted it gently from his stomach, startled by how heavy it felt. Her hand moved slowly, experimentally, stroking along the length as the loose skin shifted beneath her touch. When she pulled it back, the broad, swollen head slid into view—and her breath caught.

“I’ve never touched one like this before,” she whispered, almost in awe. “An uncut one, I mean.”

Steve gave a low chuckle. “Yeah. Most women say that.”

She glanced up at him, then looked back down, unable to stop herself. Her fingers glided back again, the foreskin moving so easily, so smoothly over the head. She hadn’t expected that—how natural, how seamless it felt. It was almost hypnotic, the way it rolled with each stroke, like it was made to be played with. Her thighs clenched as a soft, involuntary moan escaped her lips.

In her hand, his cock began to stiffen fast—growing thicker, harder, hotter. She tried to wrap her hand around it again, but it was already too big to fully close her fingers. Her other hand drifted lower, brushing over smooth, bare skin until she reached the base. Steve shifted, spreading his legs to give her more room. Her hand cupped his balls—big, heavy, warm—rolling them slowly in her palm. She squeezed one gently, feeling the weight of it, the fullness.

His cock now arched above him, too thick and heavy to stand upright like Mike’s. It hung there instead, swaying slightly with its own momentum—impossibly hard, yet somehow still growing.

Lucy felt the sudden warmth of his hand on her breast, firm and deliberate.

“May I?” Steve asked softly, his fingers already gently brushing the swell of her tit.

She hesitated for half a breath, then nodded. “Mmm-hmm.” Her voice was barely audible. She was already worried—because she knew once he touched her properly, she wouldn’t want him to stop. And though she was sure Mike and Lauren wouldn’t care if things went further, the idea of losing control in front of them still felt too much. Too raw. Too exposed.

Steve's hand didn’t wait. He cupped her breast, fingers spreading across the soft skin, then found her nipple and began to toy with it, rolling it slowly between his fingertips. Her tits were small and perky, but her nipples had always been incredibly sensitive—long, thick, and constantly hard even when she was relaxed. Now, they were fully erect, practically begging for attention.

As he teased them, the pink deepened into a darker hue, a flushed red that only aroused him more. He pinched gently, then pulled. Lucy gasped—but not in protest. Her body tensed, but she didn’t stop him. He stretched the nipple a little more, surprised at how far it would go, how much she seemed to like it.

She moaned softly, head bowed, still holding his cock in her hand. Her strokes had slowed to an absent, almost reverent rhythm, like she didn’t want to let go. The shaft was hot and pulsing now, and she couldn’t stop staring. She traced a thick blue vein with her fingertip, watching it twitch beneath the surface, mesmerized by its weight, its color, the sheer size of it.

Her breasts were rising and falling faster under Steve’s touch, her nipples now glistening where his fingers had left them wet. Still she kept stroking him, gently, as if they were caught in some unspoken current that neither of them could—or wanted to—resist.

Steve shifted beneath her, then rose slowly to his feet.

Lucy looked up—and his cock was suddenly right in front of her face, thick and glistening, swaying just inches from her parted lips. Her breath caught. The sight was overwhelming. For a moment, all she could see was the massive head looming so close… and in a flash, she remembered it—Lauren—on her knees, mouth wide, taking him deep, her eyes fluttering, her cheeks hollowing around that same cock.

Lucy blinked hard, trying to shake the image, trying to remind herself this wasn’t supposed to happen. Not here. Not like this.

But she couldn’t help it.

Her lips parted as her breath grew shallow. Then, without thinking—without choosing—she leaned forward and kissed the head. Just a taste. Then her lips stretched around it, tentative and slow, closing over the swollen crown.

Her hand guided him as she slid down a little further. She could feel it—his foreskin gliding back under the pressure of her mouth, peeling away to reveal the head beneath. It was like nothing she’d ever felt before. Hot. Silky. Alive.

A quiet moan vibrated in her throat as her tongue curled around him. She eased forward again, deeper this time, getting lost in the feel of it—how heavy he was, how much her lips strained to contain him.

But then she froze.

Voices. Footsteps.

Mike and Lauren.

She pulled back with a sharp inhale, lips wet, heart hammering in her chest, eyes wide.

Lauren grabbed a towel and began drying Mike with a slow, deliberate rhythm. Lucy watched, unable to look away, as Lauren’s soft, heavy breasts brushed against her husband’s bare skin. The towel moved across his chest, down his stomach—Lauren’s body pressed close, her tits dragging lightly over him with every motion. Mike stiffened at the contact.

By the time she reached his thighs, his cock was already hardening.

Lauren didn’t flinch. She simply kept going, her face calm, almost indifferent—like this was just routine. But the way she moved the towel between his legs betrayed her real intent. Her strokes slowed as she reached his balls, the towel grazing over them with maddening care. Then she ran the fabric up the length of his cock, drying him with soft, precise movements, as if cataloging every inch.

She never looked directly at it, but her attention was unmistakable.

Her tits swayed gently as she moved, brushing him again and again. She could feel the heat coming off his body, the tension building under his skin. God, it would’ve been so easy to drop to her knees and take him in her mouth—but not yet. This was more fun.

She’d long ago learned that most men had a secret weakness for tits like hers—real, heavy, and unapologetically on display. And Mike? Mike was clearly one of them. His cock twitched every time her nipples grazed him, his breath catching just slightly as she lingered too long on his inner thighs.

Lauren smiled faintly. She was in complete control—and she knew it.

Lauren’s towel made one final pass up Mike’s shaft. His cock twitched in response, impossibly hard now, and she leaned in close—so close her breath tickled his skin.

“I’d suck the cum right out of your balls if you asked me to,” she whispered, filthy and deliberate, her voice low and hungry. “I’d swallow it all and still want more.”

Then, just as quickly, she straightened, wiped her hands like nothing had happened, and turned toward the cooler. “Beer, anyone?”

The sudden shift in tone left Mike breathless.

Lauren popped open a couple of cans and handed them around, smiling like it was just another casual evening. But then her gaze drifted to Steve—still standing there, cock hard and glistening—and then to Lucy, who was flushed, guilty, and trying not to meet anyone’s eyes.

Lauren stepped in front of her slowly, her smile returning—but darker now, knowing.

She bent down as if she were about to kiss Lucy on the lips, close enough for their noses to almost touch, but instead she whispered, low and filthy: “That pretty mouth looks like it was made to suck Steve’s fat cock. Bet you can still taste him.”

Steve groaned under his breath. He loved it when Lauren talked like that.

Lucy’s cheeks flamed. She was too stunned to reply—her mouth slightly open, her thighs pressed together, heart pounding in her chest.

The tension broke, just slightly, as the beers were cracked open and passed around. They settled into their camp chairs in a loose circle, the fading sun casting long golden lines across the grass. The air buzzed with cicadas, but none of them spoke right away. The silence wasn’t awkward—it was charged, full of everything they weren’t saying.

Lucy sat cross-legged, sipping her beer too quickly, avoiding Steve’s eyes. Mike leaned back and tried to breathe evenly, his heart still thudding after Lauren’s whisper. Steve’s cock had finally softened, but the bulge in his shorts said it wouldn’t take much to bring it back.

Lauren looked utterly at ease, legs stretched out, chest still bare beneath her open shirt, sipping slowly, occasionally flicking her gaze between Mike and Lucy with a knowing smirk.

They talked eventually, idle things—dinner plans, how warm the night would stay—but there was an edge to it all. Like everyone knew something had shifted. Something was about to happen.

And when they finally stood to head back to the motorhome, Lucy felt her legs shake slightly—not from the beer, but from the memory of Steve’s cock in her mouth… and the sound of Lauren’s voice in her ear.


A Step Too Far?

After showering and eating, the four of them settled into the soft glow of the motorhome’s living area. The lights were dimmed, casting a warm amber hue over everything, and the quiet pulse of music played from a speaker tucked somewhere out of sight.

They each wore the short, soft robes Steve and Lauren had provided—just thick enough to cover, just thin enough to tempt. Bare legs brushed now and then as they shifted on the cushions.

Lauren had claimed the couch beside Mike tonight, her thigh pressed intimately against his. Which left Lucy next to Steve, her wine glass perched precariously on her knee as she tried not to think about the way his bare leg was so close to hers.

Conversation flowed easily, helped by the wine. They laughed, traded stories, flirted.

At one point, Lucy’s gaze drifted to the bookshelf, catching sight of a dog-eared massage book. “Did you guys actually read that?” she asked with a smile, nodding toward it.

Lauren grinned. “More than read it. We took a massage class a couple years ago.”

“She’s not bad herself,” Steve added, lifting his glass in Lauren’s direction. “But I’ve got a pretty good touch.”

Lauren leaned forward slightly, eyes twinkling. “You should let Steve give you a massage, Lucy. He’s got amazing hands.”

Before Lucy could answer, she felt Steve’s fingers at the base of her neck—strong, warm, deliberate. Her breath caught as his thumbs began working slow, circular pressure into her tense shoulders. Her robe shifted slightly, the fabric loosening as he worked, and she felt heat pooling low in her belly. His hands were skilled, confident… and they didn’t feel clinical at all.

She closed her eyes, letting her head fall forward slightly, and tried to ignore the way her nipples were tightening under the thin fabric.

The conversation lulled, the wine half-gone, and the mellow music pulsed softly in the background. Steve’s fingers moved with practiced ease across Lucy’s shoulders, his thumbs pressing into the knots along her spine through the loose folds of her robe. Lucy closed her eyes for a moment, letting the warmth of his hands melt into her skin. The robe slipped slightly as he worked, exposing more of her shoulder and the curve of her neck.

Lauren leaned in and gave a lazy grin. “You know, Steve gives a much better massage when there's a proper surface. The couch isn’t exactly ergonomic.”

She let the word hang in the air before adding, with a wicked little smirk, “The bed’s much more… effective.”

Lucy opened her eyes and met Lauren’s gaze. There was no mistaking the tone—teasing, knowing, almost daring. Lauren didn’t blink.

Steve’s fingers slowed on her shoulders. “Only if you’re comfortable,” he said, his voice low, almost gentle.

Lucy hesitated. Then she took another sip of wine, stood up slowly, and gave a small nod.

The motorhome's bedroom was dimly lit, warm with the scent of wine, fabric softener, and something darker—something unmistakably aroused. Lucy untied her robe with careful fingers and let it fall to the floor, then climbed onto the bed and lay face down, baring her back, ass, and legs to him.

Steve said nothing as he opened a drawer and retrieved a small bottle of massage oil. He poured it into his palm, warmed it with his hands, then began at the tops of her shoulders. His fingers were firm, steady, slick with oil as they glided over her skin. He worked slowly, spreading the warmth down her spine, across her shoulder blades, and then lower.

Lucy moaned softly into the pillow as his hands moved to the small of her back. The touch wasn’t sexual—yet. But it lingered just long enough to make her wonder. Then he reached her ass.

His hands molded to her curves, kneading the flesh, thumbs sliding down between her cheeks as if testing her limits. Lucy bit her lip, but didn’t stop him. Her pussy throbbed softly against the sheets.

He moved to her thighs, kneading the backs of her legs with rhythmic pressure, his thumbs sliding along the crease where thigh met ass. By the time he reached her calves, her skin was gleaming with oil, her breath shallow.

“Turn over,” Steve said softly.

She rolled onto her back, flushed and dazed, the robe gone, her breasts rising and falling with each breath. Steve resumed at her shoulders, leaning over her as he worked.

That’s when she saw it.

His cock—just inches from her face. Hanging heavy, dark, and half-hard. Uncut. The foreskin hung over the head like a curtain she wanted to peek behind. Her mouth dried as she stared. It swayed gently with each movement of his hips, and with every slow shift forward, it came closer.

She could smell him. Warm, male, clean, but earthy. Her arm moved before she realized it, reaching out, letting the thick shaft drag across her forearm. The weight of it startled her. Her fingers twitched.

Steve inhaled softly but didn’t stop. He just shifted closer, the head now just above her lips, his cock bobbing slightly with each stroke of her arm. Lucy turned her face, exhaling slowly, her lips inches away. She was trembling—not with fear, but with tension. Want. Conflict.

Then she reached up, slowly, deliberately, and wrapped her hand around the base.

It was hot, alive in her palm. She held it there for a second, just holding, as if needing to feel the truth of it. Then she slid her hand forward, gently pulling the foreskin back.

The head emerged—smooth, flushed, thick—and unlike anything she’d ever touched. Her breath came in short, shallow pulls. She didn’t know if she was about to suck it… or if she was already halfway there.

Steve’s hands moved steadily across her oiled skin, kneading her shoulders and collarbone as if nothing in the world had changed—except everything had. Lucy’s lips hovered just above the tip of his cock, her fingers wrapped gently around the thick shaft, her breath brushing the flushed, sensitive head.

It twitched in her palm.

She hesitated, eyes fixed on the soft fold of foreskin still half-draped over the tip. Then, slowly, she leaned in and pressed the tip of her tongue against it. Just a flick. A taste. Salt and warmth.

Steve’s fingers never stopped moving, but she heard the shift in his breathing. A low inhale, drawn through his nose, as though trying not to react too quickly.

Her tongue teased again, swirling softly around the crown, then dipping lower to trace the ridge where head met shaft. She couldn’t stop looking at it—how different it was from what she knew. The way the skin moved when she touched it. The slight delay before the exposed head peeked fully out again.

She licked slowly, deliberately, and then kissed the tip. A drop of clear fluid beaded at the slit, and she brushed it away with the flat of her tongue.

Steve groaned above her, his fingers now sliding down to her upper chest, kneading the tops of her breasts, thumbs grazing the soft skin just above her nipples.

Then, tentatively, Lucy wrapped her lips around the head.

Warmth bloomed in her mouth as she sucked gently. The foreskin glided back further, exposing more of him. She could feel it changing. He was still soft—thick and heavy—but she could feel the slow swell, the blood rushing in, the flesh beginning to stiffen against her tongue.

Her hands moved lower, wrapping around the base with both palms. As she began to stroke, he thickened more, her lips tightening with each inch as his cock hardened between her lips. It was like holding something alive—growing heavier, harder, hotter in real time.

Steve’s hands found her breasts fully now. He cupped them, kneading firmly, and then caught her nipples between his fingers. He rolled them slowly, then pinched, tugging just enough to make her hips jerk beneath him.

“Jesus, Lucy,” he murmured, voice thick with arousal. “You feel fucking amazing.”

She moaned around his cock—unintentionally, but helpless to stop it. The vibration made him groan again, and she felt him stiffen further, stretching her mouth as she took another inch. The foreskin was gone now, pulled fully back by her lips, exposing the glistening head as she began to suck in earnest.

She moved slowly—her lips sealing tightly, tongue swirling in slow, wet circles around the crown, then gliding along the underside. He was fully hard now, massive and pulsing in her mouth, and she could barely take half of him without gagging.

Steve shifted slightly, and his cock brushed the roof of her mouth, making her eyes flutter shut. He kept massaging her breasts, tugging her nipples harder now, almost possessively, and the tension between them thickened.

Lucy sucked deeper, letting herself sink into the rhythm. She felt hazy, drunk on the taste of him, the feel of his skin gliding against her tongue, the way his cock twitched each time she moaned.

She pulled back slowly, lips tight, until only the head remained in her mouth—then she flicked her tongue into the slit again, teasing, tasting, watching his body twitch above her.

When she finally slid him from her lips with a soft, wet pop, his cock stood fully erect in her hand—slick, swollen, and gleaming.

Her chest rose and fell, her face flushed, her nipples aching under Steve’s touch.

And in her mind, the question still pulsed—had she just crossed the line, or was she only just getting started?

“Rub your cock on my tits,” Lucy whispered, breathless, her eyes locked on the thick, glistening shaft.

Steve didn’t need asking twice. He straddled her body, kneeling above her ribs, his cock resting heavy and hard across her bare chest. Lucy let out a soft moan at the sight—God, he was huge. She could feel the heat of it against her skin, the pulse, the weight, the way it demanded her attention.

With both hands, she cupped her tits, pushing them up and around him. Her nipples were already rock hard, flushed from his earlier touch, and now they pressed against the hot, veined shaft as she closed her breasts tightly on either side of it.

Steve began to thrust, slowly at first, dragging the slick head of his cock between her oiled breasts, his foreskin gliding back and forth with every pass. The swollen head would vanish for a second, then reappear just beneath her chin, glistening with a mix of spit and massage oil.

Lucy looked down, mesmerized by the sight of her small tits wrapped tightly around that thick cock. Her nipples rubbed against the underside with each stroke, sending shivers down her spine.

She loved this.

She always had. Mike adored it, watching her use her tits like this, getting off on how proud she was of what she could do to him. It was one of the things she knew she did well—owning a cock between her breasts, watching it throb, knowing it was all for her.

But then, just as Steve groaned and pushed a little deeper into the valley of her tits, Lucy had a flash of a thought—Lauren.

Lauren, with those enormous tits.

Of course she’d done this for Steve before. Probably often. And those heavy, soft breasts could’ve swallowed this cock whole. Lucy imagined it—Lauren on her knees, her big tits engulfing this same shaft, her mouth working the head while Steve groaned like he was losing his mind.

A sharp pang of heat rose in Lucy’s chest. But instead of pulling away, she clenched her breasts tighter and angled her body up to meet his thrusts more firmly.

No way was she backing down.

She slid her hands beneath her tits and squeezed harder, letting them ripple around his cock, her nipples dragged and pressed along the sides of his shaft. The friction was incredible, her skin slick and hot, the weight of him moving easily through the press of her body.

Then, just as his cock thrust forward again, she opened her mouth.

Her lips closed around the head, and she sucked him in with a quiet, hungry moan.

She let him slide in just past her lips, tongue teasing the underside as her tits continued to hold him tight. Her arms burned from the effort, but she didn’t care—she was locked in, her mouth and breasts working in perfect rhythm.

Steve groaned loudly. “Fuck, Lucy…”

His hands moved down her body, one gliding between her thighs. She gasped around his cock as his palm pressed against her mound, his fingers seeking her heat. He found it easily—her pussy was soaked, aching, desperate. His middle finger circled her clit in slow, firm motions while his cock moved between her breasts and into her mouth in a steady, hypnotic rhythm.

Lucy moaned again, the sound vibrating through him, and Steve’s hips bucked harder.

When he slipped a finger into her pussy, she gasped—then pressed down to meet it, greedily grinding against his hand. The second finger joined quickly, and she arched her back, her tits tightening even more around his shaft.

Her hands pumped the base now, her mouth sliding up and down the head, tasting him, teasing him, determined to show him she could take as much as any woman—more, even.

Her nipples grazed the thick veins, her cunt clenched around his fingers, and in that moment, Lucy wasn’t thinking about guilt or rules or Lauren anymore.

She was thinking about how fucking good it felt to be wanted like this. How powerful. How filthy.

And how badly she wanted to make him cum. Steve’s thrusts between her tits grew faster, more urgent. His cock, slick with spit and oil, glided smoothly between Lucy’s breasts, the swollen head brushing her chin with every pass. She licked at it when she could, but her arms were aching, her chest flushed, her nipples painfully hard from the friction. He was close—she could feel it in the way his body tensed, the low groans leaking from his throat.

“Fuck,” he gasped. “I’m gonna cum all over your pretty little tits if I don’t stop.”

Then he pulled back suddenly, breath ragged, eyes glazed with lust. “Let me taste you,” he growled. “I want to eat your pussy.”

Lucy blinked, startled by how direct it was—how desperate it sounded. She didn’t hesitate.

She fell back against the pillows, her legs falling open as Steve moved down the bed in a rush. He kissed the inside of her thigh, then again, slower, closer, until his mouth hovered over her slick, pulsing cunt. Her skin was flushed, wet with sweat and arousal, her inner lips glistening and parted.

She reached down and spread herself for him, her fingers pulling the lips apart to reveal everything. Steve groaned and buried his face between her legs.

His tongue dragged up the entire length of her slit, slow and thick, tasting everything. Lucy cried out, her hips bucking into his face. He lapped again, greedily, nose pressed against her mound as he worked his tongue in deep, licking through the soft folds and into the slippery heat of her entrance.

She gasped as he sucked gently at the opening, then moved to her clit—flicking it with the tip of his tongue, then flattening it and dragging it across. When he rolled it slowly and sucked it into his mouth, Lucy's whole body jerked.

“Oh fuck… oh God,” she moaned, trembling under him.

Steve shifted slightly, his fingers sliding along her thigh, then circling around to her ass. One finger brushed over her puckered hole as his tongue kept working her clit. Lucy spread her legs even wider, gasping as he licked her again, deeper, faster, then sucked the swollen nub with slow pressure.

He pressed his nose against her, breathing her in like it was keeping him alive.

Then she felt his finger again—slick now with her own juices, dragging them from her entrance and circling her ass. He teased the tight ring, pressing gently, and Lucy let out a choked cry as he slipped the finger inside.

Her whole body clenched, hips rolling helplessly against his face as he fucked her ass with his finger and flicked his tongue across her clit. The sensations blurred together—tightness, heat, pleasure building fast and wild inside her.

Steve moaned into her pussy, and the vibration sent another shockwave through her.

His finger wiggled deeper in her ass, curling slightly, and his tongue never let up. He was relentless. Focused. As if tasting her was the only thing that could stop him from exploding. And Lucy—trembling, soaking, squirming—wasn’t about to stop him.

It built fast—too fast.

Her clit throbbed under Steve’s tongue, his finger still buried deep in her ass, his mouth locked on her like a man starved. Lucy’s hips bucked uncontrollably against his face, and suddenly, the dam burst.

She screamed.

“Fuuuck! Oh my God—suck my dirty cunt! Don’t stop—don’t you fucking stop! Yes! Lick my clit, make me cum, make me scream!”

Her thighs clamped tight around his head, her hands tearing at the sheets.

“God, yes! You love this hairy pussy, don’t you? Tongue it! Get your face all the way in—I’m soaking, I need it, fuck!”

Her voice cracked, shaking with pure desperation.

“Shit—your tongue’s gonna make me cum! I want your cock—I want it so deep—just fuck me, fill me, stretch me open!”

The pressure crested—then snapped.

Her whole body convulsed, back arching, thighs trembling, her cunt grinding into Steve’s face as the orgasm crashed over her. She cried out, loud and wild, lost in the waves of it, her chest heaving, sweat clinging to her skin.

And even as her legs finally dropped open again, her pussy still twitched, slick and swollen—utterly spent, completely used, and more alive than it had ever felt.

"You ready for my cock, honey? Ready for a good fuck?" Steve asked, his voice low and rough.

“Ohhh, damn I want it,” Lucy panted, still breathless from her orgasm. “Go easy… I think you’re too big.”

Steve grinned, positioning himself on his knees. “Then you do the pushing.”

"Let me."

Lucy sat up, eyes locked on the thick shaft standing hard between his legs. Her hand wrapped around it, and she gave it a slow, worshipful stroke. It was already slick with spit and her own arousal, glistening and ready. She reached down and rubbed the swollen head up and down her wet slit, teasing herself, circling her clit with it until she moaned again.

Her pussy was still pulsing, drenched and open.

She lay back, spreading her legs wide, then reached between them and guided the heavy cock to her entrance. Her breath caught as she pressed the head against her folds, letting it slide back and forth, parting her slowly.

She eased it in, the tip stretching her open, the foreskin gliding effortlessly as she rocked her hips into him. The pressure was deep, aching, but so good—so full. She gasped as the head finally pushed past her lips and slipped inside.

The stretch was real. The burn. The fullness.

Her hands gripped the sheets as she rocked her hips forward again, taking more of him, inch by thick inch. For a moment, a flash of memory struck her—how it had felt the first time Mike had pushed into her, the pain, the thrill, the vulnerability. But this… this was something else entirely.

She was soaked. Open. Hungry.

And she wanted every inch of Steve’s cock.

The huge, swollen head was now fully inside her. Lucy winced as her cunt stretched wide around it, her walls straining to accommodate the thick intrusion. For a heartbeat, her body resisted—but then it gave, and the rest of his shaft began to slide in.

Steve gripped the base of his cock with one hand, steadying himself as he pushed deeper, inch by thick inch. His hand bumped gently against her pussy lips with every stroke, and Lucy could feel the pressure from both inside and out. It made her shudder.

She moaned and wrapped her legs around his waist, heels digging into his back as she began to move against him, rocking faster, needier.

“Faster,” she gasped, her voice ragged with lust. “Fuck me harder. Hot damn, baby—give me all of it. I want to feel that big cock, every last inch.”

Steve growled low in his throat and let go of his grip. He drove forward with a long, full thrust that made Lucy cry out, and then began to move with purpose—deep, rhythmic strokes that filled her over and over again.

She looked down, wide-eyed, watching his thick shaft slide in and out of her soaking cunt. The way it glistened, the way her pussy clung to him with every withdrawal, made her dizzy with arousal. She could swear she felt the crown of his cock scraping deliciously along her inner walls with every stroke.

Her cunt felt stretched to its limit—stuffed, used, alive.

And she wanted more.

Lucy’s mind was spinning, overwhelmed by the stretch, the heat, the feel of Steve’s cock pounding into her drenched cunt. And yet—somehow—it still wasn’t enough.

God, if only he had two cocks. One to keep driving deep inside her, and another to shove down her throat while she choked and moaned. The thought made her pussy clench hard around him.

“Suck my tits,” she gasped. “Bite them. Ram your cock into me and suck my fucking tits. I want to fuck harder!”

Steve didn’t hesitate. He bent forward, catching one of her nipples in his mouth, sucking hard as his hips snapped against hers with punishing thrusts. Lucy arched her back, moaning loudly, pressing her tits up into his mouth, needing more. She grabbed them both in her hands, squeezing and offering them to him, desperate for his teeth, his tongue—anything.

He growled against her skin and bit down, just enough to make her cry out. Then he sucked again, pulling her nipple deep between his lips, tongue flicking over the swollen tip before biting down harder.

His cock drove into her without pause, filling her again and again, hitting deep and fast. She could feel every ridge, every bulging vein scraping against her slick walls. Her pussy gripped him like a fist, greedy and tight, milking the shaft with every thrust.

She pumped her hips wildly, meeting him stroke for stroke, her breath coming in sharp, filthy gasps.

“Fuck! All the way in—yes! Stretch me! Slam it into my sloppy cunt, Steve!”

His balls slapped against her ass with every stroke, heavy and wet. The sound filled the room, joined by the squelch of her soaked pussy and the ragged chorus of their moans.

Her tits were on fire—bitten, sucked, stretched—and she loved it.

And through it all, her mind still burned with the image of what she really wanted… his cock in her cunt and in her mouth, both at once, choking and fucking and owning every inch of her.

Lucy reached down between their bodies, her fingers finding her clit instantly. She rubbed it hard, desperate, her movements frantic and sloppy as the pleasure swelled to unbearable levels. Her pussy was drenched, slick and open, and she could hear the obscene, wet squelch with every thrust of Steve’s cock. The sound of it made her even hotter—like her body was giving up everything for him.

Each time he slammed into her, her juices were forced out in a gush, trickling down between her cheeks and soaking the sheets beneath her.

“Harder, baby—fuck, harder!” she cried out. “Fuck me like an animal! I want to cum—I need it! I want to feel your cum inside me! Tell me when you’re close, Steve—tell me!”

Steve groaned, his rhythm faltering as her pussy clamped down on him. “Ohhh fuck, I’m getting close, hon. You’re gonna make me blow any second. Jesus—your pussy’s so fucking hot and tight…”

His voice was ragged, raw with tension. His balls tightened, drawn up close, ready to unload. His cock throbbed deep inside her, every vein swelling, the head growing even more sensitive as the pressure built in his spine.

They were seconds away—both of them. And Lucy wanted it all.

“Ohhhh… nowww,” he groaned, voice breaking. “I’m cumming nowww… ahhhh—Lucy!”

His whole body tensed. His cock pulsed deep inside her, thick and throbbing, and then it erupted—hot, heavy spurts filling her cunt as he let go completely. He groaned again, louder, hips jerking with each pulse as his cum poured into her, mixing with the slick flood already spilling out.

Lucy cried out as she came with him, her body arching, muscles clenching, pussy fluttering around his cock like it was trying to pull every drop from him.

They came together, loud and breathless, a wet, pulsing, frenzied tangle of bodies and sweat and lust—everything raw and shameless between them.

Steve collapsed gently on top of her, his body warm and slick with sweat. His cock was still buried deep inside her soaked pussy, slowly softening, but she didn’t want him to move. Even soft, it filled her in a way that felt satisfying—comforting, almost. She could feel every shift of it as their bodies pressed together, her cunt still fluttering around the fading thickness.

Then she kissed him.

It was the first time. After all the wild, filthy things they’d done, this was the first kiss—and it was soft, warm, almost shy. Her arms wrapped around his back, holding him close as their chests rose and fell together.

“Oh damn,” she murmured against his mouth. “That was… so good. Do you think Lauren let Mike fuck her too? I hope so.”

Steve grinned, still catching his breath. “I’d be surprised if she didn’t.”

He leaned back just enough to look her in the eye, still nestled deep inside her.

“Why don’t we go take a peek?”

Steve knew exactly what would happen the moment he and Lucy left the room. Lauren didn’t waste time when she wanted something—and she wanted Mike. He could already picture it: the way she'd use her body to draw him in, the way her robe would just happen to fall open.

And sure enough, as they headed quietly down the hall toward the bedroom, Lauren stood and stretched, loosening the tie of her robe with a slow, deliberate tug. The silky fabric slipped open, revealing the full swell of her enormous breasts, bare and heavy, nipples already hard.

Mike turned toward her—and froze.

His eyes widened, jaw slack as he took in the sight of those incredible tits. The robe he wore shifted, and a second later his cock sprang upward, rising stiff and proud, straining against the fabric.

Lauren just smiled, letting the robe slip a little more off her shoulders.

She had him.

“Mike,” Lauren purred, her eyes glinting with amusement, “there you go flattering me again. I’ve never met a guy who gets hard that fast. Tell me—am I really that irresistible, or are you just walking around like this all the time?”

“It’s definitely you,” Mike laughed, his voice low and eager as he reached out and cupped one of her heavy breasts, his thumb brushing over the already-tight nipple. “No way I could fake this.”

Lauren smiled slowly, loving the way he touched her—bold and hungry. Just the way she liked it.

Lauren wrapped an arm around Mike’s neck and pulled him in for a deep, hungry kiss. Her tongue slid into his mouth and he sucked on it eagerly, groaning as her hand guided him closer. His palm was already full of her breast, firm and weighty, her nipple hardening against his touch.

She grinned against his lips, then pushed his head downward, guiding his mouth to the curve of her bare chest.

“Go on, baby,” she whispered. “Let’s not pretend. You’ve been dying to get your mouth on these big tits since the moment you saw them.”

Mike moaned and buried his face between them, lips latching onto one thick nipple. His tongue worked in slow circles while his hand claimed the other breast, squeezing and kneading it like he couldn’t get enough.

Lauren lay back on the couch, bringing him with her, his mouth still locked to her skin. She ran her fingers through his hair, tugging just enough to steer him where she wanted. “Yeah, that’s it,” she purred. “Suck them good. You love big tits, don’t you? My tits. Not those cute little perky things Lucy has.”

Mike hesitated for half a second, then groaned, voice muffled against her chest. “Yeah… fuck. I love yours. They’re unreal.”

Lauren smirked. “Say it again.”

“I love your tits,” he said, louder now, lips gliding from one swollen nipple to the other. “They’re fucking incredible.”

He took one in both hands, trying to pull the thick areola into his mouth, jaw open wide to suck as much of her as he could. Her breasts were even better than he’d imagined—soft, heavy, overflowing his grip—and the more he worshipped them, the more she purred, her fingers tangled in his hair as she held him tight to her chest.

Lauren's pussy was hot, her juices were flowing. She rubbed her shaved twat against Mike as her knobs tingled at his sucking. Her pussy was begging for attention. Lauren pushed Mike's head down directing him to her slick slit.

Lauren grabbed a fistful of Mike’s hair and pulled his face down her body, her thighs falling open without hesitation. Her skin was warm and flushed, her pussy glistening, smooth, and bare.

“C’mon, baby,” she said, her voice dripping with dominance. “It’s time this shaved cunt got some love.”

Mike groaned in agreement as she guided his mouth lower. It had been years—years—since he’d licked a completely shaved pussy. Before Lucy, there had been a few girls, wild nights, smooth skin under his tongue. But nothing like this. Nothing like Lauren.

She was soft and slick, her outer lips full and heavy, parting slightly as he dragged his tongue up the length of her slit. She smelled incredible—part perfume, part pure, raw arousal. He paused, staring at the deep pink of her folds, the way her hole flexed like it was calling to him.

Lauren didn’t let him linger.

“Don’t just admire it,” she growled. “Get in there. Lick it.”

He obeyed instantly, diving in, tongue sliding between her folds and into her cunt. Her heat flooded his mouth, and he moaned as he tasted her—wet, warm, and so goddamn eager. He worked his tongue deep, then drew it slowly back up to swirl over her clit.

“You missed this, didn’t you?” Lauren hissed, tightening her grip on his hair. “Not like your wife’s little tuft. This shaved pussy’s all yours now. Say it.”

Mike’s breath caught. He pulled back just long enough to whisper, “Fuck… I did. It’s so smooth. I love it.”

She smirked and pushed his face back down. “Then suck it like you mean it.”

He latched onto her clit, licking and sucking, wrapping his lips around the swollen nub as his fingers slid into her dripping hole. Lauren gasped, hips jerking up into his face, legs tightening around him.

“Tongue-fuck me. Rub that clit. Ohhh yes, baby, just like that,” she moaned. “You’re gonna make me cum all over your face, you dirty little fucker.”

Mike kept going, tongue and fingers working in perfect rhythm, overwhelmed by the taste, the smell, the sheer force of Lauren’s pleasure.

And she wasn’t quiet about it. She moaned loudly, grinding against him, telling him exactly how to please her—and making sure he knew just how much better he was doing now that he’d remembered what a truly shaved, hungry pussy felt like against his tongue.

“Ohhh yes,” Lauren moaned, hips grinding into Mike’s mouth, her voice rising fast. “Right there—right fucking there, baby. You’ve got my spot. Don’t stop… I’m gonna cum…”

Mike didn’t let up. His tongue worked relentlessly, flicking and swirling over her clit in tight, steady circles, his lips sucking the swollen nub while his fingers pushed deep into her slick, pulsing cunt. The taste of her filled his mouth—hot, salty, unmistakably hers—and he loved it. Worshipped it.

He was soaked in her now. His cheeks, his chin, his nose—every part of his face was slick with her arousal.

Lauren’s thighs clamped tight around his head, her moans breaking into desperate gasps as her orgasm crashed over her. She pulled him in harder, practically smothering him in her cunt, grinding herself against his face until her whole body shook.

“Fuck yes, yes—eat me, eat me, eat me,” she cried out, dragging her nails down his back as her hips bucked and trembled.

Finally, she let out a broken gasp and loosened her grip, pulling his soaked face up from between her thighs. Her eyes were wild with lust. She grabbed his hair and dragged his mouth to hers, kissing him hard, licking her own juices off his face like she was starving for them. Her tongue slid over his lips, into his mouth, tasting herself as she devoured him.

Her legs wrapped tightly around his waist, her cunt rubbing wet and hot against the length of his cock. She ground up against him, rolling her hips, her slick folds teasing the underside of his shaft. Her heavy tits pressed against his chest, nipples hard and dragging across his skin.

“C’mon, baby,” she whispered, voice dark and breathless, “get that cock in me. I want to feel it.”

Her hand slipped between them, wrapping around his cock, stroking it with purpose. “Mmm… hard as a rock. Just the way I like it.”

She looked him in the eye, lips parted, voice wicked.

“Tell me you’re gonna fuck me like you’ve been dreaming about it.”

Mike groaned, body tense with need. “Jesus, Lauren… you’re the hottest woman I’ve ever met. I wanted to fuck you from the second I laid eyes on you.”

Her smile widened.

“Then show me.”

Lauren gripped Mike’s cock and guided it to her slick opening, her eyes locked on his as she pulled him forward with her legs. Her cunt swallowed the head instantly—wet, hot, and unbelievably tight.

Mike gasped, eyes flying wide. “Fuck… Lauren… Jesus Christ.”

It was like nothing he’d ever felt before. Her pussy gripped him like a velvet vice, every inch of her clutching and pulsing around him as he pushed deeper. For a split second, his mind reeled—how the hell was she this tight? She fucked Steve all the time, and Steve was huge—bigger than him by far. How could she still feel like this?

But the thought vanished as soon as he looked down and saw her tits—massive, perfect, bouncing with every thrust. That was all it took to snap him back into the moment.

He started thrusting hard and fast, his body taking over, hips slamming into hers with hungry rhythm. Her legs locked around his waist, pulling him in deeper, urging him to give her everything.

Lauren groaned and flexed her inner muscles, gripping his cock even tighter. He nearly lost it right then.

“Fuck, Lauren… you’re so tight… it’s insane…”

She just smiled, dragging his mouth back to hers, kissing him deep, messy, tongue tangling with his as her pussy milked him on every stroke. She sucked his tongue into her mouth and moaned, biting his lower lip as he drove into her again.

Her tits pressed against his chest, slick with sweat, her nipples dragging across his skin. Every time he pulled back and slammed forward, they bounced beautifully—soft and heavy and hypnotic. He couldn't stop watching them.

Lauren shifted her hips beneath him, grinding against his cock with every thrust, angling her body to meet him perfectly. She tilted her head back, breathless, and then pulled him upright just enough to reach his chest. Her mouth latched onto his nipple, sucking hard, tongue swirling around the sensitive skin as he groaned and pumped even harder.

Her bare pussy slapped against his pelvis, grinding against his balls as she met each stroke with feral precision.

He was close—so close—and Lauren wasn’t about to let him slow down.

“C’mon, baby,” Lauren gasped, her voice low and raw. “Fuck me hard. Jam that thick cock all the way in. You know I love it like that.”

Mike didn’t need telling twice. He drove into her harder, faster, his hips slamming against hers with animal urgency. Her cunt was unreal—hot, soaked, and gripping him so tightly it felt like she was trying to drag the orgasm right out of his body. Every thrust was met with a wet, obscene slap, the sound of his cock pounding into her echoing through the room.

Her pussy felt like it had a mind of its own—clenching, pulling, sucking him in with every thrust. The friction was perfect. Smooth. Wet. Tight enough to make his toes curl.

“Fuck,” he groaned, sweat dripping from his forehead as he drove into her again. “You feel… so fucking good…”

He could feel his balls tightening, slapping against her with every stroke. Each time he buried himself to the hilt, the pressure was so intense it felt like even his balls might slip into her. The tension spiraled—too much, too fast—and Lauren only made it worse with her voice, her words, her filthy, perfect body writhing under him.

“Yeah, baby,” she moaned, fingers clawing at his back. “I can feel how close you are. Your cock’s throbbing inside me. Don’t hold back. I want all of it. I want that big, hot load deep in my pussy.”

Her words pushed him right to the edge.

“Aaaaah, Lauren—fuck—I’m gonna cum… I’m cumming, I’m—”

“Do it,” she growled. “Let it go, baby. Shoot that big load in me. Fill my pussy. I want to feel your cum leaking out of me when you pull out.”

That was it.

Mike slammed forward one final time, buried deep, and exploded. His entire body went rigid as wave after wave of thick, hot cum flooded into her. He groaned so loudly it was almost a roar, gripping her hips like he was trying to hold onto reality as she milked every last drop from him.

And still, her pussy kept pulsing around him—tight, wet, greedy—refusing to let him go.

Lauren wrapped her legs around him tighter, whispering filth into his ear as his body convulsed above her.

“Goddamn,” he panted, breathless, stunned, “you’re… fucking incredible…”

Lauren just smirked, still grinding gently against him, her cunt slick with their mixed cum, still twitching around his cock. “Told you,” she whispered. “You’ll never forget fucking me.”

Steve’s voice cut through the quiet haze of afterglow. “Well,” he said with a grin, “looks like everyone had a very good time.”

Lauren released Mike from her leg lock with a slow, satisfied stretch, and Lucy hurried to his side, her face glowing, eyes wide with curiosity and delight.

“Oh Mikey,” she whispered, kissing his shoulder. “That was… amazing. Did you like it? Did you really fuck Lauren?”

Mike smiled, still flushed. “Uh huh. And I guess you finally got your hands on a real eight-inch cock.”

Lucy laughed, biting her lip. “Mmm… I did. But I still like yours best.”

Steve chuckled and clapped his hands together. “Alright, lovebirds. I say we all grab a shower and find something to eat. Lauren and I have an early start tomorrow.”

The four of them cleaned up together—playful, intimate, no awkwardness left between them. Over food and soft conversation, the mood mellowed into something affectionate and quietly exciting.

There were hugs, kisses, and lingering touches as Mike and Lucy said goodbye to their new friends. Plans were already in motion—another dinner in a few weeks, and the promise of something more.

Steve and Lauren had someone they wanted them to meet. Another couple.

And Mike and Lucy were ready.


Epilogue

Six months later

Lucy was on her knees, her bare ass swaying, her arms braced against the edge of the mattress as Steve drove into her from behind. Her hair clung to her back with sweat, her mouth open in a silent scream, eyes glassy with pleasure. She was cumming again—hard, wet, uncontrollably—as Steve’s thick cock hammered into her soaked, stretched pussy.

Just a few feet away, Mike sat in an armchair, completely still except for the slow curl of a smile spreading across his face. He glanced down.

Chloe was on her knees in front of him—short, curvy, her pale skin adorned with vivid tattoos that danced with every movement. Her red hair was a wild halo around her face as she sucked his cock with deep, hungry strokes, her tongue curling around the head with practiced filth. She was relentless, one hand stroking his shaft while the other massaged his balls, milking him gently as if she already knew exactly how he liked it.

She was one half of the couple Steve and Lauren had introduced them to months ago. And now, she was part of their life.

Mike let his head roll back, catching a breath—but then looked up again.

Across the room, Lauren was on her knees too, between the thick thighs of a tall, muscular Black man named Chris. His cock was enormous, slick with spit, and Lauren was working it like it was her calling. Her lips stretched wide, her jaw tense, eyes locked up at him as she took him deep, again and again, shameless and radiant with purpose.

It was everything.

Mike exhaled slowly, his cock twitching in Chloe’s mouth, his chest still heaving from the last orgasm he’d barely recovered from. He watched Lucy’s hips slam back into Steve’s thighs, the sound of skin on skin loud and rhythmic. The way her body moved, the way she needed it—it was beautiful. Wild. Almost unreal.

And then—

Lucy screamed.

“Oh fuuuuuck—Steve! Fuck! Your cock—oh God—it’s in my fucking guts! I’m fucking cumming, you’re tearing my filthy cunt open! I’m gonna—ohhh—fuck, Steve—don’t stop, wreck me, ruin this dripping little whore hole!”

Her voice shattered the moment, pure filth, so raw it was almost unhinged.

Mike just laughed softly, Chloe’s lips still wrapped around his cock, the air thick with sweat and sex and something else: contentment.

He leaned his head back, smiled again.

This was their life now.

And it was perfect.


Books By This Author

Shared in Sin City: A Couple's Journey

As Lucy looked out of the rented Mustang's windows, she saw that famous sign: Welcome to Las Vegas. She knew the weekend was going to be fun—who has a dull time in Vegas, right?

In fact, she’d been planning to make this trip a little wilder than usual for her and Chris. But as she glanced at her husband in the driver’s seat, she could never have known how the weekend—and their lives—would end up taking such a dramatic turn.

She had no idea they were about to meet James and Emily, and that a chance encounter was all it would take to change everything.

Chris never would have imagined he’d find himself sitting there, watching his wife on her knees, pleasuring another man—his mind screaming stop, but his body begging don’t you dare stop.

Of course, that might have had something to do with Emily’s head bobbing up and down in his lap.

A couple of wives sharing drinks in Vegas and giving each other’s husbands a quick blowjob? That’s one thing. But watching your wife naked, surrounded by strangers, stretched out by a random guy’s massive cock? That’s a completely different ball game. And for whatever reason, James seems perfectly happy to watch Emily in that position.

But not Lucy. She wouldn’t go that far. Would she?

The sign might say Welcome to Las Vegas, but it really should say Welcome to Sin City.

Shared in Public: An Ordinary Couple's Journey Into Swinging and Submission

When Beth and Steve stepped out of the car to greet Beth’s old friend Chloe and her husband Rich, they had no idea just how far things would go.

Sure, if you had told Beth she’d get drunk and give Steve a blowjob while Chloe and Rich watched, she might have believed you. If you said the two girls would be bent over separate loungers, their husbands eagerly taking them from behind, she might have believed that too.

But if you told her that, in just three days, she’d be stripped naked, dripping with another man’s cum, and about to sit on her own husband’s face—she would have laughed in your face.

Then Chloe dropped the hand grenade.

Over drinks that first night, she casually announced how Rich had discovered his love for submission—how much he enjoyed giving up control with her. The sparkle in her eye was impossible to ignore. So was Rich’s massive erection.

And before Beth knew it, her own body betrayed her. The heat between her thighs, the pulse of something forbidden curling deep inside her—it was undeniable.

The seed was planted.

But surely Steve wouldn’t be interested.

Surely Steve wasn’t the submissive type… was he?

Swap: A Ski Trip With A Difference

Even a week ago, I never would have imagined this could have happened. Looking up and watching my wife's head bobbing up and down in my friend's lap. Well, actually that part I could imagine, we've played a little bit before.

But what I couldn't have imagined was Emma, on her knees in front of me, doing the same. Shy, innocent Emma. I never had the slightest idea she had it in her!

Although it's fair to say she definitely has it in her now!

But there's a final step or two, and I don't just want to enjoy Emma, I want to watch my wife enjoy her too. There's only one question left to answer. Was it really fear in her eyes the moment Lucy's mouth moved in to kiss her?

Okay, it was definitely fear, I won't lie. She was terrified, shaking, breathing fast, almost in shock. But the rock hard nipples were another part of the same story. The fear might have been fear she was about to enjoy it!

Nothing could have prepared either of them for this, but then again, what can ever prepare a married couple for their introduction into the world of swinging?
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