
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Lake’s Tempting Shores

The Sierra Nevada mountains were a goddamn paradise in the summer—jagged peaks clawing at the sky, air so crisp it stung your lungs, and lakes that shimmered like liquid sapphires under the sun. I’d turned 20 a couple months back, and after a brutal semester of college—too much calculus and not enough pussy—I needed to get the fuck out of the city. My buddy’s family had a cabin up near Lake Tahoe, a rickety old place with peeling paint and a porch that creaked like it was begging to collapse, but it was free and it was mine for the weekend. I packed a bag, threw some beers in a cooler, and hauled ass up the winding roads, windows down, the pine-scented wind blasting my face.

It was late afternoon when I got there, the sun still high but starting to dip, casting long shadows over the water. The lake was a beauty—crystal clear, edged with rocky beaches and thick stands of evergreens that made it feel like the rest of the world didn’t exist. I dumped my shit in the cabin, cracked a beer, and decided to stretch my legs with a walk along the shore. No plan, no bullshit—just me, the crunch of gravel under my sneakers, and the lazy lap of waves against the rocks. I wasn’t looking for trouble, but trouble has a way of finding me, and this time it came in the form of two naked chicks who didn’t give a fuck about who might be watching.

The trail I picked wound along the western edge of the lake, a narrow dirt path that hugged the shoreline, ducking under low-hanging branches and skirting boulders big enough to crush a car. I’d been walking maybe twenty minutes, sipping my beer, letting the quiet sink into me, when I heard it—laughter, sharp and wild, cutting through the stillness like a blade. It wasn’t the fake giggle you get from girls trying to impress you at a bar; this was raw, unrestrained, the kind of sound that makes your dick twitch before your brain catches up. I slowed my pace, peering through the trees, and that’s when I saw them.

The path opened up to a small cove, a crescent of pebbled beach tucked between a rocky outcrop and a thick wall of pines. The water there was calm, a perfect mirror for the sky turning gold and pink, and in the middle of it were two girls, stark naked, splashing around like they owned the fucking place. I stopped dead, half-hidden by a scrubby bush, my beer dangling forgotten in my hand. They were maybe thirty yards out, waist-deep in the lake, and even from that distance, I could tell they were hot as hell—lean, tanned bodies, hair plastered wet to their shoulders, tits bouncing as they dunked each other and laughed.

One of them was blonde, her hair a bright tangle that caught the sunlight, her skin golden like she’d spent all summer baking on this beach. She had a tight, athletic build—long legs, a firm ass that flexed when she moved, and tits that sat high and perky, nipples dark and stiff from the cold water. The other was a brunette, shorter but curvier, with hips that flared out and a rack that looked heavy, swaying as she waded through the shallows. Her skin was paler, freckles dusting her shoulders, and her bush was a dark shadow between her thighs, untrimmed and wild. They were fucking gorgeous, and they didn’t have a stitch of clothing between them—just bare skin, water, and that devil-may-care vibe that made my shorts feel tighter by the second.

I should’ve kept walking. Should’ve turned my ass around and minded my own business. But my feet wouldn’t move, and my cock was already half-hard, pressing against my boxers like it had a mind of its own. They hadn’t seen me yet—or so I thought. The blonde ducked under the water, popping up a second later with a splash that sent droplets flying, and the brunette retaliated, shoving her back down with a cackle. Their voices carried over the lake, crude and playful—“Fuck you, you’re going down!” and “Eat shit, I’m the queen of this lake!”—and I couldn’t help but grin. These weren’t prissy little sorority girls; they were rough around the edges, the kind who’d punch you in the arm and then fuck you senseless.

I shifted behind the bush, trying to adjust my dick without dropping my beer, when the brunette turned her head, mid-laugh, and her eyes locked onto mine. My stomach dropped—busted, no question. I braced for a scream, a curse, something to send me scrambling back to the cabin with my tail between my legs. But she didn’t flinch. Instead, her lips curled into a slow, wicked smirk, and she nudged the blonde, who whipped around to look too. The blonde’s eyes widened for a split second, then narrowed, a grin spreading across her face that was equal parts trouble and invitation.

“Well, fuck me,” the brunette called out, her voice loud enough to bounce off the rocks. “We’ve got a peeping Tom over there.” She didn’t cover up, didn’t even try—just stood there, hands on her hips, water lapping at her waist, her tits glistening like some goddamn siren. The blonde laughed, a throaty sound that hit me right in the balls, and waded closer to shore, her pussy breaking the surface, blonde curls dripping wet between her thighs.

“You gonna just stand there gawking, or you got the balls to come say hi?” the blonde shouted, planting her feet on the pebbled bottom, her body fully exposed now—legs spread, cunt on display, tits swaying as she shook the water from her hair. My mouth went dry, beer forgotten, and I realized I was fucked—not in the good way yet, but definitely in over my head. They weren’t pissed; they were playing with me, daring me, and my dick was screaming to take the bait.

I stepped out from behind the bush, trying to play it cool even though my heart was hammering and my shorts were tenting like a circus big top. “Didn’t mean to crash your party,” I said, voice rougher than I meant it to be, holding up my beer like it was some kind of peace offering. “Just taking a walk.”

“Bullshit,” the brunette shot back, wading toward me now, her hips swaying, water streaming down her curves. “You’ve been staring at our asses for five minutes. Don’t lie—you’re hard as a rock, aren’t you?” She stopped a few feet from shore, close enough that I could see the freckles on her chest, the way her nipples puckered tighter in the evening air. The blonde joined her, standing shoulder-to-shoulder, both of them smirking like they’d just caught dinner and were deciding how to cook it.

I swallowed hard, my cock throbbing, and took a swig of beer to buy time. “Can’t blame a guy for appreciating the view,” I said, grinning back, figuring I might as well lean into it. “You two always skinny dip out here, or is this a special occasion?”

“Depends on who’s watching,” the blonde said, tilting her head, her eyes dropping to my crotch with no shame. “I’m Callie. That’s Brooke.” She nodded at the brunette, who gave me a mock salute, water dripping from her fingers. “You got a name, perv, or should we just call you Hard-On?”

“Jake,” I said, stepping closer to the water’s edge, the pebbles crunching under my sneakers. “And yeah, I’m hard. You’re fucking naked—what do you expect?” That got a laugh out of them, loud and dirty, and I felt the tension shift—not away, but into something hotter, heavier.

Brooke waded closer, stopping just out of reach, her tits bobbing at the waterline. “You’re cocky for a guy who’s about to get more than he bargained for,” she said, her smirk widening. “You ever skinny dipped with strangers, Jake?”

“Not yet,” I shot back, my pulse kicking up a notch. Callie giggled, splashing water at me, the droplets hitting my legs, and I knew right then this wasn’t ending with a polite chat. They were testing me, pushing me, and I was dumb enough—or horny enough—to bite.

Their clothes were piled on a rock nearby—jeans, T-shirts, a couple of crumpled bras and panties—and I realized they’d planned this, or at least didn’t give a shit if someone stumbled across them. The lake was quiet now, no one else around, just the three of us and the fading light, the air humming with something wild and unspoken. My beer was warm in my hand, my dick was straining against my boxers, and these two naked chicks were staring me down like they’d already decided how this night was gonna go.

“Drop the shorts, Jake,” Callie said, her voice a dare, her eyes locked on mine. “Let’s see if you’ve got the guts to join us.” Brooke nodded, crossing her arms under her tits, pushing them up higher, and I knew I was fucked—in the best way possible. The Sierra lake


Chapter 2: Skinny Dipping Turns Into a Wet Fuck Frenzy

The Sierra lake shimmered under the dying light, a perfect mirror of the sky’s gold and pink streaks, but my eyes were locked on Callie and Brooke, two naked goddesses daring me to join their little aquatic playground. My cock was already a steel rod in my boxers, my pulse hammering in my ears, and their smirks—Callie’s playful, Brooke’s wicked—were like gasoline on a fire I didn’t even try to put out. “Drop the shorts, Jake,” Callie had said, her voice dripping with challenge, and I wasn’t about to back down. Not with those tits staring me down, not with Brooke’s bush glinting wet between her thighs, and sure as hell not with my dick begging to be part of whatever these bitches had in mind.

I set my beer on a rock, the warm can clinking against the stone, and kicked off my sneakers, the pebbles biting into my bare feet. My T-shirt went next, yanked over my head and tossed onto their pile of clothes—jeans, bras, panties all crumpled together like a roadmap to this moment. I hooked my thumbs into my boxers, feeling their eyes on me, hot and heavy, and shoved them down in one quick move. My cock sprang free, hard as fuck, the tip already slick with precum, and I caught their reactions—Callie’s grin widening, Brooke’s tongue darting out to lick her lips. “Not bad, perv,” Brooke said, her voice rough, and I smirked, stepping out of the fabric pooled at my ankles.

The water was cold as I waded in, a sharp slap against my calves, then my thighs, but it did jack shit to cool the heat pumping through me. The girls watched, Callie splashing closer, her blonde hair plastered to her shoulders, tits bouncing with every step. Brooke stayed put, hands on her hips, water lapping at her waist, her freckled chest glistening like some filthy postcard. I hit waist-deep, the lake swallowing my balls, and Callie reached me first, her fingers brushing my arm, light but deliberate. “Took you long enough,” she teased, her voice low, and before I could answer, she grabbed my hand and yanked me deeper, the water climbing to my chest.

Brooke closed in from the side, her curvy frame cutting through the ripples, and I felt her hand graze my hip under the surface, a slow slide that sent a jolt straight to my dick. “You’re in our territory now, Jake,” she said, her breath hot against my ear, and I turned to face her, catching the glint in her eyes—pure, unfiltered lust. The cold water lapped at my skin, but their bodies were warm, pressing closer, and I knew this wasn’t just skinny dipping anymore. My cock throbbed, brushing against Callie’s thigh as she shifted, and she laughed, a throaty sound that hit me like a punch.

“Fuck, you’re hard already,” Callie said, her hand dipping below the water, fingers wrapping around my shaft with a grip that made me groan. She stroked me once, slow and firm, her thumb swiping over the head, smearing the precum through the lake’s chill. Brooke didn’t miss a beat, her hand sliding up my chest, nails scraping my nipples, and she leaned in, biting my shoulder hard enough to sting. “Let’s see how long you last with us,” she muttered, her tongue flicking out to lick the mark she’d left, and I was done playing coy.

I grabbed Callie’s ass, my hands sinking into her firm cheeks, pulling her against me so my cock pressed into her stomach, the water sloshing around us. She moaned, soft and dirty, and tilted her head back, giving me a clear shot at her neck. I went for it, sucking the wet skin just below her jaw, tasting the lake and her sweat, my teeth grazing her pulse. Brooke moved behind me, her tits smashing into my back, nipples hard as pebbles against my spine, and her hands roamed lower, cupping my balls under the water, rolling them in her palms with a pressure that made my knees buckle.

“Shit,” I hissed, my voice rough, and Callie laughed again, her hand pumping my dick faster, the water rippling with every stroke. “You like that, huh?” she taunted, her free hand grabbing my hair, yanking my head back so she could kiss me—hard, messy, her tongue shoving into my mouth like she owned it. I kissed her back, all teeth and desperation, my hands squeezing her ass tighter, fingers slipping between her cheeks to tease her crack. She groaned into my mouth, her pussy brushing my thigh as she rocked against me, the heat of her cunt cutting through the cold water like a fucking beacon.

Brooke wasn’t idle. Her fingers slid from my balls to my ass, circling my hole with a wet, slippery touch, and I tensed, caught between Callie’s fist on my cock and Brooke’s probing at my back door. “Relax, perv,” Brooke whispered, her voice a growl, and she pushed a finger in, slow but relentless, stretching me as the water lapped around us. I grunted, the burn sharp and raw, but it flipped into something hotter, dirtier, my dick twitching in Callie’s grip. She pulled back from the kiss, smirking, her lips swollen and wet. “He’s gonna blow already,” she said to Brooke, who chuckled, her finger curling inside me, hitting that spot that made my vision blur.

“Not yet,” I managed, voice strained, and I spun Callie around, shoving her forward so she bent at the waist, her ass breaking the surface, water streaming down her cheeks. I grabbed my cock, guiding it to her pussy, the head brushing her slick lips, and thrust in, hard and deep, her cunt swallowing me whole. She screamed, a wild, echoing sound that bounced off the rocks, and I fucked her, the water splashing around my thighs, my balls slapping her ass with every slam. Brooke kept her finger in my ass, matching my rhythm, fucking me as I fucked Callie, her tits pressed into my back, her breath hot on my neck.

Callie’s pussy clenched around me, tight and hot, her moans turning into curses—“Fuck, yes, harder!”—and I gave it to her, my hands gripping her hips, nails digging into her skin. Brooke added a second finger, stretching me wider, the pressure building in my balls as she twisted and thrust, her free hand reaching around to pinch my nipple, sharp and brutal. The lake rocked with us, waves slapping the shore, and I felt Callie’s walls pulse, her orgasm hitting with a flood of heat that soaked my cock, her screams ringing in my ears.

I wasn’t far behind, my dick throbbing, balls tight, and Brooke’s fingers pushed me over. “Cum, you little shit,” she growled, and I did, slamming into Callie one last time, unloading deep inside her, thick spurts that mixed with her juices, leaking out into the water as I groaned, my whole body shaking. Brooke pulled her fingers out, leaving me gaping, and Callie straightened, turning to kiss me again, slow and filthy, her tongue tasting her own cum on my lips.

We stood there, panting, water dripping from our bodies, my cock still twitching, their hands still roaming—Callie’s on my chest, Brooke’s on my ass. The Sierra night closed in, the lake quiet again, but the air between us buzzed with something unfinished. “Not bad for a first dip,” Brooke said, smirking, and Callie nodded, her eyes glinting. “Stick around, Jake. We’ve got all weekend to fuck you stupid.” I grinned, knowing I’d just stepped into a shitstorm of pleasure I wouldn’t walk away from—not that I wanted to. The lake stretched out behind us, serene and oblivious, but this cove was ours now, and I was ready to drown in it.

The Sierra lake was a glassy abyss around us, the water lapping at our naked bodies as the last of the sun’s gold bled into the horizon, leaving the cove bathed in a twilight glow that turned Callie and Brooke into fucking goddesses of sin. My cock was still buried in Callie’s pussy, her walls pulsing around me from her orgasm, my cum leaking out in thick, creamy strands that swirled into the cold lake water. Brooke’s fingers had just slipped from my ass, leaving me raw and gaping, a delicious ache that throbbed in time with my heartbeat. Their breaths were hot against my skin, Callie’s lips swollen from our kiss, Brooke’s tits pressed into my back like twin furnaces, and I knew this wasn’t the end—it was the goddamn beginning of a fuck frenzy that’d burn this night into my bones.

Callie pulled off my cock with a wet, sloppy sound, her pussy lips glistening as she turned to face me, water streaming down her tanned curves, her blonde hair plastered to her neck like a wet halo. “You’re not done, perv,” she said, her voice a husky growl, and she grabbed my shoulders, shoving me backward until I stumbled, the water splashing up my thighs. Brooke caught me from behind, her hands clamping onto my hips, nails digging into my flesh, and she spun me around, her freckled tits bouncing as she shoved me toward a flat boulder jutting out of the shallows. “Bend over, Jake,” she ordered, her tone sharp, and I obeyed, planting my hands on the rock, the cold, gritty surface biting into my palms as I stuck my ass out, water dripping from my balls.

The air was thick with the scent of pine, lake water, and sex—musky, tangy, a raw cocktail that hit my nose as Brooke knelt behind me, her breath hot on my crack. She spread my cheeks wide, her fingers slick with lake water and her own spit, and I felt her tongue—wet, searing—lick a slow, deliberate stripe from my balls to my hole. “Fuck,” I groaned, my voice echoing off the rocks, and she didn’t tease—she plunged in, her tongue spearing into my ass, fucking me with hard, sloppy thrusts that sent shivers up my spine. The sensation was electric, her spit mixing with the water, dripping down my thighs, the rough scrape of her teeth grazing my rim as she ate me out like a starving bitch.

Callie wasn’t idle. She waded to my front, her tits swaying, nipples stiff and dark against her golden skin, and climbed onto the boulder, spreading her legs wide so her pussy was right in my face—pink, swollen, dripping with my cum and her own juices. “Eat it, you little fuck,” she snarled, grabbing my hair with both hands and yanking my head down, smashing my mouth against her cunt. I dove in, tongue plunging into her slit, tasting the salty mix of my load and her arousal, thick and creamy on my lips. Her clit was hard, pulsing under my tongue as I sucked it, flicking it fast and brutal, her moans—high, filthy—ringing in my ears as she bucked against my face, smearing her wetness across my nose and chin.

The sensory overload was insane—Brooke’s tongue fucking my ass, her hands gripping my cheeks so tight I’d have bruises, Callie’s pussy flooding my mouth, her thighs clamping my head like a vise. The lake water sloshed around us, cold against my calves, a stark contrast to the heat of their bodies, the sweat beading on my back, the precum leaking from my cock as it hung heavy between my legs. Brooke pulled back, spitting a thick, wet gob onto my hole, and I felt her fingers—two, then three—shove in, stretching me wide, the burn raw and relentless as she twisted them, curling deep to hit my prostate. “You’re so fucking tight,” she growled, her voice muffled by the water, and I groaned into Callie’s cunt, the vibration making her scream, her juices gushing down my throat.

Callie yanked my head up, her eyes wild, and slid off the rock, splashing into the water beside me. “I want his cock again,” she said to Brooke, who smirked, pulling her fingers out with a wet pop that left me gasping. Callie grabbed my dick, still slick with her cum, and stroked it hard, her grip rough, nails scraping the shaft as she guided me back into the water. She bent over, hands braced on the boulder, her ass up and dripping, and I slammed into her pussy from behind, the heat of her walls swallowing me whole, her cunt clenching like it was trying to suck me dry. “Harder, you bastard!” she yelled, and I fucked her, my hips slamming into her ass, water splashing up my chest, my balls smacking her clit with every thrust.

Brooke waded around, her curvy frame cutting through the waves, and climbed onto the rock in front of Callie, spreading her legs wide, her bush dark and soaked, pussy lips parted and glistening. “Lick me while he fucks you,” she commanded, grabbing Callie’s head and shoving her face into her cunt. Callie moaned, muffled, her tongue plunging into Brooke’s slit, slurping loud and sloppy as I pounded her from behind, the triple rhythm—my cock in her pussy, her mouth on Brooke’s cunt, Brooke’s hips grinding—driving us into a frenzy. The lake rocked with us, waves crashing against the shore, the air thick with the stench of sex—salty cum, tangy pussy juice, the sharp bite of sweat.

I reached around, grabbing Callie’s tits, squeezing them hard, thumbs flicking her nipples until they puckered tighter, her groans vibrating into Brooke’s pussy. Brooke’s freckled chest flushed red, her tits bouncing as she humped Callie’s face, her hands clawing at the rock, leaving scratches in the stone. “Fuck, yes, eat it!” she screamed, and I felt Callie’s cunt spasm, her orgasm hitting with a flood of heat that soaked my cock, her screams muffled by Brooke’s bush. I kept fucking her, relentless, the water churning around my thighs, my balls tightening as Brooke’s moans turned into curses—“Shit, fuck, I’m cumming!”—her pussy gushing into Callie’s mouth, dripping down her chin.

Brooke slid off the rock, splashing beside me, and grabbed my ass, shoving a finger back in, then two, fucking me as I fucked Callie, her nails scraping my insides. “Cum again, you little shit,” she growled, her free hand reaching under to squeeze my balls, rolling them rough and tight. The pressure was too much—Callie’s pussy milking me, Brooke’s fingers slamming my prostate, her grip on my sack—and I lost it, slamming into Callie one last time, unloading deep inside her, thick ropes of cum painting her walls, leaking out into the lake as I roared, my voice bouncing off the Sierra peaks.

Callie straightened, panting, my cum dripping down her thighs, and turned to kiss me, her tongue shoving her own taste and Brooke’s into my mouth, a filthy, wet tangle. Brooke pulled her fingers out, slapping my ass hard, the sting sharp in the cold air, and waded around to join us, her lips crashing into mine over Callie’s shoulder, a three-way kiss that was all teeth and spit and raw need. We stood there, water dripping from our bodies, my cock still twitching, their hands roaming—Callie’s on my chest, Brooke’s on my ass—the lake quieting around us, the night closing in.

“Fuck, that was hot,” Callie breathed, her voice wrecked, and Brooke nodded, her smirk pure evil. “We’re not done, Jake. This lake’s ours all weekend, and so are you.” I grinned, my dick already stirring again, the Sierra air thick with pine and pussy, knowing I’d just signed up for a kinky, wet hell I’d never want to escape. The cove stretched out, dark and inviting, and I was ready to dive deeper into whatever these bitches had planned next.


Chapter 4: Hot Tub Heatwave

The Sierra night after our lake fuck-fest was a restless blur—my body still hummed from Callie and Brooke’s assault, my ass sore from Brooke’s fingers, my cock tender but twitching every time I replayed Callie’s pussy clenching around me or Brooke’s tongue spearing my hole. I’d crashed at the cabin, sprawled across the creaky bed, the sheets sticking to my sweat-drenched skin as the memory of their wet, naked bodies burned through my dreams. The next day dragged, my mind half on the lake, half on those two wild bitches who’d turned a simple walk into a porno I’d never forget. By dusk, I couldn’t sit still—my dick was half-hard just thinking about them, and I needed to see if they’d show up again.

I grabbed a fresh beer from the cooler, the cold can sweating in my hand, and headed back to the cove, the Sierra air cooling as the sun sank behind the peaks, painting the sky in streaks of orange and purple. The lake was a dark mirror now, the water still except for the occasional ripple, and I half-expected to find it empty, figured maybe they’d fucked off back to wherever they came from. But as I rounded the trail, that same sharp, wild laughter hit me—Callie’s throaty cackle, Brooke’s rough-edged snort—and my pulse kicked up, my cock stiffening in my shorts like it knew what was coming.

They weren’t in the lake this time. The sound led me past the cove, around a bend where the trees thinned, and there, tucked against the shore, was a lakefront cabin I hadn’t noticed before—smaller than mine, weathered wood with a sagging deck, and on that deck, steaming under a string of flickering lanterns, was a hot tub. Callie and Brooke were in it, naked as the day before, their bodies half-submerged, water bubbling around them, steam curling up into the night. Callie’s blonde hair was piled loose on her head, wet strands clinging to her neck, her tits floating just above the surface, nipples dark and puckered. Brooke lounged back, arms spread along the edge, her freckled chest glistening, her bush a dark shadow under the water’s churn.

I stopped at the deck’s edge, beer in hand, my dick already tenting my shorts, and they spotted me—Callie’s grin flashing first, Brooke’s eyes narrowing with that predatory glint. “Well, fuck, look who’s back,” Brooke called, her voice cutting through the hum of the jets. “Stalking us now, perv?” She didn’t sound pissed—more amused, like she’d been waiting for me to show up.

“Didn’t take much stalking,” I shot back, stepping closer, the wooden planks creaking under my sneakers. “You two are loud as hell.” Callie laughed, splashing water over the edge, the droplets hitting my legs, and leaned forward, her tits swaying, water streaming down her cleavage.

“Get in, Jake,” she said, her tone a dare wrapped in honey. “Skinny dip with us—hot tub edition. You’ve got nothing to hide after last night.” Brooke nodded, smirking, and patted the water beside her, the invitation clear as day. My cock throbbed, my skin prickling with heat, and I didn’t hesitate—set the beer on the deck, kicked off my shoes, and peeled my shirt over my head, the cool air hitting my chest. Shorts and boxers followed, my dick springing free, hard and leaking, and their eyes locked on it—Callie licking her lips, Brooke letting out a low whistle.

“Fuck, he’s ready,” Brooke said, and I climbed in, the water scalding my legs, then my balls, as I sank into the heat, the jets pounding my back. The tub was small, cramped with three of us, and their bodies pressed in close—Callie on my left, her thigh brushing mine, Brooke on my right, her hip grinding into me. The steam smelled of cedar and chlorine, mixing with their sweat and the faint musk of arousal already seeping into the air, and my hands itched to grab them, my cock aching to dive back into the chaos we’d started.

Callie moved first, straddling my lap, her tits smashing into my chest, nipples scraping my skin as she kissed me—hard, wet, her tongue shoving into my mouth with a hunger that made my head spin. The water sloshed around us, hot and slick, and I grabbed her ass, fingers sinking into her cheeks, spreading them under the surface so the jets hit her crack, making her moan into my kiss. “Fuck, that’s good,” she gasped, breaking away, her lips red and swollen, and she grabbed my cock, guiding it to her pussy, sinking down slow, her walls tight and scorching around me, hotter than the tub itself.

Brooke slid closer, her hand slipping under the water to cup my balls, rolling them rough in her palm, her nails grazing the sensitive skin. “You’re gonna fuck us both tonight,” she growled, leaning in to bite my neck, her teeth sharp, leaving a sting I felt down to my toes. She climbed onto the tub’s edge, water streaming from her curves, and spread her legs wide, her bush dripping, pussy lips parted and pink, glistening in the lantern light. “Eat me while she rides you,” she said, grabbing my head and yanking me forward, smashing my face into her cunt.

I dove in, tongue plunging into Brooke’s slit, tasting her tangy heat, thicker and wilder than Callie’s, her pubes scratching my lips as I sucked her clit, rolling it hard. She groaned, loud and filthy, her hips bucking, smearing her juices across my chin, the steam amplifying the scent—salty, musky, pure fucking sex. Callie bounced on my cock, the water churning, her pussy clenching with every thrust, her moans syncing with Brooke’s as I fucked one and ate the other, my hands gripping Callie’s ass, spreading her wider for the jets.

Brooke’s hand slid to my hair, twisting it tight, and she shoved a finger into her own ass, fucking herself as I licked her, her hole winking at me through the steam. “Deeper, you bastard,” she snarled, and I obeyed, tongue spearing into her cunt, then lower, licking her rim where her finger plunged, tasting the bitter edge of her ass mixed with her pussy juice. Callie reached around, pinching my nipples, twisting them hard, the pain spiking through me as her cunt milked my dick, her walls pulsing, hot and wet.

The tub roared, jets blasting, water splashing over the edge, the heat searing my skin as sweat poured down my back, mixing with the steam. Brooke came first, her pussy gushing into my mouth, a hot flood that ran down my neck, her ass clenching around her finger as she screamed, her freckled tits heaving. Callie followed, her pussy spasming, soaking my cock with her cum, her nails raking my chest as she rode out her orgasm, her cries bouncing off the cabin walls.

I wasn’t done—Brooke slid back into the water, straddling my face now, her ass on my lips, and I licked her hole, tongue fucking her deep as Callie kept riding me, slower now, drawing it out. Brooke grabbed my hands, shoving one to her clit, the other to Callie’s, and I rubbed them both, fingers slick with their cum, the heat and steam a haze around us. The night was theirs, and I was their willing fuck-toy, drowning in the hot tub’s kinky depths, ready for whatever they’d throw at me next.


Chapter 5: The Hot Tub Heats Up with a Reluctant Third

The hot tub was a churning cauldron of steam and sex, the Sierra night cloaking us in a humid haze as Callie rode my cock, her pussy a scalding vise around me, and Brooke’s ass smothered my face, her tight hole pulsing against my tongue. The water sloshed over the edges, the jets roaring like a beast beneath us, blasting hot streams against my balls and Callie’s crack. Sweat poured down my chest, mixing with the chlorine and their cum—Callie’s dripping down my shaft, Brooke’s smeared across my lips—and the air was thick with the stench of it all: salty, musky, a raw tang that clung to my skin and filled my lungs. My hands were busy, one rubbing Brooke’s clit, the other working Callie’s, their moans—Callie’s high and wild, Brooke’s low and guttural—blending into a filthy symphony that drowned out the crickets and the lapping lake beyond.

I was lost in it, my dick throbbing inside Callie, my tongue spearing Brooke’s ass, when a sharp gasp cut through the haze—a sound that wasn’t ours. Callie froze mid-thrust, her pussy clenching tight, and Brooke lifted off my face, her wet bush dripping onto my chest as she whipped her head around. I blinked through the steam, my vision blurry with sweat and Brooke’s juices, and saw her—a third girl, standing on the cabin deck, wide-eyed and clutching a towel to her chest like it was a goddamn shield. She was shorter than Callie and Brooke, her skin pale under the lantern light, dark hair pulled into a messy bun, and her mouth hung open, caught between shock and something else I couldn’t read.

“Jesus, Liv, what the fuck?” Brooke snapped, her voice rough but tinged with a laugh, water streaming from her freckled tits as she slid back into the tub beside me. Callie stayed on my lap, my cock still buried in her, and turned her head, smirking like she’d just won a bet. “Caught us in the act, huh?” she said, her tone teasing, her hands still gripping my shoulders, nails digging into my skin.

Liv—apparently her name—stammered, her cheeks flushing red even in the dim light. “I—I didn’t know you were… I just came out to check on you guys,” she said, her voice shaky, eyes darting from Brooke’s naked curves to Callie’s bouncing tits to my hard-on, still lodged deep in Callie’s cunt. She looked like she wanted to bolt, her bare feet shuffling on the deck, but her gaze lingered, a flicker of curiosity breaking through the embarrassment.

“Don’t just stand there gawking,” Brooke said, splashing water toward her, the droplets hitting the deck with a wet smack. “Get in, Liv. You’re missing out.” She leaned back, spreading her legs under the water, her bush breaking the surface, and gave me a look that said keep going. Callie laughed, rolling her hips slow, fucking me again, the water sloshing around us as she leaned in to bite my neck, her breath hot against my ear. “Come on, Liv, he’s got enough for all of us,” she purred, her pussy squeezing my dick, sending a jolt through me that made me groan.

Liv hesitated, her towel clutched tighter, her knuckles white. “This is crazy,” she muttered, but her eyes were glued to us—Brooke’s hand sliding under the water to rub her own clit, Callie’s ass flexing as she rode me, my hands gripping her hips, slick with sweat and steam. I caught her stare, grinned through the haze, and said, “Your call, Liv. Water’s hot, and so are we.” My voice was rough, strained from Brooke’s ass on my face and Callie’s cunt milking me, but it landed—her flush deepened, her lips parting like she was tasting the idea.

Brooke waded to the edge, her tits swaying, water streaming down her freckled chest, and reached out, snagging the towel from Liv’s grip with a quick yank. “Fuck the modesty,” she said, tossing it aside, leaving Liv exposed in a thin tank top and panties, no bra, her nipples poking through the fabric, hard and dark. “Get your ass in here.” Liv yelped, crossing her arms over her chest, but Callie chimed in, “Don’t be a prude, Liv. He’s already fucked us raw—join the party.”

Liv’s eyes flicked to me, then back to them, her breath hitching. “I’ve never… I mean, not like this,” she said, her voice barely above the jets, but she stepped closer, her bare feet slapping the deck, the hesitation crumbling under their pressure and her own curiosity. Brooke grabbed her wrist, pulling her to the tub’s edge, and Callie slid off my cock, my dick springing free, slick with her cum, bobbing in the water. “Help her out, Jake,” Callie said, smirking, and I stood, water cascading off me, my cock throbbing, steam curling around my chest as I offered Liv a hand.

She took it, her fingers trembling but warm, and I pulled her in, the water swallowing her legs as she sank in, the heat hitting her with a gasp. Brooke and Callie crowded close, peeling her tank top over her head, her small, pale tits bouncing free, nipples tight and pink, and yanking her panties down, exposing a neat patch of dark hair above her pussy. Liv blushed hard, her arms hovering like she didn’t know where to put them, but her eyes were on my cock, wide and hungry despite the nerves.

“Relax, Liv,” Brooke said, her hand sliding under the water to cup Liv’s ass, squeezing it firm, making her squeak. Callie straddled my lap again, facing Liv this time, and grabbed her hands, placing them on her tits. “Feel these,” she said, and Liv’s fingers twitched, then squeezed, her breath catching as Callie moaned, loud and dirty. I reached for Liv, my hands on her hips, pulling her closer through the water, my cock brushing her thigh, the heat of her skin searing against mine.

Brooke moved behind Liv, her freckled arms wrapping around her, one hand dipping between Liv’s legs, fingers rubbing her clit slow and deliberate. “She’s wet already,” Brooke announced, grinning, and Liv whimpered, her body tensing, then melting as Brooke worked her, the water rippling with every stroke. I kissed Callie again, hard and sloppy, then turned to Liv, catching her lips—soft, hesitant, tasting of mint and nerves—and she kissed back, tentative at first, then deeper, her tongue brushing mine as Brooke’s fingers pushed her closer to the edge.

Callie grabbed my cock, guiding it back to her pussy, sinking down with a groan, and I thrust up, fucking her slow, the water churning, jets blasting my ass. Brooke shoved a finger into Liv’s cunt, then two, fucking her hard, her other hand pinching Liv’s nipple, twisting it until she cried out into my mouth. “Fuck, yes,” Liv gasped, breaking the kiss, her voice wrecked, and I knew she was in—hesitant or not, she was ours now, the hot tub a steaming pit of flesh and lust, the night stretching out with endless, kinky promise.


Chapter 6: Kinky Dares in the Hot Tub and Lake

The hot tub was a swirling inferno of steam and sex, the Sierra night wrapping us in a cocoon of heat and primal need as the four of us tangled together—me, Callie, Brooke, and now Liv, the reluctant newbie who’d just stepped into our filthy little world. Callie was back on my cock, her pussy gripping me tight, hot and slick as she rode me slow, her tits bouncing in Liv’s hands, water sloshing over the tub’s edge with every thrust. Brooke had her fingers buried in Liv’s cunt, fucking her hard, her freckled arm flexing under the surface, while Liv’s pale skin flushed red, her moans—soft at first, then louder—mixing with the roar of the jets and the wet slap of flesh. My dick throbbed inside Callie, my balls tight from the heat and the sight of Liv’s nipples, pink and stiff, trembling under Brooke’s rough pinches.

The air was thick with the stench of it all—chlorine, sweat, cum, and pussy juice—a heady funk that clung to my skin and burned in my lungs. Callie leaned in, biting my lip hard enough to sting, her tongue shoving into my mouth, tasting Liv’s minty kiss still lingering there. Brooke pulled her fingers from Liv’s cunt, a wet sucking sound cutting through the steam, and licked them clean, grinning like a devil. “She’s ready to play,” Brooke said, her voice rough, and Callie slid off my cock, my shaft springing free, slick with her cum, bobbing in the bubbling water. Liv’s eyes locked on it, wide and hungry, her hesitation melting under the heat and their relentless push.

“Let’s make this fun,” Callie said, her blonde hair dripping, her smirk pure trouble. “Dares—kinky ones. Hot tub, lake, whatever we’ve got. Winner gets to call the shots.” Brooke laughed, a low, dirty sound, and nodded, splashing water at Liv, who flinched but didn’t back away. “I’m in,” I said, my voice hoarse, my cock aching for more, and Liv swallowed hard, her hands hovering over her tits, then dropping. “Okay,” she whispered, barely audible, but it was enough—game on.

Callie went first, standing in the tub, water streaming down her tanned curves, her pussy glistening just above the surface. “Jake, I dare you to fuck my ass with the jet blasting it,” she said, turning to brace her hands on the tub’s edge, her firm cheeks spreading, her tight hole winking at me through the steam. I grinned, wading over, the water hot against my thighs, and grabbed her hips, my cock still hard as steel. I positioned her so the jet hit her crack, a powerful stream that made her gasp, her asshole twitching as the water pounded it. I spat on my hand—a thick, wet gob—rubbing it over my shaft, then pressed the head to her rim, pushing slow, the jet’s force slicking the way. She groaned, loud and raw, as I sank in, her ass clenching tight, hot and unyielding, the water blasting around my balls as I fucked her, deep and steady, the pressure building in my gut.

Brooke watched, her hand back between Liv’s legs, rubbing her clit fast, and called out her dare. “Liv, suck his balls while he’s in her,” she said, shoving Liv forward through the water. Liv hesitated, her dark hair falling loose, but Callie’s moans—“Fuck, yes, do it!”—pushed her over. She ducked under, her face breaking the surface near my crotch, and I felt her lips—soft, nervous—close around my sack, sucking one ball, then the other, her tongue swirling, hot against the cold water still clinging to me. The sensation was insane—Callie’s ass milking my cock, the jet roaring, Liv’s mouth on my balls—and I groaned, my hands gripping Callie’s hips harder, nails digging into her skin.

Liv pulled back, panting, water dripping from her chin, and Brooke took her turn, climbing out of the tub, her freckled ass swaying as she stepped onto the deck. “I dare you all to follow me to the lake—Jake, fuck me on the shore while they watch,” she said, grabbing a lantern and marching toward the water, her bush glinting in the flickering light. We scrambled out, the night air biting my wet skin, my cock bobbing as I followed, Callie and Liv trailing behind, their naked bodies glistening, the pebbles crunching under our feet. The lake was dark, the water lapping soft against the shore, and Brooke dropped to her knees in the shallows, her ass up, pussy dripping. “Now, perv,” she growled, and I knelt behind her, slamming into her cunt, hard and deep, the cold lake licking my knees as I fucked her, her moans echoing off the trees.

Callie smirked, wading in beside us, and gave Liv her dare. “Finger his ass while he fucks her, and use the lake water,” she said, splashing Liv’s chest, making her tits bounce. Liv’s eyes widened, but she nodded, kneeling in the shallows, her hand dipping into the cold water before sliding between my cheeks. Her fingers—two, then three—pushed in, wet and icy, stretching me wide, the burn sharp against the heat of Brooke’s pussy. I grunted, thrusting harder, the water splashing around us, Brooke’s cunt clenching, her freckled back arching as she cursed—“Fuck, yes, pound me!”

Liv’s turn came, her voice shaky but firm. “I dare Callie to piss on Brooke’s tits while he fucks her,” she said, her fingers still pumping my ass, her other hand rubbing her own clit under the water. Callie laughed, wild and free, and stepped forward, straddling Brooke’s back, her pussy hovering over her freckled chest. She let go, a hot, golden stream hitting Brooke’s tits, running down her curves, pooling in the lake as Brooke moaned, her pussy spasming around my cock. “Dirty bitch,” Brooke gasped, loving it, and I felt the edge closing in, my balls tightening, Liv’s fingers hitting my prostate, Callie’s piss dripping into the water.

Brooke dared me next, her voice wrecked. “Cum in my ass, then let Liv lick it out,” she said, pulling off my cock and turning, her hole winking at me through the wet hair. I spat on it, thick and sloppy, and thrust in, her ass tighter than Callie’s, gripping me like a fist as I fucked her, the lake lapping at my shins, Liv’s fingers still in me. I came hard, roaring, thick ropes flooding her ass, leaking out around my shaft as I pulled back, panting. Liv hesitated, her face flushed, but Callie shoved her forward—“Do it, slut”—and she knelt, her tongue darting out, licking my cum from Brooke’s gaping hole, her whimpers muffled by the taste, the water, the night.

Callie took the final dare, grinning. “Everyone back in the tub—Jake, fuck Liv’s pussy while we double-team her ass,” she said, leading us back, the hot water swallowing us again, jets blasting my back. Liv straddled me, her cunt sinking onto my cock, tight and hot, her moans soft as I thrust up, the water churning. Callie and Brooke knelt behind her, Callie shoving two fingers into Liv’s ass, Brooke adding two more, stretching her wide, fucking her in sync with my cock. Liv screamed, her pussy clenching, cumming hard, soaking me as they pounded her ass, the steam a thick fog around us.

We collapsed, a sweaty, cum-drenched mess, the tub bubbling, the lake silent beyond. Callie smirked, claiming victory—“I’m the queen of dares”—and we laughed, wrecked and sated, the Sierra night ours, kinky and wild, a memory etched in every aching inch of me.


Chapter 7: The Bonfire Sex Roulette

The Sierra night after our hot tub dare-fest was a restless itch under my skin—my cock still twitched from Liv’s tight pussy, my ass ached from Callie and Brooke’s relentless fingers, and the taste of Brooke’s cum-soaked hole lingered on my tongue like a dirty secret. We’d stumbled back to their cabin after the tub, a tangle of wet, fucked-out bodies crashing on the deck, passing out under the stars with the lake’s soft lapping as our lullaby. But the next evening, as the sun dipped low, painting the peaks in fiery reds and purples, the air buzzed with that same wild energy. Callie, Brooke, and Liv weren’t done with me—or each other—and I was too hooked to walk away from whatever kinky shit they’d cook up next.

We’d spent the day lazing by the lake, their naked bodies sprawled on the shore, tanning and teasing, Callie’s tits glistening with sweat, Brooke’s bush catching the light, Liv’s pale skin flushing pink under the sun. By dusk, they decided to up the ante. “Let’s build a bonfire,” Brooke said, her freckled grin sharp as she hauled driftwood from the beach, her ass flexing with every step. Callie and Liv pitched in, stacking logs in a clearing near the cabin, the dry pine crackling as I lit it, flames licking up into the darkening sky. The heat hit us fast, a primal roar against the cool Sierra air, and the lake shimmered beyond, a black mirror reflecting the fire’s glow.

The bonfire snapped and popped, casting flickering shadows over their bodies—Callie’s tanned curves, Brooke’s freckled chest, Liv’s nervous sway—and the air thickened with smoke, pine, and the faint musk of our earlier fucks still clinging to us. “New game,” Callie announced, stripping off her shorts, her pussy bare and glinting in the firelight, her voice a dare. “Sex roulette—spin the bottle, but it’s dares, and we’re using the fire, the lake, and each other. No limits.” Brooke smirked, peeling off her tank top, tits bouncing free, nipples stiff in the heat, and Liv followed, hesitant but eager, her panties hitting the dirt, her dark bush trembling as she stepped closer.

We sat in a circle around the fire, the ground rough with pine needles and pebbles under my bare ass, my cock already hard, jutting up from my lap as I tossed my shorts aside. Brooke grabbed an empty beer bottle—my warm one from the night before—and spun it on the dirt, the glass scraping as it slowed, pointing at me. “Jake, I dare you to fuck my tits by the fire, use the ash,” she said, lying back, her freckled mounds spreading under her weight, the heat licking her skin. I grabbed a handful of cool ash from the fire’s edge, the gritty powder sticking to my sweaty palms, and straddled her chest, smearing it over her tits, the gray dust clinging to her nipples, turning them dark and rough. My cock slid between them, hard and leaking, the ash gritty against my shaft as I thrust, her moans—low, filthy—mixing with the crackle of the flames.

Callie spun next, the bottle landing on Liv. “Liv, eat my pussy in the lake, underwater,” she said, grabbing Liv’s wrist and dragging her to the shore, the firelight fading as they waded in, water swallowing their thighs. Callie lay back in the shallows, her legs spread, pussy breaking the surface, and Liv knelt, her head dipping under, bubbles rising as her tongue plunged into Callie’s slit. I watched, fucking Brooke’s tits harder, the ash smearing, Callie’s moans echoing—sharp, wild—as Liv’s dark hair bobbed, her ass up, water streaming down her pale cheeks.

Liv spun after, gasping as she surfaced, the bottle pointing at Brooke. “Brooke, I dare you to finger my ass with lake mud,” she said, her voice trembling but bold, crawling back to the fire, bending over on all fours, her hole winking in the glow. Brooke scooped a handful of wet, cold mud from the shore, the dark sludge dripping from her fingers, and knelt behind Liv, smearing it over her crack, the earthy stink hitting my nose as she shoved two fingers in, then three, stretching Liv’s tight rim, pumping hard. Liv whimpered, her tits swaying, mud dripping down her thighs, and I groaned, my cock pulsing between Brooke’s tits, the ash rough and hot against my skin.

My turn, and the bottle landed on Callie. “Callie, ride my face by the fire, piss on me,” I said, lying back, the ground biting my spine, the heat searing my side. She straddled my head, her pussy dripping—lake water, cum, sweat—hovering over my mouth, and I licked in, tongue spearing her slit, tasting her tangy heat as she ground down, her moans loud and raw. She let go, a hot, golden stream hitting my chest, running down my abs, pooling in the dirt, the sharp stink mixing with the smoke as I sucked her clit, her thighs clamping my ears, the fire roaring beside us.

Brooke spun again, landing on me. “Jake, fuck my ass in the lake, use the rocks,” she said, dragging me to the water, bending over a smooth boulder, her freckled cheeks spread, hole tight and ready. I grabbed a flat, wet rock from the shore, scraping it over my cock—cold, rough—then spat on her rim, thick and sloppy, and thrust in, her ass gripping me like a vice, the rock’s edge grinding my shaft as I fucked her, water lapping my balls, her screams—harsh, primal—bouncing off the trees. Callie and Liv watched, Callie rubbing Liv’s clit, Liv’s mud-smeared ass clenching, their moans a chorus with Brooke’s.

Callie’s spin pointed at Liv. “Liv, double-team Jake’s cock with me, fire-side,” she said, pulling me back to the flames, Brooke’s ass dripping my cum as she followed. They knelt, Callie’s tongue licking my shaft, ash and precum smearing her lips, Liv’s joining, hesitant but eager, sucking the head, her mouth hot and soft. The fire snapped, heat searing my thighs, their spit dripping, mixing with Brooke’s ass-juice, my balls tightening as they worked me, tongues tangling, Liv’s whimpers muffled by my dick.

Liv’s final spin landed on Brooke. “Brooke, I dare you to eat my pussy while Jake fucks you doggy by the fire,” she said, lying back, legs wide, her bush dark and wet. Brooke crawled over, burying her face in Liv’s cunt, tongue plunging deep, slurping loud, and I knelt behind Brooke, slamming into her pussy, hard and fast, the firelight dancing on her freckled back, her moans vibrating into Liv’s slit. Liv came first, her pussy gushing into Brooke’s mouth, soaking her chin, and I followed, unloading deep in Brooke’s cunt, thick ropes mixing with her juices, leaking onto the dirt as she screamed into Liv’s bush.

We collapsed, a sweaty, cum-drenched heap by the fire, the lake lapping beyond, the air thick with smoke, piss, mud, and sex. Callie grinned, licking ash from her fingers, Brooke wiped Liv’s cum from her lips, and Liv panted, her pale skin streaked with mud and firelight. “Roulette’s over,” Callie said, “but this night’s just starting.” The Sierra bonfire roared, the lake stretched dark and endless, and I knew I was in for more kinky hell, my cock already stirring for the next round.


Chapter 8: The Sierra’s Erotic Farewell

The bonfire sex roulette had left us a wrecked, panting mess—my cock raw from Brooke’s pussy, my tongue sore from Callie’s clit, my ass still tingling from Liv’s muddy fingers. The Sierra night was thick around us, the fire crackling low, embers glowing red against the dark, the lake a silent witness to our depravity. Callie, Brooke, and Liv sprawled beside me on the dirt, their naked bodies streaked with ash, mud, cum, and piss, glistening in the flickering light—Callie’s tanned curves, Brooke’s freckled tits, Liv’s pale skin flushed from her newfound boldness. The air was heavy with the stench of it all—smoke, pine, sweat, and the raw, musky tang of sex that coated us like a second skin. This weekend had been a descent into filthy bliss, and I knew it was ending, but not without one last, mind-blowing bang.

Callie sat up first, her blonde hair wild, ash smudged across her tits, and grinned like a demon who’d just won her soul. “One more round, Jake,” she said, her voice husky, dripping with promise. “Let’s make it a fucking finale—everything, all at once, right here by the fire and lake.” Brooke laughed, a low, dirty sound, rolling onto her knees, her bush matted with my cum, her freckled ass swaying as she nodded. Liv bit her lip, her dark eyes glinting, no hesitation left—just pure, eager lust. My cock twitched, already half-hard despite the exhaustion, and I knew I’d give them everything, drain myself dry for this last Sierra fuck-fest.

We moved like animals, instinct driving us, the fire’s heat licking our skin as the lake lapped nearby. Callie grabbed me, pulling me to the ground, the dirt and pine needles biting my back as she straddled my face, her pussy hovering—dripping, swollen, a mix of her juices and the faint salt of my earlier loads. “Eat me ‘til I scream,” she growled, slamming her cunt onto my mouth, her thighs clamping my head, her musk flooding my nose—tangy, rich, intoxicating. I plunged my tongue in, spearing her slit, sucking her clit hard, rolling it between my lips as she ground down, her moans—wild, primal—echoing through the trees, her juices soaking my chin, running down my neck.

Brooke knelt between my legs, her freckled hands spreading my thighs, the firelight dancing on her tits as she spat on my cock—a thick, wet gob that hit the head and ran down, mixing with the ash and cum already there. “I’m taking your ass this time,” she said, her voice rough, and grabbed a smooth, fire-warmed stick from the edge of the blaze—about as thick as two fingers, polished by the lake, still hot to the touch. She smeared it with mud from the shore, cold and slick, and pressed it to my hole, pushing slow, the burn searing through me as it stretched my rim, the heat and grit a brutal contrast to the cool night air. I groaned into Callie’s pussy, the vibration making her buck, her nails clawing my scalp as Brooke fucked me with it, deep and steady, hitting my prostate with every thrust.

Liv crawled over, her pale body trembling with need, and straddled my cock, facing Callie, her tight cunt sinking onto me in one slow, scorching slide. “Fuck me ‘til I can’t walk,” she whispered, her voice wrecked, and started riding me, her pussy clenching tight, hot and wet, her small tits bouncing, nipples pink and stiff. Callie leaned forward, kissing Liv hard—sloppy, wet, tongues tangling—and grabbed her ass, spreading her cheeks wide, exposing her hole to the fire’s glow. Brooke smirked, tossing the stick aside, my ass gaping and throbbing, and shoved three fingers into Liv’s ass, pumping fast, the mud and spit squelching as Liv screamed into Callie’s mouth, her pussy spasming around my cock.

The sensory overload was fucking unreal—the fire’s heat searing my side, the lake’s cool breath on my legs, the dirt grinding into my back, Callie’s cunt flooding my face, Brooke’s fingers wrecking Liv’s ass, Liv’s pussy milking my dick. The air stank of it all—smoke, mud, piss, cum, and the sharp, earthy bite of pine—and my balls tightened, the pressure building as their moans—Callie’s high, Brooke’s guttural, Liv’s desperate—blended with the crackle of the flames. I sucked Callie’s clit harder, flicking it brutal and fast, my hands gripping her thighs, nails digging into her tanned flesh, and she came, a hot gush that filled my mouth, ran down my throat, her screams shattering the night as she smeared her juices across my face.

Brooke pulled her fingers from Liv’s ass, grabbed a handful of lake water, and splashed it over my chest, cold and shocking, then bent down, sucking my balls into her mouth, rolling them rough with her tongue, her teeth grazing the skin. “Cum in her, you bastard,” she growled, her voice muffled, and shoved the warm stick back into my ass, twisting it deep, the heat and pressure slamming my prostate. Liv rode me harder, her pussy clenching, her ass bouncing, and Callie reached down, rubbing Liv’s clit fast, her fingers slick with her own cum. Liv hit her peak, her cunt flooding my cock, a hot, wet rush that soaked my groin, her screams—raw, unhinged—mixing with Callie’s panting as she collapsed forward, kissing me again, tasting herself on my lips.

I couldn’t hold it—Brooke’s stick fucking me, Liv’s pussy squeezing me, Callie’s tongue in my mouth—and I exploded, slamming up into Liv, unloading thick, pulsing ropes deep in her cunt, my cum mixing with hers, leaking out around my shaft as I roared, the sound bouncing off the lake, my body shaking, wrecked. Brooke pulled the stick out, my ass gaping, dripping mud and water, and sucked my balls harder, drawing out every last shudder, my cock twitching dry as Liv slid off, my load dripping down her thighs, pooling in the dirt.

But they weren’t done. Callie rolled off, grabbing Liv’s head and shoving it between her legs. “Lick me clean,” she ordered, and Liv obeyed, her tongue plunging into Callie’s cum-soaked pussy, slurping loud, her pale ass up in the air. Brooke straddled my chest, facing Liv, and pissed—a hot, golden stream that hit my stomach, ran down my sides, soaking the ground, the sharp stink hitting my nose as she rubbed her bush against my ribs, her clit pulsing. “One last taste,” she said, sliding up to my face, smashing her cunt onto my lips, and I ate her out, tongue spearing her slit, sucking her clit, her juices—tangy, wild—flooding my mouth as she ground down, her freckled tits heaving.

Liv’s moans vibrated into Callie’s pussy, Callie’s hands clawing Liv’s hair, and Brooke came, her cunt gushing into my mouth, a hot flood that ran down my chin, her screams—harsh, triumphant—ringing in my ears. Callie followed, her pussy spasming against Liv’s tongue, another rush soaking Liv’s face, and Liv whimpered, cumming again, her fingers rubbing her own clit, her juices dripping onto the dirt. We collapsed, a sweaty, filthy pile—me on my back, Brooke on my chest, Callie beside me, Liv sprawled between us—the fire dying to embers, the lake lapping soft, the night closing in.

Callie grinned, wiping sweat from her brow, ash streaking her face. “Best fucking weekend, perv,” she said, kissing me slow, her tongue lazy but possessive. Brooke nodded, her freckled hand slapping my thigh, leaving a red mark. “You’re ours now, Sierra bitch,” she said, smirking, and Liv, breathless, smiled—shy but satisfied—her pale skin glowing in the firelight. “I… I liked it,” she admitted, and we laughed, a raw, sated sound.

I lay there, covered in their cum, piss, mud, and ash, my cock spent, my body wrecked, but whole—fucked into oblivion by these wild Sierra queens. The lake stretched dark and endless, the fire a fading pulse, and as they curled against me, their heat seeping into my bones, I felt it—a deep, dirty satisfaction, the kind that comes from giving everything and getting it back tenfold. This was the end, a perfect, nasty farewell, and I’d carry it with me, etched in every sore, trembling inch, long after the Sierra faded from view.
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