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It was early spring, and time for
George’s annual camping trip with his two high school buddies,
Steve and Mike. The three men had been friends for years, and as
they neared their mid-thirties and acquired careers and families,
the trip evolved into something they all looked forward to as an
escape from their everyday lives. So when Tessa insisted on tagging
along, Steve and Mike protested and hassled George over a few
beers.

“Women aren’t ALLOWED on these trips!!
Why does she have to come???” Steve needled.

“How are we going to make dirty jokes
and talk about other women if your wife is there??” Mike
asked.

“I know, I know, but look. My wife was
just laid off, she doesn’t have a lot of friends to keep her busy,
and frankly I believe that if I leave her at home she’ll just get
into trouble.”

“What do you mean?” Steve and Mike
leaned forward, suddenly intrigued.

“Well man, she’s just been….I don’t
know…”

“What? What?”

“Well…” George looked embarrassed. He
looked down and fiddled with his beer bottle. “She’s been really
horny.”

The other two men hooted and laughed so
loudly that the other bar patrons turned and looked at the trio.
They definitely were not known for being the loud troublemakers at
the bar, which mostly housed a twenty something crowd.

“Shut up.”

“You take advantage of
that?”

“Well yeah! But there’s only so much a
guy can take. She wants it every morning, every night, she wants me
to do her every which way, and then she sends me dirty text
messages all day while I’m at the office. The first week I was in
heaven. Now I’m walking around like I’ve been riding horses all
day.”

“Well, why all of a sudden? Is it just
her losing her job?”

“I think so. I think she’s bored.
Whatever it is…damn, I’m tired.” Suddenly he did look very tired.
The other two men coughed into their hands, looked at the game on
the television, and tried not to think about Tessa being naked and
horny.

It was 10 pm, and the three decided to
pay their tab and head home to their respective families. As Mike
and Steve drove home separately, each man thought about Tessa and
what George had told them. Mike thought about her soft melon- sized
breasts he had always admired, gently nestled in a sweater or
blouse. She had amazing breasts, full and nicely shaped, and he
always had difficulty focusing on her face when she spoke to him.
She had dark blue eyes that always blinked innocently as she talked
about the kids’ soccer games or whatever she and Mike’s own wife
had talked about over lunch. One night as he was over at George and
Tessa’s house for a football game, Tessa had come bouncing down
their stairs, tying her long auburn hair into a ponytail. Her baby
blue lace bra strap had popped out of her cardigan, and he had
glanced up at her sharply as she coaxed it back into place, her
firm tits jiggling. Mike found himself growing hard at the
memory.

Steve rode his bike home, thinking
about the same woman. He thought about George and Tessa’s wedding
day when he was a groomsman and accidentally walked into the bridal
suite looking for George. Tessa had been wearing nothing but a pink
robe. Her perky nipples had poked against the thin fabric and she
had screamed and thrown a box of tissues at him.

“Gaah!! Get outta here!!”

“I’m sorry! I’m looking for
George!”

“He’s not here, you idiot! Why the hell
would he be here?!” She was laughing in spite of her embarrassment
and laughing at him trying to back away towards the door while not
looking at her and bumping into the wall instead. He was incensed
at her laughter and wanted to squeeze those pink nipples, to bend
her over his knee, to spank her round bottom until the soft skin
was red and warm.

“Ok fine, I’m sorry, see you at the
wedding,” he stammered and finally walked out. He had made it down
the hall when he realized that he left the door open. As he turned
back to shut it, he saw a naked Tessa with her back to him. She was
standing at the full length mirror, applying makeup. He stood there
like an idiot, his jaw slack. She applied lipstick to her full
lips, rubbing them together and then licking them slowly. It took
everything in him to reach in and close the door quietly. She made
eye contact with him in the mirror a split second before he was out
of her view. She knew he was there the entire time. He never told
anyone about what had happened, and as far as he knew, she hadn’t
either.

So neither man continued their protests
when George drove up in his Jeep with Tessa in the passenger seat,
and they still didn’t complain when Tessa insisted on stopping
every hour to pee. Nor did they gripe when she wanted to pull over
and “windowshop” at the desert outlet mall. As they lugged her
shopping bags back to the car, George grumbled about losing two
good hours of driving time to “shop for shit that you don’t need.”
Tessa ignored him and smiled sweetly at Mike, who was carrying her
bag of lingerie. A black bra poked out of the top of the bag and
Mike felt himself blush uncontrollably.

They got back into the Jeep and made it
to the mountains three hours later. George fussed as they unpacked
the car and set up their tents while the sun was
setting.

“I’m sorry baby. I’ll make it up to
you…tonight!” Tessa smacked his ass and giggled at him. Mike and
Steve sighed to themselves.

During the campfire and poker game,
Tessa had made them explain the rules of poker again and again
until sweat formed on George’s upper lip and Mike was nearly drunk
with too many beers. As they all stumbled to bed, Tessa stripped
down to her socks and a long sweatshirt. She tumbled into the tent
after George. Things were silent for fifteen minutes, and then Mike
and Steve could hear a flurry of moaning and rustling and Tessa
begging, “Oh yes, oh God, that’s it…do me right there like that, oh
baby….fuck me harder…oh yes…so good….oh God…” When she finally
came, she let out a shameless scream of delight. The two men
wondered how George was the lucky one who ended up marrying a woman
who was a total slut in the bedroom. Or the tent, in this
case.

The next day over breakfast, nothing
was said about the previous night’s escapades. Mike and Steve had
woken up to massive erections and too many dirty thoughts. Tessa
smiled at them sweetly over pancakes and bacon, already plotting
her next move.

The trio spent the day hiking the
nearby waterfalls and swimming in the safer areas. Tessa had
wandered away several times to look at the wildflower blooms. The
men scouted the best fishing spots for early the next morning. It
was a perfect vacation day, lots of sun, plenty of tranquility,
lots of good conversation and laughter. The previous night’s events
had taken their toll on poor George though, and he nodded off
several times in the waning sun. Tessa spent lots of time fanning
him and massaging his neck, all the while her eyes fixed on Mike,
tall and lean in his swim trunks.

That night over bowls of beef stew,
Tessa nudged Mike under the picnic table with her boot, gently
scraping the heel against his muscular calf. He stared straight
down at his food, trying to ignore his burgeoning hardon. He hadn’t
had sex with his wife in a month.

They all went to bed early, the men
explaining to Tessa that they wanted to get up early and fish for
brook trout.

“Sounds fun, but I’m going to stay here
tomorrow and relax with a book,” she explained. “Hope you guys
catch something good for dinner.” They said goodnight and crawled
into their tents.

About two hours later, Tessa crept out
of her tent while George snored loudly. She was naked and shivering
in the cold night. Barefoot, she tiptoed over to Mike’s tent and
unzipped the entrance. He was sitting there in the dark, wide
awake!

 

“Hello there, you dirty girl,” he
whispered.

She smiled. “I like being a dirty
girl.” He reached up, took her face in his hands, and kissed her
deeply. Her tits brushed his forearms and he pulled her into the
tent out of the cold. She reached for his pants, and then
paused.

“Are you loud?” she asked.

“I can be as quiet as a
mouse.”

 He
quickly tugged off his clothes while she waited patiently, both
hands covering her gorgeous tits. When he was naked, she reached
over and guided his hard cock to her mouth.

“I want you to come in my mouth…or
pussy.” She started to blow him, sucking hard and swirling her
tongue over his cock. He buried his face in a sleeping bag, trying
not to make noise. When he was about to explode, she sat up,
straddled his muscular waist, and then lowered herself onto his
hard wet cock. His breath exploded in a series of gasps and cries
in spite of himself. She shoved her hand over his mouth, laughing.
When his cock was completely enveloped in her wet pussy, she began
rocking back and forth, drawing him in and then out, feeling him
rub against her clit until she had a sweet orgasm and her wetness
drove him even more wild with desire.

She rode him for what seemed like
forever. He fondled her breasts and tugged gently at her pink
nipples, feeling them harden against his palms. Every so often he
pulled her down so that he could suckle and lick her tits while
smelling her sweet fragrance. When he was about to come, he lifted
her roughly off his cock and pushed her head down towards his
raging cock. She understood, and began sucking him off again. He
writhed and tensed, and then he spurted deep into her mouth. She
drank his essence and relished every drop. Then without a word, she
wiped her mouth, darted out of his tent, and ran back to the one
she shared with George, leaving Mike to pass out in the dark with a
smile on his face.

Early the next morning, Steve stood
outside Mike’s tent and impatiently yelled at him to wake the fuck
up and stop wasting their valuable fishing time. George packed the
fishing gear in the Jeep and then got behind the wheel, waiting for
the other two men. Finally Mike stumbled out of his tent and walked
slowly to the Jeep. Steve grumbled angrily at him the whole way.
Tessa slept for the better part of the morning and then, true to
her word, lazed about on a chaise lounge with her book for the rest
of the day.

When the men returned around
dinnertime, Tessa completely ignored Mike (who was still recovering
from the previous night) and paid complete attention to Steve’s
fishing tale about the ones that got away. While the trio fried up
Mike and George’s trout, she asked Steve to repeat his story again
and again, biting her full lower lip and gazing softly into Steve’s
big brown eyes. George was still tired from the drive, and Mike was
beginning to understand that Tessa had an agenda that involved
using him and Steve for sex only. It would be a strictly physical
thing, and while he felt a flash of jealousy, he understood that
for the sake of his marriage and family, he’d better not act on it.
Still, he thought of her shameless bratty attitude, and it aroused
him.

Later that night, around 2 am, a naked
Tessa crept into Steve’s tent. He was asleep, but that was ok. She
unzipped his sleeping bag and slipped in next to him. He stirred
slightly, and then Tessa reached down and firmly grasped his cock.
That woke him up!

“Ssshhhhh…”

“What the hell are you doing in here?!
What if George finds you in here?!”

“He’s not going to, don’t worry. And
don’t keep me waiting. I want you to fuck me-hard.”

“Wha-!”

“Shhhhh….I want you to fuck me.
Please….I want you.”

She was kissing him now, kissing him
with those lips, touching him down there. He was pretty astonished,
but that didn’t stop him from getting quite aroused. She reached
down as if to take his cock in her mouth, but he wanted her
first.

He threw her down onto his sleeping bag
and then buried his face in her moist pussy. She moaned and flung
open her legs. He found her clit with his tongue and began to lick
and suck it. She felt the tension building and squirmed violently.
Just as she was about to come, he stopped licking her clit and then
began fingering her ass. That was an area she’d never really
considered playing with (and certainly George never had either) and
she enjoyed the new sensation. When she relaxed a little, Steve
began slowly fingering her clit. He pushed his finger into her ass
some more, and every time she tensed up he licked a little
more.

“Please, let me come, I want to come, I
want to….”

“Not until I say…”

“Oh God please please
please…”

He licked her clit softly, and then
firmly and faster like before. His fingers rubbed her ass and pussy
and she felt the frenzy building inside her again. Despite not
having his permission, she started to orgasm against his face and
hands.

“Bad, bad girl.” She was still coming,
unable to speak. He unzipped his pants and quickly but gently
plunged his cock into her pussy. The sensation unnerved him. She
was hot and wet and he started to fuck her the way he’d always
wanted to. His balls lightly slapped her ass as he bucked his hips
and pushed himself into her pussy. He pulled out at the last moment
and spurted onto her thighs and stomach. She lay there gasping,
feeling his hot breath against her neck.

After a little while she stood up as if
to make a break for her tent. Steve grabbed her arm.

“Where you going,
beautiful?”

She stopped and looked at him. He had
an odd little smile on his face and he held her arm
tighter.

“When are we going to do this again?”
He wouldn’t let her go.

“This was a one time thing.” She pulled
away from him and walked out into the cold night, suddenly wanting
to go back to her tent.

He let her go, but said quietly, “I’m
going to want you again. Soon.”

As she walked away, he lightly slapped
her bottom and she ran away giggling into the night. It was the
beginning of a torrid affair that lasted until George caught them
one day having sex on the stairs. But that’s a story for another
time.
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