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The night was cold outside and snow cloaked everything in silence, but within the living room of Trevor and Amanda, they cuddled together on the couch, enjoying each other’s warmth as Trevor flipped through videos on his smartphone.

“Let’s watch that one,” Amanda said, grinning as she wiggled against his chest. He felt her breasts, her soft, fleshy body, and hastily played the one she’d indicated. It was a black guy fucking a white woman, an Onlyfans pair. Amanda giggled, “To think, fucking for all the world to see.”

“I wonder how much people would pay to watch us have sex,” Trevor said. He reached around to her heavy PAWG ass and gave it a squeeze. She continued squirming, rubbing her body up and down his and driving him crazy.

“Maybe they wouldn’t pay us at all,” she said. She smooched his face as her golden hair fell in curls around him. Her voice became teasing. “Maybe we aren’t sexy enough.”

Shit, maybe she was right, Trevor thought. They were ultra-vanilla, and although Amanda had ample breasts and fat in all the right places, enough to make her like a goddess of fertility, even though her face beamed with an attractive vitality, videotaping himself working her from behind seemed like it would be pretty lame. He could imagine the wet-fish sound of his pelvis slapping her.

Then again—a mischievous idea came to him—maybe they could give it a shot, just to see how it would go. “You want to, babe?”

With her hips grinding into his and torturing his pent up penis through his underwear, she rubbed her face into his neck and husked out a ‘yes’.

Trevor squirmed. He choked. He squeezed his face. 

Out of control and daunted by the prospects of publicized sex, he shot off inside his trousers. 

“Shit.”

“What?” Amanda said. Then, cupping his tented pants with her hand and feeling its spreading wetness, could not keep the disappointment from her voice. “Oh.”
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