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I walk up the last two steps to my step son Brandon’s college dorm hall with an ear to ear grin. It’s surprise time! Although I'm three hours early, I hope he’s packed and ready to go. Last day and all before freshman summer break and we are going camping when we leave here. His phone went straight to voicemail when my wife and I arrived so I headed up alone. 

I walk down the hallway, my shoes clacking on the flooring as I walk. I’m so looking forward to surprising him. He is like the greatest kid in the world. My wife Rachel knows how close the two of us are. Have been all his life with his non existent biological never in the picture. I see his dorm room three down on the right with stickers from bands that he listens to covering it. I hurry my pace and as I reach the door, I place my hand on the silver knob and turn it. 

I burst in with a grin, arms wide, and shout, “SURPRISE!”

I hear the shout of real surprise from the bed in the corner, not from where I was expecting it. I was expecting him to be at his desk or his bean bag chair with a controller in his hand like the thirty or so other times I have been here through the year. I recoil with my hand up to my eyes when I see a hairless pale bare ass that is quite muscular facing me as he delivers backshots to the girl under him, half mounted over her, the girl’s long blonde hair tugged tight in his meaty fist, rolling her neck back, loud moans escaping her throat from the pleasure. 

I spin my head to the side as Brandon turns to see who it is as he snatches the covers and drops the hair from his tight grip. I throw my hand up. “WHOA MY BAD!”

“DAD!” he roars. “WHAT THE FUCK!”

I can’t help but laugh as I blush. Can’t believe I just walked in on him fucking a girl! I was questioning it with no girlfriends ever being around in high school. Guess he was a late bloomer. Proud of him as all I can say in this awkward moment. I’m really glad I didn’t bring his mother up. She would have stroked out. 

I cut my eyes over with another snicker and then my jaw drops. It wasn’t a girl at all under him taking back shots but a super thin hairless feminine looking young guy with long blonde hair. The pair of them sit side by side with the covers around their waists, both of them still hard, their shafts sticking up under the white sheet, a deer in the headlights look on both their faces.

“BRANDON!” I roar, slamming the door shut. “THE FUCK YOU DOING, KID!!!”

Brandon lowers his head, shaking it slowly with a loud huff as his shoulder length brown hair sways around his face, a palm to it as the unthinkable just happened in real time. A parent walking in on their kid having sex. He won’t make eye contact with me, of that, I’m positive. I wouldn’t either. 

My eyes move to the thin boy with feminine features that my step son apparently was hammering up the ass. His chest is hairless, his body demure, his baby face clean shaven and glistening in sweat. The kid just sits shocked, unable to really process that Brandon’s Dad just walked into a gay two person party in his dorm room on the last day of school. All the kid does is blink slowly, his lashes longer than a guy’s should be in my opinion.

The tension hangs high in the air and Brandon still can’t make eye contact with me. As the moments tick by in the silence, there is a polite knock on the door and I slowly turn my head to it, then back to Brandon, who has the most panicked look on his face that I have ever seen as he has a sudden panic attack.

“Is that Mom?” he hisses, clutching the covers closer to him.

I gulp the lump in my throat. “Ummmm...” I point at the kid he was fucking as another knock emantes from the door. “You! Under the bed now!” I hiss as I turn to face the door. “Act like you’re sleeping, Bran! Pray she doesn’t barge in!”

Out of the corner of my eye, I see the young kid leap from the bed with the smallest dick I’ve ever seen. It may be about two inches fully erect. Although for the briefest of instances, I eye his thin wiry frame and my cock twitches. He’s so soft and frail looking. The boy sees me staring at his body and grins with a knowing nod before he ducks and scampers under the bed. I think androgynous would best describe him. He looks like a flat woman with a phatt ass that seems too large for his body as I watch it jiggle as he slides under the bed.

I watch Brandon yank the white sheet over him and then I yank the door open with a finger to my lips. Standing in the doorway is in fact my wife, Rachel, in her tight low cut yellow sundress, her large breasts pushed up with a nice cleavage line. “You took long enough,” she snaps, her long fire red hair in a ponytail, sharp green eyes angry. “Now, where is my boy?”

I slide halfway out the door and whisper, “He’s sleeping, hon. We are three hours early.” I lean back and glance at the bed like he is in fact sleeping as she nods in agreement. “Tell ya what,” I whisper, sliding my body into hers and pushing her back as I half close the door behind me, towering over her. “Can you go get some cold waters and I’ll wake him up?” I fake snicker with a sigh. “Think he had too much beer last night. Prolly hung over.”

Rachel chuckles and rolls her eyes, blowing a raspberry. “He isn’t even old enough to drink, Nic.”

I shrug with a smirk. “I mean, he’s in college and doing what comes natural, right?”

I almost wince at my own comment. Natural...yeah, like fucking a man from behind on your dorm bed is natural. Rachel thinks it over and then she finally nods. “Fine...” She points at me. “Wake him up and get him dressed and packed for the camping trip. I’ll go to the lobby and get some waters to hydrate him back up and wait in the car.”

I nod with a fake smile. “Thanks, babe,” I say. “I’m sure he doesn’t want his Mom to see him all...” I pause and then say, “Disheveled like that.”

As I’m about to step back in the room and shut the door behind me, Rachel turns to me and says, “And I think his friend Sean is supposed to be joining us as his parents are on vacation.”

I do the best I can to take the comment in stride. There was mention of a “friend” named Sean but I just wrote that off as just that...a friend. Well, I don’t even know if it’s Sean hiding under the bed. That may just be a hookup. I give a sharp nod. “I’ll make sure everyone is ready.” I look up and down the hallway. “He prolly lives on this floor, right?”

Rachel smiles with a nod and then she walks back toward the elevators. I step back in the room and close the door again with a long exhale of breath. Brandon flings the white sheet off before leaping out of bed stark naked. 

“She gone?” he hisses as he searches for his underwear on the bed, his large dick flopping around, still somewhat hard, a condom covering it, thankfully.

I can’t help but look at my step son’s fat dick for the briefest of moments. It feels wrong and sinful but I can’t look away. It’s bigger than mine and I’m not small by any stretch. Brandon doesn’t catch my look as he yanks the rubber off and flings it to the trash can by the foot of the bed. The trash can already has several other used ones in it, cinched tight, which makes me wrinkle my nose and the bile to rise in my throat at the thought of what that came from. Brandon yanks his boxers up to his waist and then bends over, his full ass pointed at me, which I look at it.

“Sean!” Brandon says, sticking his hand under the bed. “You good?”

I hear Sean grunt as Brandon helps him up from under the bed. He holds one hand over his crotch, which is more than adequate to cover his small dick. I watch Sean clear his throat and give a head nod to his white bikini briefs that are popular in Europe laying on the bed nearby. His eyes are locked on mine, which makes me more than a little bit uncomfortable. Almost seems to me that he is sizing me up as to what my sexuality is. 

Brandon snatches his bikini briefs and then turns around and places his back to Sean. My step son crosses his arms and faces me in his boxers, his shaft pushing the fabric out slightly. With the shock gone, Brandon is seething, and to be honest, he has every right to be. I should have knocked. Fuck me, I shoulda knocked. It is college and all. Never know what is behind the door. Although, in my day thirty years ago, we tied a red tie on the door knob to give our roommates a heads up as to what was popping off.

“Nic,” Brandon growls as Sean wiggles into his bikini briefs behind him, his long blonde hair swaying as he slides them up his thin thighs. “Why the fuck didn’t ya knock?”

I clear my throat and my skin flushes. “My bad, Bran.” I shrug as I walk over to his closet on the other side of the room, which is mostly packed up, my heart thumping in my chest as I give them more room. “I shoulda...” I clear my throat as I start searching the closet, not looking at them. “I shoulda knocked.”

“Fucking right ya should have,” Brandon mutters as he snatches a pair of baggy tan cargo shorts laying over the back of his chair and slides them on. “I never wanted you to know about this.”

I clear my throat with a nod and start packing the rest of his clothes in his closet in an open box. “So, this is Sean?”

Brandon slowly nods. “Yeah...” They make eye contact over Brandon’s shoulder who sighs and slides his hand back to hold Sean’s briefly, giving it a reassuring squeeze as he stands behind Brandon. “My...uhh...my boyfriend.”

My skin turns beet red. I’m not mad, I’m confused. Why did I never pick up on this? His mother would be screaming and trying to kill Sean. Me, well, me, I say live and let live. Bigger problems in the world than my step son dating or in this case blowing the back out of this feminine looking hairless boy with long blonde hair with no dick in which to speak of. 

I stare into the closet and say, “Well, if Sean is going with us camping, he best get to his room and pack don’t ya think? Don’t want your mother to see him in here when you were... “ I raise my hands still looking in the closet and air quote. “Sleeping.”

Sean nods quickly and snatches a black t-shirt and a tight pair of black spandex shorts off the floor and dons them. Brandon glares at me and then steps aside once Sean is dressed again. I cut my eyes over at Sean as he pecks Brandon on the cheek before walking to the door. I eye his body up and down several times and my cock twitches again, which makes me feel extremely awkward. It’s never done that before. I give him a nod of acknowledgment and that is all. 

He gives Brandon one final look and then he says, “I’ll get the rest of my stuff ready. Knock on my door when you ready to go.”

“Kay,” Brandon says as Sean slips from the room, closing the door softly behind him.

Once Sean is gone, I lift the box with the last of Brandon’s clothes and slide it on the other ones by the door that are already taped up. We make eye contact and Brandon says, “You gonna tell Mom?”

I cock an eyebrow. “You think I’m suicidal, son?”

Brandon barks a laugh as do I, opening my arms wide. “C’mhere,” I say. 

Brandon walks over and we embrace. I wrap my arms around him tightly and squeeze. Brandon is five foot eight and around one hundred and eighty pounds of pure muscle. He keeps his brown hair at shoulder length. I’m six five weighing two thirty with salt and pepper hair, a former D1 football player who aged well. We embrace for a few seconds and Brandon leans back and looks up at me. “Thanks for not making it weird, Dad.” He pauses. “Well, not too too weird.”

We back away from one another and I shrug. “I mean, who you do is your prerogative, Bran.” I click my tongue and stare him straight in the eyes. “You interested in girls at all?”

Brandon smirks before shaking his head slowly but with conviction, dashing my hopes of him being bi and the possibility of having grandkids. “You think Mom will ever accept it if she finds out?” he asks softly.

I can feel for Brandon, truly I can. And I don’t want to ruin his hopes but Rachel is as conservative a woman you ever met. That’s the only thing I hate about my wife is her homophobia. She would never accept it, ever. It doesn’t bother me what someone’s sexuality is. I’ve been with her for seventeen years now and I hate to admit it but I always found guys attractive, just never acted on it. And I never will.

“Tell ya what,” I say, lifting a box into my arms. “Let’s worry about that when the time comes, not before, okay? We got fishing this weekend!”

Brandon nods in agreement with a grin as he loves fishing as much as I do. He picks up another box. “Okay, let’s pack the car and go to Bear Lake.”
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With my black Escalade packed to its limit with some of Brandon’s things strapped down to the top to take home after the vacation, I see Brandon walk out of the dorms with Sean, a good distance between the two of them. Sean has a duffle bag slung over his shoulder as they walk side by side. Rachel opens the passenger door and slides out of the air conditioning as I swipe the sweat from my brow. As they approach, Sean and I make eye contact. Now, he is dressed in a pair of baggy black shorts, a loose white t-shirt with his long blonde hair in a ponytail. He doesn’t appear to be nearly as feminine like he was when I saw him naked.

Rachel extends her hand to shake Sean’s. I shut the trunk and approach them, extending my hand too. “Guys, this is my buddy Sean. Sean, this is my Mom Rachel and my Dad Nic.”

“Hi, Sean,” Rachel says with a grin. “I’ve heard all about how you help my son with his school work. He says you help calm him down so he can study better.”

“Glad I can help him,” Sean says with an even wider grin, and something tells me he’s not grinning over helping my step son with math work. “I want to make sure he is as good as me in school.”

I shake his hand after he drops Rachel’s. We make eye contact, both of us playing the I don’t know who this look perfectly. His demure hand all but disappears in mine. He is a little shorter than Brandon around five five and much lighter. He is like a reed that a solid breeze would blow over. He looks...well, he looks almost pretty to me.

“Nice to meet you,” Sean says, squeezing my hand hard, a bit shocking to be honest. I thought he would have a wimpy handshake but it’s a firm grip and it doesn’t skip my mind at how good that grip would feel on my dick. “Brandon has told me all about ya’ll.”

“Good things, I hope,” Rachel says, swiping her arm across her forehead with a grunt. “Ugh, it’s so hot...” She slides back in the passenger side. “Let’s go to Bear Lake and cool off.” 

I nod my greeting and open the door for Brandon who gives me a look of uncertainty before he slides in, shaking his head slightly, Sean right behind him with his duffle bag in his hand, eyes on my step son’s ass. I roll my eyes at his stare. 

Once they are seated, I go to close the door but not before checking out Sean’s hairless legs, who cuts his eyes over his shoulder at me as he grabs the seatbelt. When our eyes meet, I watch him glance directly at my crotch with a smile and a quick bottom lip lick, his blue eyes soft. I clear my throat as my shaft twitches at his submissive look as he gnaws his bottom lip slightly before swinging it back around his chest.

I close the door and then start to walk around the back of the Escalade, adjusting my hard on as I do. I can’t believe I’m looking at Brandon’s boyfriend like that. Then again, I’ve never been around a very feminine looking man naked before either. 

I walk down to the driver’s side door, yank it open, and then slide in. Rachel is scrolling IG on her phone and Brandon and Sean are talking in the backseat. I adjust the rearview even though I can’t see out the back with all the luggage and I catch Sean cutting his eyes at me from where he is sitting. I watch him cross his thin leg over the other like a lady would and my cock twitches yet again.

I clear my throat and start the car and then pull off, checking my side mirrors as I drive off campus. I turn the music up slightly to drown the two voices out behind Rachel and I. My wife’s hearing is excellent and Brandon doesn't really care if he is heard or not. I would rather not like her to overhear any flirtations or promises of a good time if you know what I mean. I cut my eyes over at Rachel and stare at her large breasts pushed up in her yellow sundress. 

“Eyes on the road,” Rachel says, unable to stop the quick grin that hits her lips. “I swear your mind is always in the gutter.”

I give her a meek shrug. “I mean, you are fire hot and I love ‘em.” 

If I have a hardon and she catches me staring at her, there is no possible way she could correlate that to my attraction to Sean in the backseat, right? At least that’s what I tell myself. I’m an old dog who still has a few tricks on how not to get caught. 

Rachel gives me an eye roll before snickering at the comment. I pull onto the main street and head for the highway, which is about fifteen miles down the road. I just listen to my nineties alternative rock tapping my fingers on the steering wheel as I jam mile after mile, Rachel bouncing her head and lip syncing with a few of the songs, yawning every now and again as she does.

When I know Rachel isn’t paying me any attention, I cut my eyes to the rearview and see Sean staring at me, all of Brandon’s boxes piled high behind him. Brandon is knocked out with his head rolled over the rest beside him, a slight snore coming from him. And if I know my son, those rubbers in that trash can were relatively recently soiled so he must be tired. 

Sean is sitting comfortably after getting pounded up the ass that hard probably means this is a regular occurance. I counted three rubbers in the trash can. When Sean sees that I am watching him, he lifts his hand a little bit and waves it slightly, bending his fingers to do it, his nails polished with a clear coat.

I cut my eyes back to the windshield as I come to a red light. The sun is starting to set, the large orange ball somewhat blinding me even with my visor down. Rachel clicks her phone and turns it face down in her lap and closes her eyes. “Imma take a nap, babe,” she says with a loud yawn. 

I cut my eyes to her and say, “Okay, babe.”

Then my eyes move back to the rearview. Sean moves his hand over to Brandon’s thigh and my eyes bulge in panic. I quickly look over at my wife to make sure she isn’t doing anything except nodding off. I glare at Sean and give him a sharp headshake. He gives me a meek shrug with a lip bite as he tiptoes his fingers to Brandon’s copper zipper. He saw my looks and he knows I want him, doesn’t he? 

I move my hand to the radio volume and turn it up slightly, cutting my eyes back to my wife as I pull off from the red light and drive toward the highway entrance. Rachel jostles slightly and I panic. I cut my eyes back to the rearview to watch Sean’s dainty hand unzip the copper zipper that seems to echo in the car as it unzips loudly.

My eyes stay glued to Sean’s hand as he slides it into my step son’s tan cargo shorts, who gives a soft moan, his head turning slightly with a snort. Brandon is out cold. I feel my shaft harden down along my inner thigh. Sean and I make eye contact again and Sean grins at me. I do my best to read his lips. I gasp loudly, at least I think it’s super loud when he mouths, “You’re...next.”

I clear my throat as my skin flushes red. Do I want to be “next”? I take the turn to the highway and it’s a little faster than I should. Rachel jostles again as does Brandon, neither of them waking though. Sean takes the distraction to yank my step son’s fat dick from his shorts as he stares me in the eyes in the rearview. I gulp the lump in my throat. Brandon’s thick semi hard shaft is flopped over Sean’s tiny hand, the slick tip rubbing his tan cargo pants, thick blue veins running the length of it. I feel my dick harden the rest of the ten inches down my thigh and moan as my tight jeans rub it for me.

And to my utter shock, I lick my lips as I look out the windshield and back in the rearview over and over again as I pull out onto the highway heading for Bear Lake two hours away. I hear a soft moan from Brandon who still has his neck rolled over the seat. 

I cut my eyes over to Rachel who is snoring, her head turning toward the window away from the show I’m getting as the bright orange setting sun illuminates the backseat. Sean stares at me with soft blue eyes as his hand slowly moves to the tip of Brandon’s shaft then back to the base, jerking him off slow and steady. The sly grin on his lips means he knows this is turning me on. Sweat beads on my brow and my short salt and pepper hair is soaked on the back.

I can’t help but slide my hand to my aching shaft and give it a squeeze as Sean jerks my step son off in the backseat. Brandon stirs slightly from the handjob but Sean quickly stops jerking him off and he drifts back off with a snort. Sean lifts his hand to his lips as I watch him. He licks his palm, blue eyes locked on mine, and then slides it back over to Brandon’s semi hard shaft that is laying across his cargo shorts. Sean starts to jerk him off again and how Brandon isn’t waking up, I have no idea. Sean just keeps staring at me in the rearview. His eyes are like deep blue pools of submissive energy. Sean lifts a finger to his lips and quietly unclicks his seatbelt. 

I suck in a sudden breath as I watch Sean bend over at the waist, his soft blue eyes still locked on mine in the rearview. I watch and it seems like it is in slow motion as Sean gently holds Brandon’s shaft with a cupped palm and licks the bead of precum up to Brandon’s moan. 

I start to hyperventilate as my wife snores beside me in the passenger seat. I have three things to look at. The road...my wife...and my step son’s horny little twink boyfriend who is doing his damndest to make me lose my mind as he tries to suck some dick in the backseat. Sean licks his lips with a soft moan at the taste of my step son’s precum. I’m practically panting as I watch, heart thumping in my chest.

Finally, Brandon stirs when Sean holds the tip of his massive dick in his mouth, sucking on it just slightly with little to no noise, the shaft cupped in his small open palm. Brandon jerks awake and shifts away suddenly, hands going high as he does, eyes darting to me and his Mom in the front seat. 

I avert my eyes to the road and he doesn’t catch me watching, thankfully. My cock aches and twitches from the display as the precum leaks from my slit and into my boxer briefs. I check my surroundings and switch lanes to the far right to go with the slow traffic. I check Rachel’s breathing and she is still out cold.

I don’t want to look with Brandon awake but I just can’t help myself. Sean has me dead to rights. He has me eating out of the palm of his hand and he knows it. He knows what feelings I secretly harbor. I cut my eyes back up in the rearview to see Sean sucking Brandon’s dick full on bent over at the waist, body half turned in the seat, his eyes on the rearview with a grin when he sees me looking back at them. 

My heart skips a beat when I lock eyes with Brandon who is hesitantly looking at me before looking away to the window, and then back to me, deciding what he should do. I understand how he’s feeling. It is almost impossible with someone sucking your dick to stop them mid blowjob. I know I wouldn’t even have thought of it. I slide a shaky hand over to the radio and turn it up slightly to block the sucking sounds before bringing it back to the steering wheel with a slight clearing of my throat as I grip it tight.

Brandon isn’t shoving Sean off now that he knows I’m watching, which is shocking, appalling even. His Mom is a few feet away and he is getting blown like she isn't even here. Forget the fact that I’m watching that seems to be a distant second to how fucked up it is. Brandon’s brown eyes are somewhat apologetic, not really though. It’s more of a what the fuck are you going to do about it look. He was really pissed earlier and this could be payback. His heightened breathing from the pleasure and then the slight gasping from the slobbery blowjob lets me know he isn’t going to stop his boyfriend until he cums in his mouth. 

I see Brandon’s lips form an O as he keeps eye contact with me, moving his right palm to the back of Sean’s neck, pushing him down the length of his thick dick to a slight gag from Sean in the seat beside him. Brandon’s eyelids flutter and he softly clears his throat as his boyfriend gives him head, twisting his neck with an attitude as he sucks. I slide my hand to my aching, pulsating shaft to rub my open palm along it as the precum leaks from my slit.

I check on Rachel one more time and when I’m one hundred percent sure she is out cold, I look back in the rearview. Brandon doesn’t look away and neither does Sean who starts jerking him off with one hand, twisting his sloppy wrist at the tip, eyes locked on mine as he sucks and jerks my step son off. 

Sean slides his free hand to the silver button on Brandon’s shorts as he can only suck half of it with the way Brandon’s dick is sticking up between the zipper. I watch Sean slide his hands to Brandon’s hips and tug his shorts as the two sides of his cargo shorts splay out beside him. 

Brandon lifts up slightly in his seat, unbuckling his seatbelt quietly and moving it behind him as gently as he can as he sucks in and exhales sharp breaths as Sean gets more into it. I watch Brandon gulp the lump in his throat as he helps Sean pull his shorts and boxers to his knees. 

Sean pulls Brandon’s dick from his hot wet throat, his wet sloppy cock swaying gently as they maneuver his shorts to a place where they are out of the way. Sean starts sucking him off again. Brandon and I keep eye contact, both of us breathing heavy. Sean slides a second hand to my step son’s beautiful shaft and jerks it with both hands, twisting his wrists on the underside as Brandon bites his bottom lip to block his moan.

Sean focuses on Brandon and he is slurping and sucking a little louder now. I move my hand to the radio volume and turn it up a little higher before bringing my palm to my shaft to rub it as I watch the little twink suck my step son continuously. 

I watch them for five minutes straight, my eyes constantly flicking from the road to the rearview, Brandon fighting his moans as Sean attempts to keep his mouth quiet but there is too much spit now for him to do that, the bubbles pooling on his index fingers as he gives Brandon an epic sloppy blowjob with both fists and his mouth. 

Brandon’s legs start to twitch and his eyes bulge wide as we stare at one another in the rearview. He pulls Sean to the base with his palm on his neck and holds him there as he cums. Brandon rolls his neck back as his hips and thighs twitch. I see Sean’s adams apple bobbing as he swallows all my step son gives him. Brandon’s shaft pulsates after each shot, six times in total.

Brandon spasms a few last times before bringing his head back to look at me in the mirror. He gives me a slight smirk with a shrug as Sean comes off his dick and licks his milky lips before turning to look at me as he flops Brandon’s semi hard shaft around. He leans back and slides his seatbelt back on as Brandon tugs his shorts and boxers back up and zips his fly as he looks out the window with a throat clearing. We make eye contact one last time and he smiles. It takes me a minute but I finally return the smile as Brandon and Sean drift off to sleep. Now, I have to drive two hours with blue balls. And I know just where to empty them when we get settled for the night.
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I pull into the Bear Lake campground, the large neon bear sign blinking, half of it not working, leaving only the front half of the bear illuminated that everyone sees from the road. Everyone is sound asleep in the Escalade, their snores loud as the moon hangs high in the sky above us. It’s close to ten. 

I drive down the winding trail toward the lake, the branches from last week’s storm cracking under my tires as I roll over them. It doesn’t take long for me to make it to our designated camping spot that we rent all summer long. Spot number fourteen has a pier and a small defilade where we set our tents up. I pull into the site that is between two large oak trees that tower some sixty feet into the air. I brake and place the SUV in park, other cars parked at other spots, some fires raging around us. 

“Rachel,” I say as I turn the Escalade off and pop the trunk from inside. “We’re here.”

Rachel slowly stirs with a nod, running her hands over her eyes with a grunt as she stretches her back, pushing her large chest out in her yellow sundress, making me lick my lips when I see them. One hundred percent sure that I am going to fuck my wife tonight as hard as I can to release all this pent up cum. She turns her head and looks at me with an eye roll at me gawking at her curves before winking. She turns in her seat and slaps Brandon on the kneecap, waking him. She moves her hand back and squeezes Sean’s kneecap slightly and he rouses from his slumber.

“Time to unpack, boys,” Rachel says as she opens her car door, the bright lights of my interior lighting the inside of the car up. “Let’s get it done. Momma needs to sleep.”

Sean and Brandon both groan as they wake up. I turn my head and make eye contact with both of them, my heart thumping a million miles a minute. Sean gives me a sharp head nod with a grin, which I frown at as he opens his door. As Sean slides from the door, my eyes go over to Brandon who simply shrugs and then leans forward. 

“I...” He clears his throat as I hold my hand up. 

“Let’s not talk about it,” I say as I open my door and slide out. 

I walk past Brandon’s door toward the trunk, not really wanting to talk about it. If I just ignore what happened, I’m sure nothing will come of it. It was a one time thing. That’s all it was. My step son and his horny ass twink boyfriend needing to milk another nut out of him before they go to sleep. Simple as. 

When I walk around the back of the car, I hear his door open and then close. Sean is helping Rachel with the tents and sleeping bags that I arranged to be in the front after packing all of Brandon’s boxes. Rachel and Sean walk toward the center of the defilade and I snatch two of the sleeping bags. Brandon eyes the cooler and then picks it up with a grunt and carries it behind me. I turn and look over my shoulder and catch him staring at my ass as I follow Sean and Rachel.

We reach the fire pit that has the grating laying against the side of it. I ignore Brandon’s lustful look and set the sleeping bags on the grass nearby. I pick up a tent as Brandon picks up the other one. “You two going to sleep in the same tent?” Rachel asks as she starts to place the firewood in the pit. “I should have brought a third one. Sorry.”

Sean shrugs. “I mean, I’m good with it...” He turns and looks at me as my wife is busy with the firewood. “If the tent is big enough. We’re best friends so it ain’t that big of a deal.”

I scowl and glare at Brandon when he snickers. I walk over to Rachel and kneel beside her to help with the firewood as Sean and Brandon assemble the tents. Rachel turns and looks at me as I help. “You okay, babe?” she asks, genuinely concerned.

“Yeah,” I grunt as I rise to my feet with a wince and hold my hand out to help her up. “Why?”

Rachel shrugs. “No reason, you just seem flush. Like you’re nervous about something.”

I clear my throat and pat my forehead. “Nah, I feel fine.”

Rachel shrugs a second time and says. “I gotta go pee. Be right back.”

I nod and she heads over to the concrete bathrooms that are a hundred yards away, the bright LED’s lighting up half the camp, drawing all the moths to them. As she walks into the woods, I turn to Sean and Brandon who are staring at one another before turning to look at me. “You two get me fucked up out here and I’ll...”

“You’ll what?” Sean asks, interrupting me, one hand on his slender hip, giving a sharp nod to my crotch. “Unzip your pants for me and your step son to blow you while your wife is in the bathroom?” My jaw drops at the comment and Sean giggles to Brandon’s gasp of shock. “Yeaaaaaah, you ain’t gonna do shit because you want to fuck the both of us and I know that for a fact.”

“Uhhhh...” I stammer, caught completely off guard. “I...” 

And before I can respond, Sean peeps around him and then turns around with that magnificent ass he has and pulls his shorts down under his cheeks and lifts his white t-shirt up to show off his perfect hairless apple as he looks at it over his shoulder before his eyes find mine as they slowly drift down to it and stay there. 

“YO!” Brandon hisses, wrestling with the tent poles and the scratchy vinyl red tent. “The fuck you doing, bro?”

Sean shrugs and it jiggles his asscheeks. He slides a hand back to peel his right cheek open, exposing his tight pink puckered hole to me that makes my dick rock hard instantly as he gnaws his bottom lip. “Your step daddy been waiting all day to see this ass again, huh, Nic? Been dreaming about fucking me and your step son since ya caught us earlier, haven’t ya? Ya loved seeing me sucking that huge nut out of his balls in the car too, huh? You wanna see what this twink ass can really do to a dick, huh?”

I clear my throat as my skin flushes bright red. Sean yanks his shorts back up and then turns back around and walks over to me, Brandon watching him in shock, jaw slightly ajar as Sean sashays across the open ground between us. He stands in front of me and looks up with his soft blue eyes. “Know what I’m gonna do tonight when your wife falls asleep, Step Daddy?” he moans softly, sliding a hand to my stomach to trail his fingers along it, which I don’t stop.

I shake my head no as my cock hardens to full mast on my thigh as I stare at his fingertips grazing my stomach through my t-shirt. I barely manage to whisper, “What?”

Sean nestles into my body, his hand pressed tight to my stomach. He finger waves at me as I stare down at him, and I don’t know why, but I bend at the waist. Sean places a hand on my ear and cups it. I moan at the softness of his skin and the heat of his minty breath in my ear as my heart thumps wildly. Brandon watches us intently, the tent poles half extended in his shaky hands. 

“Imma be face down,” he moans loudly, making my cock surge, his full lips not far from my earlobe. “Phatt twinky ass up with your step son plowing it from behind with his thick dick like he does every day while you stand in front of me and let me suck that giant dick I know ya got so you can blast that hot white nut all over my pretty twink face and smear it around with the tip.”

My breathing heightens as the picture of it runs through my mind like a freight train. I close my eyes and see Brandon behind him in the red tent pounding through him, jiggling Sean’s ass cheeks in every direction like he had on his bed, shaking the tent with the force used as Sean wails on his hands and knees, my step son’s hands gripped tight over his bony shoulders. Then it switches to me staring down into Sean’s soft submissive blue eyes with his lips suctioned to my groin as I hold him tight to me with my fingers interlocked behind his head, fingers tight in his long blonde hair, his whole body jerking into mine as Brandon fucks the life out of him.

All I can groan as I feel his nails dragging on my stomach through my shirt is, “That right?”

Sean flicks my earlobe, sending a chill up my spine, pinching my ass hole shut, making me suck in a breath and hold it. He leans back slowly and then winks up at me before turning around and walking away as I inhale and exhale loud breaths, my armpits, my neck and lower back soaked in sweat. I hear the bushes rustle a few moments later and my wife walks back out of the woods, drying her hands on the hem of her yellow sundress. She claps her hands when she sees we aren’t finished as I turn slightly, barely avoiding her seeing my rock hard shaft. 

“C’mon now, boys!” she says. “Pick it up will ya!”

Brandon hurries over away from the fire pit with his and Sean’s tent and then starts to assemble it quicker than I’m used to seeing him do it. There is no dragging ass this time. It’s time for him to drag some ass around his tent. I clear my throat, swipe my brow again, and start to assemble the one Rachel and I will sleep in. 

Rachel bends at the waist as she starts the fire in the fire pit, dropping the grating on the top, which makes a loud clunk as I finish setting up the tent in record time. My balls ache after the car ride and this recent flirtation. I have to admit, I got a serious thing for twinks.

Once the tent is set up, I snatch the sleeping bags and toss them in and point to the opening. Rachel grins as she snatches her backpack off the ground and walks over to the black tent. I’m grateful it’s a black tent and no one can see shadows like the red tent for example. I watch her hit her knees as she crawls over the opening. She spins around and looks over at Brandon. “Night, Bran,” she says. “Night Sean.”

“Night,” they both say as they finish setting up their tent. “Breakfast is at sunrise. Full day of fishing tomorrow.”

They both nod and she scampers back to unfurl the sleeping bags on the hard ground. Before I duck in, I see Sean slide his hand up his white t-shirt, lifting it slowly to show off his ripped hairless six pack along with his bird chest before he grins at me and points before rolling it back with a fishing lure movement. I glare at him and then duck under the tent flap and zip it up behind me. I crouch behind Rachel who is finishing setting up, her sundress riding up her ass cheeks just slightly. I lick my lips and then lean over and cover her mouth with my hand to her laughing squeal as I push all my weight down on her and pin her to the sleeping bag, the orange interior pushing up into her face.

With my lips by her ear, I hiss, “I can’t take you in that dress anymore! I have to fuck you right now!”

Rachel playfully nibbles my thick fingers held over her mouth and then moans as I yank the bottom of her dress up over her small ass. My wife is built up top with DDD’s but flat on the bottom and that’s okay but I can’t shake Sean’s full hairless apple from my mind as I lay over top my wife, pushing her further into the sleeping bag. I wonder how much fun it would be to see it jiggle from behind when I smack it. The thought makes my cock surge with excitement, pushing into Rachel’s lower back as I lay over her, who moans softly. 

Rachel pulls my hand from her lips and whispers, “Someone is fucking horny, huh? What got you so riled up? You couldn’t wait for Bran and his friend to go to bed?”

“You...have...no...idea how horny I am,” I grunt as I sit back on my haunches and yank her into doggy, sliding my hands to her hips to yank her white cotton panties down to her ankles, freeing them and tossing them beside me before I effortlessly pick her up, the sundress rolling up her lower back as I dead lift her small frame to my face. 

“You got me all riled up with this sundress, babe.”

Rachel bites back her squealing laugh then her moan as I drive my tongue into her hot pink pussy from behind, my nose pressing right between her crack, nudging her tight puckered hole as she locks her ankles behind my head. She stays on her forearms in the middle of the tent, her lower back arched. It’s a move I love to do and over the years, Rachel has gotten very good at holding it for me to eat her out from the back, which drives her wild. I suck and I slurp loudly on purpose, hoping Sean and Brandon hear me as I swirl my tongue over and over inside and outside her pussy. I think I hear a moan and it isn’t from my wife. 

Rachel is gripping the sleeping bag in her fists, biting the orange fabric inside to muffle herself as she moans and groans. I hear another soft moan, again not from my wife. I need to look outside and see what’s going on but I can’t with Rachel in the position she is in. 

Suddenly, her whole body goes rigid, her breath catching in her throat as she yanks the sleeping bag under her, fists clenched tight on it. I feel her squirt on my lips that rolls down to my chin as she screams into the sleeping bag, trying to stay as quiet as she can. It’s muffled but not so much that it can’t be heard across the fire pit.

I suck her squirt up and swallow as I lower her twitching form back down and hurry to unbutton my pants and yank my rock hard, precum slicked ten inch shaft out of my boxers. As Rachel is moaning with her eyes closed, a grin on her lips, I lean back and unzip the tent slightly for it to fall open at the side. 

I look at my wife to make sure she is still on cloud nine as she shivers slightly on the sleeping bag with an ear to ear grin on her lips. I lean back to look outside and see Sean on his knees at the fire pit, the fire starting to send smoke up into the air. Brandon is sitting on a tree stump as Sean throats him to the hilt and holds it there. I watch Brandon roll his neck back enjoying the head, hand on the back of Sean’s head as he bobs him up and down his thick shaft.

I bite my lip as I watch them and then quickly return my attention to my wife who is laying on her stomach now, sleeping bags all over the tent. When I see her pale flat cheeks, I slide back to her, mounting them quickly. I pull her legs wide in a V as I scamper up behind her. 

I lay over her back, holding my shaft at the base, probing her wet slit with my tip up and down, wetting it. Rachel turns her head and I stare into her bright green eyes, her red hair in a tight ponytail. She grins and I return it, then my jaw drops slightly as her eyes widen from the stretch as I thrust forward. I sink in all the way on my first stroke and lay over her back. She grunts as my full weight rests over her back and ass, pushing her into the ground, my dick to the hilt inside her.

“Fuck,” I moan. “I love this tight ass pussy.”

Rachel giggles and moans as she holds a hand over her lips to muffle it. I lean back and yank my t-shirt off, quickly laying it over her ass cheeks to stop the smacking of our skin. I want the boys to hear it but I know my wife will keep complaining until I limit the sounds to the best of my ability.

I slide my palms over her shoulders and lock her in place to start planking her, my abs slapping the shirt and not her skin. As I rise up, I slam back down to Rachel’s muffled shriek, pushing in a little harder and further than I usually do. I slide a hand to her throat from behind and grip it, elbow tight to her spine as I fuck her hard, bodies close together. 

Rachel gasps a breath as I roll her neck back as I continue to plank her ass cheeks under the white t-shirt, my bicep flexing as I hold her tight. Her pussy is so hot that it won’t take long for me to cum. I just keep pounding away, grunting like an animal as I do.

As I fuck my wife, I can’t help but close my eyes and picture that twink at my knees blowing me like he was blowing Brandon in the car, his wrists twisting and jerking my sloppy shaft as he does, soft blue eyes locked on mine from below. His eyes are so fucking sexy! 

I keep the thought in my mind as I continue to fuck Rachel who is crying out. I yank her back into doggy style, eyes still closed in my fantasy. I slide my hand to her red ponytail and yank it back as I picture Sean crawling over my lap as I lay down on the ground by the fire pit.

I feel Rachel shaking her head and I release her ponytail and move my hands quickly to her thin hips, pounding away as I dream about Sean grabbing my shaft with his tiny hand and maneuvering my thick shaft to his tight lubed up ass hole as he squats over it by the fire. 

I lick my lips at the fantasy as I pound through my wife’s pussy, harder than I ever have, her whole body jerking forward from the hard backshots. As I pound, the shirt falls from our bodies and I slam her down her stomach again, our skin slapping loudly. I angle down to rub the underside of my tip at the perfect spot, her squeal muffled. I open my eyes as I feel my orgasm approaching, my ball sack constricting.

My wife’s eyes are wide open as she stares at me over her right shoulder, a lot of the sleeping bag in her mouth to muffle her. The look in her wide open eyes is one of shock and somewhat of fear from the intensity of the back shots. I stroke her several more times from tip to base, and then my head rockets back, eyes wide, nostrils flaring as I cum. 

The shots spit from my slit and I whimper as my hips shake. I bring my neck back to the normal position, blinking slowly as I continue to cum. I bite my lip sharply and keep eye contact with my wife. When I finish cumming in her, I scrape my fingertips in the scratchy black vinyl. Sweat drips down my hairy chest and then onto her lower back as I inhale and exhale loudly as I recover in a planking position over her.

We keep eye contact and Rachel grunts a final time. She spits the sleeping bag out of her mouth with a loud tuah before resting her chin on it, sucking in a loud breath. I collapse over her back with a satisfied sigh as my cock deflates inside her. I lay over her back for a long quiet moment, swallowing the lumps in my throat. Rachel slides a shaky hand behind her as she inhales and exhales loudly under me and holds the back of my sweat drenched salt and pepper hair, her fingers tight to my scalp.

“What...the...fuck,” Rachel groans as she massages my head. “Was that, Nic...was it really my dress that did that?”

I chuckle as I lean my chin over her shoulder, grunting as I do. I give her a stone cold lie. “Yeah,” I grunt. “Told you that dress had me all worked up.”

Rachel beams. “Well, looks like I need to wear it more often around the house then.”

She closes her eyes and drifts off to sleep, me not far behind her. The last thing on my mind as I fall asleep over my wife’s back is Brandon and Sean fucking in his dorm room. That’s the perfect picture to fall asleep to because I want to be the one fucking them both.
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Chapter 4
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I feel something hot and wet on my dick that is flopped over on my thigh covered in my wife’s juices. I’m stark naked after that nut on my back in the middle of the tent. I blink as I stare at the ceiling, my mind waking up slowly after the Earth shattering orgasm I had thinking of fucking Sean as I fucked Rachel. I move my hands to my eyes and rub them as I figure out that Rachel is trying to ready me for round two. That hasn’t happened in years! I chuckle softly and then lift my head and my eyes bug out at what I see. It’s not Rachel! 

JESUS CHRIST!

It’s Brandon’s twink boyfriend between my thighs, licking my shaft with the flat of his tongue up and down. He has somehow managed to open my legs wide in a V, my wife snoring loudly beside me on her side in her sleeping bag, back to me, my sleeping bag splayed open over her side like Sean tucked her in.

I panic, my heart seeming to stop. I go to shove him off but immediately stop when Sean snatches my balls in his hand and squeezes them tight with a sharp head shake. My eyes are wide, panic coursing through my veins as I stare into Sean’s mischievous blue eyes in the darkness. I watch him rub his whole baby face with my dick, making it hard again with no effort. Sean lifts his free hand to his lips and holds an index finger to them with an ear to ear grin. I try to turn away a second time but he squeezes my balls tighter, tugging them sharply, which makes me hiss and jerk in pain.

I watch him pull my semi hard shaft straight up with his hand gripped tight at the base. I jerk my neck over toward my wife laying two feet away to make sure she isn’t up with my balls and shaft in Sean’s iron grip. When I hear her snoring loudly, I turn my head back to Sean and shake my head no, my eyes pleading with him to stop. A divorce is imminent if my wife catches us. Sean giggles quietly with a shrug and then licks my slick slit with the flat of his tongue as he massages my balls in his soft palm. I watch him lick his lips and then he winks at me. I try to glare but all that hits my lips is a smirk.

We keep our eyes locked in the tent as the crickets chirp around us at the campsite, my wife’s snores loud beside us. Moment after moment, we keep eye contact. I bite my lip sharply as Sean suddenly goes over the tip and wedges my entire shaft down his throat on the first go. There is no gagging, no choking, nothing but his hot wet throat encasing around my thick ten inch shaft as he holds his lips to the base, his soft palm still massaging my nutsack, the other flat on my thigh. 

I bite my lip harder, whimpering softly as he moves the hand on my thigh up my stomach as far as he can reach. He holds it there as he deepthroats my cock over and over. Then he makes a claw and drags his nails back down to the base of my shaft, leaving sharp red rake lines on my skin. I hiss in pain and then hold back the pleasured moan that almost escapes my lips from Sean jamming his lips down on my groin.

I watch Sean slowly slide his throat back up my shaft to the tip, then back down to the base, his soft blue eyes locked on mine the entire time, the dim lamp light illuminating his face. It takes absolutely everything I have not to moan with my wife beside me as Sean sucks my dick. I almost scream when Rachel rolls over with a snort, eyes still closed. Sean quickly pulls my dick from his throat and yanks my sleeping bag over his head. Rachel snuggles up into the crook of my arm. I close my eyes and wrap an arm around her, biting my lip tight.

THIS CAN’T BE FUCKING HAPPENING!!!

I hear Rachel snort then start snoring loudly again. I slowly open my eyes and turn my head slightly to see if she is still out cold. I try to kick Sean out of the partially opened tent but he doesn’t budge, dodging my kicks expertly. 

When our eyes meet, he flashes me a wicked grin, long blonde hair on his back. He nods several times before snatching my shaft in his hand again and returning to his blowjob. It feels so good that I can’t even think straight. I hold my wife tight to my side, her hand on my hairy chest as she sleeps, her son’s gay boyfriend sucking me off a few feet away.

I bite my lip harder as Sean slurps, jerks and sucks as quietly as he can, eyes locked on me and my wife. And for some unkown fucking reason, I move my free hand down to his scalp and grip his long blonde hair in my meaty fist. Sean grins on my dick with an eager nod as he continues sucking it. I start to use his throat as I slam him up and down it from base to tip over and over with my wife’s palm still on my hairy chest, her naked body pressed up into mine, large breasts squished in my side. 

I feel my orgasm starting to mount, my tender balls ready to explode again. I haven’t gone two nuts in one night in ten years. I turn my head and look at my wife, praying she doesn’t stir. The O stays on my lips from the epic sloppy blowjob as I stare at her peaceful face inches away from mine. 

I jam that twinks hot wet mouth up and down my dick over and over for the next several minutes, hand tight in his long blonde hair. Sean takes it in stride, seeming to be well versed in a guy using his throat for their pleasure as his spit rolls down my ridged ballsack and onto my taint.

I gasp a breath staring at my wife’s face and erupt in Sean’s mouth with no warning. I lift my head to watch him as my legs spasm, the cum spitting from my slit and filling his mouth up. Sean swallows as I unload in his throat. My feet stop spasming after four shots, the sweat dripping from my temples. 

When I finish cumming in his mouth, Sean twists his wrist up my shaft once more, making me whimper before sliding my dick from his mouth and closing it. I hear him gulp at my feet and give a soft satisfied sigh before licking his lips. We stare at one another for several long moments and then he slides back on his knees and slips from my tent, zipping it up, the noise extremely loud. I wince after it closes, knowing that shit may now pop off.

Rachel stirs in my arm and I freeze. Her eyes filter open as I throw one leg over my shaft to block her view of my drained wet cock on my thigh. We make eye contact and Rachel gives me a sleepy grin. She leans in and pecks my nose and then rolls over and drags my arm with her for me to hold her tight. She places her ass cheeks on my abs, swishing them across it to entice me. She tosses her open sleeping bag off her tiny frame so we are both naked pressed against one another tightly. She sighs happily as I grip her tight in a one armed side hug, doing my best to roll my shaft back behind me or at least give it enough air to dry it. I nuzzle into her neck as she grinds on my abs. 

FUCK!!!! NOW MY WIFE WANTS ROUND TWO! SERIOUSLY!

I feel her grab my hand around her stomach and slide it down her thin waist to her clit. I touch it and she is already soaking wet. That’s unusual. She lifts her hand and slides it to the back of my neck as she lifts her leg, sole of her foot on the vinyl for me to slide it in from the side. My dick skyrockets back up like I’m in my teens again. I slide my arm she is laying on away from her and then glide it down my stomach and jerk my shaft a few times before lifting it with two fingers on the underside. I line it up and Rachel arches her lower back slightly before moaning as my thick dick slides back inside her.

“Gawwwwd,” Rachel groans. “I love this dick!”

I chuckle and moan in her ear as she holds the back of my neck, my lips near her ear. I flick her earlobe to her giggle as I start to thrust forward and back, rubbing her clit at the same time. I slide my free hand back up and stretch it up, gripping some of the sleeping bag in my fist at my head. Rachel does all the work as I slow to a stop. She grinds in an S up and down my shaft, making me moan loudly in her ear.

As we fuck quietly, our skin barely smacking, I moan, “You are super wet...”

Rachel giggles before gasping from the pleasure of sliding up and down my thick dick on her side. “Can I tell you why?” she whispers as she reaches up and clutches my free hand above our heads, interlocking her fingers tight with mine.

I just grunt as my heart skips a few beats. “Sure,” I moan, trying to keep myself from having a heart attack. “You can tell me anything, ya know that.”

Rachel grips my fingers tighter and I can tell she is contemplating what she wants to say. “C’mon, Rachel,” I grunt. “What...” I thrust into her with a sharp thrust and she groans loudly. “Ya got to tell me?”

“Fuck,” she gasps after the thrust. “I...ummm...” She clears her throat slightly. “Had this dream, babe.”

I suck in a breath and hold it. OH SHIT! I panic but I try to keep a level head. I simply keep thrusting into her on our sides. I moan and then whisper, “What dream?”

Rachel snuggles in closer to my hairy chest and moans, “Promise you won’t get mad, Nic. Like promise me. It’s soooo bad. And I feel so guilty.”

“Yes,” I grunt before catching an O face from fucking her. “I promise I won’t get mad.”

“Kay,” Rachel says before exhaling a nervous breath as we continue fucking gently. “I had this dream that Sean sucked your dick in our tent while I watched.”

I freeze. And not because of what she said, but the fact that she was probably half asleep and did see what happened and scratched it off as a dream. What do I say? I clear my throat first, yeah, that will give the time needed. Rachel tenses when I do. As conservative as she is, this is as taboo as it gets. I lean in closer and hold her tighter to my chest as I stroke her. 

“Did you now?” I moan in her ear through her disheveled red hair.

Rachel grunts as I start to increase my thrusting speed, slapping her ass cheeks with my upper thighs, Sean’s mouth on my dick, submissive blue eyes on mine at the forefront of my mind as I fuck my wife with my eye closed. “Yes,” she gasps as she grips the back of my neck tighter.

“Make you soaking wet thinking of Sean sucking me off?” I moan as I start to deliver harder singular thrusts. “Until I nut in his mouth,” I growl loudly.

Rachel grunts and moans as her body jerks from the blows from her side. I can’t see her face but I think she is grinning. All she does is nod her head. I move my hand from her clit and grip her hip as I draw back to the tip, my cock soaked in her juices and cream, and then slam back to the base violently, making her cry out from the forceful stretch, her free hand immediately covering her lips. I continue fucking her, grunting in her ear over and over.

“You want me to fuck him too?” I moan after a minute of smashing her.

Rachel freezes and I think I may have overplayed my hand. Sucking a dick is one thing, fucking a man in the ass is another level for her conservative mind to handle. I continue fucking her and wait, holding my breath. Finally, she gives an eager nod with her hand over her lips. She slides off my dick and spins into me, chest to chest before pushing me onto my back.

I watch her flip her long red hair over her shoulder, a mischievous look in her green eyes. Rachel scampers down to my huge wet shaft, tire swaying back and forth between my legs. Does she want me to keep asking questions? Is that what is doing this? Me being open to the idea of fucking another man? I moan and my neck arches as she takes me in her mouth with a loud gag when it passes her tonsils as she gets about eight inches in her hot wet throat. I’ll say one thing about Sean. He don’t gag. I kind of like the gagging sounds, personally.

Rachel snatches my hands as her breasts sway side to side and throws them on her head as she kneels between my wide open legs just like Sean had, loudly sucking her juices off my shaft. “You want to watch him do this?” I gasp as I roll her red hair into my fists. “Wanna watch me fuck his throat like the slut he probably is?”

To answer my question, Rachel uses both hands to jerk me off as she sucks the tip harder, her one carat wedding ring shining as she jerks me up and down, her mouth full to the brim, a deep guttural moan escaping her lips as a fantasy probably plays in her head. 

I groan loudly, not giving a fuck who hears it when my wife goes into a slut mode that she rarely does. Rachel leans back with the saliva in her mouth and spits it loudly onto my shaft with my hands locked in her red hair, making me scoff at the move she hasn’t done since we started dating. She jerks it into my skin and doesn’t make eye contact with me.

“I want to masturbate beside you while you do it,” she whispers before going back to sucking me off.

“How about if you both do it together?” I moan, now lost in the fantasy that she brought up. “You both can suck Daddy’s dick to make me cum all over your faces.”

Rachel goes even faster and harder on my shaft at the mention of including her. WOA! She stops sucking my dick and scampers up my body, her large breasts swaying as she does. She slides up over my shaft and slides a hand between her legs to grip my shaft and glide it inside her, our eyes locked as she straddles me in cowgirl. As I slide back inside her, we both moan loudly.

“So, you saying, you would let me watch and that you are cool with a guy sucking it?” Rachel moans as she starts to ride me, her skin slapping mine.

I grunt as I slide my hands up to grip her breasts in my hands, squeezing them tight. We stare one another in the eyes as I think of what to say next. Is she serious? That’s the first question. I think she is because of her body language to the questions. I watch her ride me, my shaft disappearing into the hot pink wetness over and over as she moans above me, eyes closing.

“Yes,” I moan as I slide my hands to her hips. “But only if they are skinny guys like Sean.”

“He is sexy in a girl kind of way, right?” Rachel moans as she bites her bottom lip and rides me faster. “I think he’s a twink.”

“Yeah,” I grunt as I start thrusting up into her as she grips my hairy pecs in her hands. “That’s what I think is hot too.” I pop an eyebrow at the twink comment. “How do you know what a twink is?” I grunt.

Rachel blushes and I chuckle before moaning. “Been watching it on porn, huh? Been waiting for the right moment—”

Rachel blushes even brighter as she opens her eyes and stares into mine. She starts rocking the tent with the force she is using, interrupting me. My wife sure can ride a dick. She does a move that I haven’t seen her do in a long while. 

She throws her thin legs up over my chest and hooks her ankles behind my shoulders as I start to yank her back and forth across my groin, her juices leaking out as I do. Rachel squeals and shoves a hand over her lips again as her eyes widen and she cums. Her whole body jerks around as I fuck her through it, giving a quick slap to each ass cheek as she moves her legs from my shoulders and slides back to her knees.

Rachel bites her lip and holds her hand over her mouth as she shrieks. I lift her up under her thighs and she squirts all over my groin. I slam her back down on it and then start to pound up into her. 

“It wasn’t a dream,” I moan as she bounces on my lap, my hands gripped tight to her hips, her head rocking back and forth, red hair swishing wildly as she rides, her breasts bouncing up and down.

She stops riding immediately and I wince and purse my lips, turning my head to the side as soon as I said it. Should not have said that. She bends at the waist and I think it is to choke the life out of me. But she grips my cheeks in her hands and then kisses me so passionately that I balk. She starts riding me again as we kiss. 

Through our kiss, Rachel moans, “I know...”

It’s my turn to stop and Rachel slows her grind to a halt, our breaths loud as we breathe in one another’s faces, her hard nipples rubbing my chest hair, both with sweaty brows from the exertion. Nothing is said. She pecs my nose and stays forehead to forehead.

“I know why you fucked me so hard before. You were thinking of him, and I listened to him suck you off two feet away, barely able to stop from touching myself as you held me.” She kisses me again, slamming her tongue in my mouth and swirling it around before breaking it for a second time to say, “And now I wanna watch you fuck him, Nic. I wanna see that boy get pounded through the bottom of our tent.”
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