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James shifted the weight of the backpack on his shoulders, inhaling deeply as the fresh scent of pine and damp earth filled his lungs. The sun hung low in the sky, streaking the horizon with deep oranges and soft pinks as they hiked towards their campsite. This was exactly what he wanted, a quiet, secluded getaway surrounded by nature, far from the demands of work and the noise of the city. His thirtieth birthday deserved something special, and his wife, Leah, had planned everything perfectly.

Leah walked beside him, her honey-blonde hair tied in a loose ponytail, strands escaping to frame her sun-kissed face. Her full lips curled into a knowing smile as she turned to glance at him, her hazel eyes glowing with the thrill of adventure. Her jacket clung to her ample breasts, emphasizing their fullness before tapering down to her slim, toned waist. Though she was in shape, her curves were too generous to be considered purely athletic, her soft hourglass figure a perfect blend of strength and femininity. The tight leggings hugged her hips, accentuating the subtle bounce of her perfectly rounded ass as she moved with effortless grace.

Behind them, Claire trudged along, adjusting the straps of her own pack, her long auburn hair cascading in untamed waves over her shoulders. Her emerald eyes flashed with playful defiance as she rolled them dramatically. “Remind me again why we couldn’t just rent a cabin with a hot tub?” she teased, her smirk revealing the slight dimple in her cheek. Tall and striking, she carried herself with a raw sensuality, her athletic frame still taut despite the stress that had weighed on her lately. James had always found Claire attractive, objectively speaking, she was stunning. From the confident sway of her hips to the teasing glint in her emerald eyes, there was an undeniable allure about her. Her body was toned and taut, her perky breasts small but perfectly shaped, her ass firm and tight was impossible not to notice when she moved.

Leah knew this and had always teased him about it in good-natured amusement, fully aware that James would never act on it. They had that kind of trust, where appreciation for beauty could exist without threat, though James couldn’t deny that Claire’s presence on this trip added a different kind of tension to the air.

Claire had been invited last minute, her marriage having recently crumbled into dust. Heartbroken and restless, she had come to stay with Leah for support. James hadn’t minded the addition, Claire had been part of their lives for years, and the three of them had always shared an easy intimacy, a closeness that often left unspoken words simmering between them.

Leah laughed, tossing a teasing glance over her shoulder. “Because James wanted a real camping experience. No Wi-Fi, no luxury, just nature and good company.”

James smirked. “Besides, you’ll survive, Claire. Think of it as an adventure.”

Claire sighed dramatically. “An adventure that involves dirt, bugs, and no proper bed. Sounds dreamy.”

Despite her complaints, James knew she didn’t actually mind. There was something electric in the air tonight, something charged and unspoken between them. Claire enjoyed pushing Leah’s buttons, and Leah, in turn, relished the back-and-forth banter. Their friendship was an enigma, part sisterly, part something else entirely. James had never dared examine it too closely, but the way Claire’s eyes lingered on Leah’s body and the way Leah’s lips curled in response was hard to ignore.

After another mile, they reached the clearing Leah had scouted in advance. A small, hidden spot nestled between towering trees, with a breathtaking view of the lake below. The soft rush of water and the distant chirp of crickets filled the air. It was secluded. Private.

James exhaled, setting his pack down. “Alright, ladies, let’s get this campsite set up.”

Leah stretched, her toned body arching, her grin growing as she shot Claire a look. “Tents first, then we celebrate. I brought something special for tonight.”

Claire arched a brow. “Special how?”

Leah’s smile turned wicked. “You’ll see.”

James chuckled, but his curiosity was hooked. Something about the way they looked at each other sent a slow burn through his veins. Whatever Leah had in store, he had a feeling this birthday would be unlike any other.

They set to work pitching their tents, the process filled with laughter and stolen glances. Leah and Claire worked together to get the fire going while James assembled the camping gear. Every now and then, Leah would lean over, giving James a teasing smile, or Claire would stretch in a way that made it impossible not to notice the tight curves of her body. The tension was unspoken, but present.

Once everything was set, they gathered around the fire, the flames flickering in the deepening night. Dinner was simple but satisfying, the rich aroma of grilled meat and charred vegetables mingling with the crisp night air. Conversation flowed easily, aided by the whiskey Leah had packed. As the bottle passed between them, their talk grew bolder, more playful.

“I mean, let’s be honest,” Claire said, her lips curled in a smirk, “the best part about being married was the sex. When it was good, at least.”

Leah laughed, nudging her. “And now?”

Claire sighed dramatically, swirling her drink. “Now I have all the time in the world and no one to share my bed. It’s a tragedy, really.”

James shifted, the heat from the fire and the conversation stirring something in him. Leah must have noticed because she shot him a knowing look, her fingers grazing his thigh under the blanket they shared. He swallowed hard, shifting slightly to adjust himself, but the night only got more suggestive from there.

By the time they put out the fire and crawled into their tents, James was more than ready to pull Leah against him and lose himself in her. But as he lay there, Leah pressed against his side, Claire only a few feet away in her own sleeping bag, he knew it wasn’t happening tonight. The thought of being so close and yet unable to have her left him aching.

Leah whispered against his neck, her breath warm. “Frustrated?”

James exhaled a quiet laugh. “You have no idea.”

She nipped at his earlobe playfully. “Good. Consider it part of your birthday surprise.”

James groaned, rolling onto his back, trying to will away the heat in his blood. Sleep was going to be a challenge tonight.

The crackle of the dying campfire sent shadows flickering against the canvas of the tent, the air thick with the scent of pine and the distant hush of the river. Inside, wrapped in his sleeping bag, James stirred slightly, caught between the threads of sleep and the creeping awareness of something soft and warm closing around his length.

Half-dreaming, he groaned as slow, deliberate strokes worked along his shaft, coaxing him awake in the most exquisite way. He knew his wife’s touch, the gentle confidence of her fingers, the way she teased before taking what she wanted. He lay still, reveling in the sensation, a smile playing at his lips as his body responded.

The rhythm deepened, a new pressure joining, a second hand, softer yet just as eager. A second hand? His brows furrowed slightly, pleasure tinged with a hazy confusion. His wife was skilled, but this was different. The contrast
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