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The rain had been falling since mid-afternoon, a steady, drumming rhythm against the roof of the small two-bedroom cabin tucked just outside Atlanta. It was the kind of relentless summer downpour that turned the long dirt driveway to mud and made the tall pines sway like they might come down at any moment. 

Tinsley stood at the living room window, arms wrapped loosely around herself, watching the water streak down the glass in long silver lines. At 28, she had the kind of body that made men do double-takes without her trying – petite yet deliciously curvy, with full, heavy breasts that pressed softly against the thin fabric of her gray sweater, a narrow waist that curved out into generous hips, and long, dark black hair that spilled in loose waves down her back. Her skin was fair and smooth, dotted with a faint scatter of freckles across the bridge of her nose and the tops of her shoulders. Long lashes framed her deep brown eyes, which shifted from sweet and playful to quietly smoldering when the mood struck her.

She had been so looking forward to this weekend. A proper girls’ weekend in the rented cabin – wine, gossip, maybe a little too much laughing – while the husbands and boyfriends did their own thing. But one cancellation after another had unraveled everything. Her sister-in-law, Sarah, had gone into early labor just as she and her husband, Ryan’s brother, were set to join them. Then Cal’s girlfriend – and Tinsley’s friend – Becky, had ended things with him in spectacular fashion. Even Tinsley’s own sister had backed out because of the storm warnings. Warnings that had also scrubbed the guys’ planned trip to Destin. 

Now it was just her, Ryan, Cal, and Wade, trapped together in the cozy but modest AirBnB while the rain poured on without mercy.

Ryan came up behind her, sliding his arms around her waist and pressing a warm kiss to the side of her neck. He was fit and steady, the kind of man whose quiet confidence had always made her feel safe. “It’s not what we hoped for, baby,” he murmured against her skin. “I know you were looking forward to some time with the girls, just as I was hoping for a weekend of fishing and golf with the guys...”

Tinsley leaned back into him with a soft sigh, her petite frame fitting perfectly against his. “It’ll get better,” she whispered, turning in his arms to hug him tightly. Her voice was gentle, almost shy – the way it always got when she was trying to stay optimistic. “We’ll make the best of it. I promise.”

The evening passed in a haze of indoor grilling, cold beers, and half-hearted attempts at watching sports on the cabin’s temperamental TV. Cal, Ryan’s best friend since high school, had been nursing a dark mood all night. The tall, athletic 31-year-old kept refilling his whiskey and circling back to his breakup, his voice thick with frustration. Wade, Ryan’s closest friend from work, finally had enough around 9:30.

“Man, I’m not sitting here listening to this pity party all night, I’m depressed enough already...” Wade said, standing with a stretch. “I’m crashing. See you guys in the morning.” He disappeared down the short hallway to the guest room that he would be sharing with Cal.

Cal muttered something under his breath and got up to pour himself another drink. As soon as he was out of earshot in the kitchen, Ryan pulled Tinsley close on the couch, his voice low and urgent.

“This weekend is already a bust,” he admitted. “Cal’s killing the vibe. Poor guy... But, holy fuck he’s a downer.”

Tinsley bit her lip, her deep brown eyes flicking toward the kitchen before returning to her husband. A faint blush colored her cheeks. She leaned in closer, her voice barely above a whisper. “God, I know...I feel bad for him. He mentioned earlier that they hadn’t...you know...done it...in like six months. That’s awful... Could you image going six months without sex?”

Ryan shook his head, “Fuck no... I can’t even last six days...” The truthful admission made Tinsley chuckle and nod her head in agreement.

“What if...” Ryan spoke softly, then hesitated for a long moment, gauging his wife’s reaction, before continuing carefully. “What if we...you...offered to give him a handjob? Just to cheer him up? Nothing more. I dunno, maybe that’s too much...but... All I know is, if he stays like this the dude is going to kill an already bad weekend.”

Tinsley’s eyes widened and her lips parted as her jaw dropped. She was taken aback, flustered, and soft pink was quickly spreading from her cheeks down her neck. But she didn’t look disgusted – just surprised. “You... You’d really want me to give your best friend a...a handjob? You’d be okay with that?” she asked quietly, searching his face.

Ryan swallowed. “I think so. If it helps him relax and lets the rest of us actually enjoy what’s left of this trip...then, yeah. I mean it’s only a handjob... But only if you’re okay with it.”

Tinsley was quiet for a long moment, her fingers tracing nervous circles on his thigh. Then she nodded slowly. “Something has to be done,” she admitted. “And... I’m willing. If it’ll help.”

When Cal returned with his fresh drink Ryan shifted to the armchair, making room for Cal to slump back onto the couch. Tinsley took a deep breath and scooted closer to him. “Cal,” she said softly, her voice gentle and reassuring, “you’ve had a really rough time. And we hate seeing you like this.” She glanced at Ryan, who gave her an encouraging nod from the armchair. “If it would help... I could give you a handjob, just to relieve the tension...and make you feel better.”

Cal nearly dropped his glass. His eyes widened, flicking between Tinsley and Ryan. “You’re...fucking serious?”

Ryan’s voice was steady, though his cock was already straining against his jeans. “She is. If you want it, man. We’re all stuck here. Might as well make the weekend better.”

Cal hesitated only a second before nodding, stunned but clearly desperate. Tinsley smiled shyly and reached over, her small hand resting on his thigh before sliding higher. She unzipped him carefully, freeing his cock. It was already hard, thick and throbbing from months of frustration. She wrapped her fingers around him and began to stroke slowly, gently, her touch soft and attentive.

Cal groaned low, leaning back against the couch. “Fuck... God, Tinsley...that feels so good...it’s been so damn long.”

Ryan watched intently, his breathing growing heavier. After a few minutes, he spoke up, voice husky. “Take your top off, baby. I bet that would help him finish faster.”

Tinsley’s blush deepened. She hesitated for a beat, her hand still slowly sliding up and down Cal’s rigid member. Then she looked back at Ryan, met his eyes, and gave a small, shy nod. Ryan smiled softly. “You know, Cal told me he loved your ‘rack’ the night after I introduced you to him.”

Cal’s face flushed scarlet as Tinsley’s eye went to him. He sheepishly admitted, “Yeah... I did. They’re...fuck, they’re perfect.”

Tinsley’s hands trembled as she peeled off her thin sweater and bra. Her full, heavy breasts spilled free against her petite frame, pale and perfect, nipples already tightening in the cool cabin air. She resumed stroking Cal and cupped one breast with her free hand. “Oh... you like these?” she asked, her voice soft and teasing. Lifting it slightly she twisted her nipple as she stroked him faster. “Maybe you’d like to come on them? If you’re a good boy, I’ll let you paint them.”

Cal groaned louder, his hips bucking into her fist. Tinsley kept going, her encouraging words the same gentle, kind tone as before. “There you go...just relax. Let it happen. You deserve this.” Her heavy tits bounced gently with the motion, soft and inviting, and the sight of them combined with her sweet teasing pushed Cal right to the edge.

He came hard with a deep, shuddering groan – thick ropes of cum blasted out as Tinsley directed the barrage at her bare breasts – letting Cal paint them in glistening stripes of white. She kept stroking him gently through it, murmuring sweet encouragement. “There you go...let it all out.”

Cal was still catching his breath, chest heaving, when Wade stepped into the living room from the hallway. “Damn,” he said with a cocky smirk. “If you’re handing out party favors like that, I want one too.”

Tinsley shrieked softly and covered her breasts with her hands, eyes wide. Wade’s gaze lingered appreciatively. “Please don’t cover up perfection.”

After Wade’s request, Tinsley shyly shook her head no at first. But she looked over at Ryan, who had already nodded that it was okay with him. She turned back to Wade, then looked at Ryan again, voice soft and uncertain. “You’re really okay with this?”

Ryan choked out a confirmation, his voice rough with arousal. “Yeah...go ahead and stroke him.”

Tinsley hesitated only a moment longer before nodding. She stayed topless, her tits still glistening with Cal’s load, and wrapped a tiny hand around Wade’s cock as he sat down. She stroked him skillfully, her movements growing more confident. Wade groaned low, watching her hand work him.

“Fuck, Tinsley...your hand feels so good,” he murmured, voice thick. “Been thinking about this since we got here. Those tits... God, they’re even better up close.” He reached out and cupped one gently, thumb brushing her nipple. Tinsley gasped softly but didn’t pull away. “That’s it... stroke me just like that. Nice and slow. You’re so fucking sweet for doing this.”

She stroked him faster, her heavy breasts swaying against her petite frame. Wade’s dirty talk continued in a low, encouraging stream. “Look at you...topless, covered in Cal’s cum, jerking me off while your husband watches. It’s so fucking hot. You like this, don’t you? Being a helpful little wife for your husband’s friends?” Tinsley’s breathing grew heavier, her strokes more eager. Wade groaned again. “Yeah... Just like that. Jesus, your hand is perfect. Keep going, baby. I’m so fuckin’ close.”

As Wade started to groan and thrust into her fist, Tinsley made a spontaneous decision. She leaned down at the last second, engulfing the head of his cock in her warm mouth. Wade cursed loudly. “Oh fuck... Yes, take that cum in your mouth...” He came hard, spurting thickly across her tongue. Tinsley gulped it all down, a little bit escaping the corner of her lips and dribbling halfway down her chin.

Ryan looked at her both lustfully and dumbfounded, silently questioning why she had taken Wade into her mouth instead of letting him finish on her tits like Cal. Tinsley matter-of-factly answered, wiping the corner of her mouth with the back of her hand. “Cal came so much and I didn’t want Wade to do the same... The upholstery... I was worried we might get a bad review from our host and lose all of our security deposit on the place.”

Wade stammered off a breathless thank you and retreated to the guest room after Cal, who was still looking dazed.

The moment the door clicked shut, Ryan crossed the room in two strides. He found Tinsley soaked, her pussy glistening and puffy with arousal. He didn’t wait. He shed his clothes in seconds, then stripped the rest of hers away, and entered her in one smooth, desperate thrust.

Tinsley came nearly instantaneously – hard, convulsing, a













[image: ]



















































































































































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





