




“Camping with Kelly”


    



By Bert Blane


I just had the most erotic experience while camping with my wife Kelly.  We'd set up our tent in a mostly deserted area of the campground and were settling down for a few drinks after dinner when we started getting comfortable.  Kelly is short and petite, with nice legs and a great bottom; she was wearing a tee-shirt and baggy gym shorts, and as I kissed her, I slipped my hands up underneath her shirt and caressed the tiny erect nipples of her pointy breasts.  She moaned and kissed me hard as I slipped my fingers along her thighs, under her shorts, and inside her panties.  I was stroking my fingers along her pussy when we both heard noises coming from the campsite next to ours.  


We were sitting at the picnic table beside our tent, and we could watch the other campers though the trees without them being able to see us.  What we saw caught us both by surprise.  The other campsite had four people, a twenty-ish couple and two other men, and we could see that they had been partying.  We'd met them earlier; it was supposed to have been a triple date, but the other girls couldn't make it, so it was the three guys with only one girl – her name was Jennifer.  Obviously, she had a boyfriend, but from what we’d been able to see and hear all day, she’d been behaving like a real tease.  


Several times so far, we’d been able to watch as she brazenly wandered around mostly naked -- coming out of her tent topless first thing in the morning, changing into her bikini with the tent flap open -- giving the three guys some great looks at her body, which wasn’t exactly making her boyfriend happy.  That afternoon, we heard them arguing inside their tent, with him telling her to behave and her just taunting him.  


Anyway, as we watched, she’d just come back from the camp’s shower, and, standing in front of the three guys, she dropped her towel and bared her voluptuous body.  She was a chesty blonde with long legs and a patch of curly blonde pubic hair, and she seemed to be taking her sweet time drying herself before putting on her sweat pants and tube top.  


Watching this beautiful young woman strip naked in front of three guys was pretty arousing, and Kelly seemed to find it as exciting as I did.  She had always been terribly shy, and had never seen anything like this: a pretty girl baring herself in public.  She put her hand on my thigh and started to tease me.  


“She’s got some body,” she said, feeling me with her fingers.  



“So do you,” I replied, pulling up her shirt and suckling myself on her breasts,

teasing the erect tips of her nipples with my tongue.  

       We were both getting pretty frisky when we heard some noise from our neighbors.  All of a sudden, Jennifer’s boyfriend said, “enough is enough,” Jennifer said, “don’t you dare,” and then we heard this incredible burst of laughter!  At first, we couldn’t see exactly what was happening, but it was pretty obvious that Jennifer was being tickled.  We moved over to get a better view, and saw that Jennifer’s boyfriend had pushed her down her down onto her back and was tickling the daylights out of her, telling her he was punishing her for being such a flirt.  

       She was going crazy!  She struggled to free herself from his grasp, and tried without success to grab his hands as he tickled her, but she seemed to be amazingly ticklish and the attacks of his fingers turned this beautiful woman into the helpless prisoner of his tickle-torture.  His fingers raced along her sides and stomach, then under her arms, with her trying to get away.  He seemed to know all her weak spots,  and from the treatment she was receiving, we could tell this wasn’t the first time he’d tickled her into complete submission.  She begged and pleaded for him to stop, but he just kept tickling as she struggled to escape, squirming around as her lover’s helpless prisoner.  


"Come on, I need a hand here" he said to his friends; “you know she’s been a tease all day.”  

It didn’t take much more encouragement before they joined in, and Jennifer screamed in laughter as three pairs of hands held her down and tickled her like crazy.  She was really a sight to see -- her long blonde hair flailing, her shapely legs kicking, as they all wrestled around, with Jennifer squealing and laughing and begging them to stop.  

       It really turned me on to watch this beautiful blonde being tickle tortured, but what amazed me even more was the affect it had on Kelly.  She couldn't take her eyes off the ticklish spectacle.  With my hand inside her gym shorts, I had my fingers inside her as we listened to poor Jennifer pleading for mercy, and the more they tickled their victim, the wetter I could feel Kelly’s pussy getting in my fingers.  

       "Are we getting horny,” I asked, stroking my fingers along her slippery slit.  

       "Oh god, yes," she said.  "That's terrible what they're doing to her.  She's so ticklish and she's helpless.  They could make her do anything."  

       "Really," I said, teasing her clit, then sliding one finger inside her while stroking the smooth wet lips of her pussy with the others.  "Like what?" 

       All of a sudden, we could hear Jennifer let out a peal of laughter, then start begging, “please, please, stop.”  I could feel Kelly’s pussy getting wetter in my hands as she let out a moan and sighed, "Oh my god, just anything at all."


That’s when the action at the neighboring campsite heated up.  Holding her hands over her head with one hand, Jennifer’s boyfriend pulled her tube-top down with the other, baring her generous breasts.  Jennifer screamed in surprise and the tickling stopped for a minute as she lay there, naked from the waist up, with the three guys staring at her large, full breasts.  By now, the tickling had put her into such a frenzy that her hair had become matted as she struggled, and long blonde strands fell down around her breasts, highlighting the erect nipples of her firm breasts.  For almost a minute, she just lay there, topless, breathing deeply, trying to catch her breath.  Then, the tickling started again, with fingers running along her sides and under her arms, making her heavy breasts bounce and jiggle as she laughed breathlessly.   She really presented quite a sight!


After about fifteen minutes of listening, I dragged Kelly into our tent, and we made love listening to our sweet neighbor being tickled to death.  We lay down head-to-foot, and Kelly ate me while I worked my fingers inside her, occasionally sliding my tongue along her wet pussy and teasing her clit, hearing her moan as we both listened to the laughter from the gang-ticklers’ victim.  I couldn’t believe how long they tickled Jennifer – it went on for almost an hour, with the poor girl begging for mercy.  Every few minutes, they’d give her a break, and we could hear her pleading, but then the tickling would begin again.  The three guys really seemed to be enjoying turning their flirty prisoner into a giggling mass of jelly.  

       And I was sure enjoying the effect of listening to a helpless woman being tickle tortured was having on my wife.  I could feel her get more and more excited, and then she did one of my favorite things: she came with me in her mouth!  I knew she was getting closer as she breathed heavier, moaning and quivering, but still working her tongue on me as we listened to Jennifer laughing like crazy.  Then, Kelly came, shivering, moaning, so intensely, and after a minute, she started working her tongue on me again until I came too.  Afterward, we lay awake, touching and teasing each other, listening to our ticklish neighbor until the tickling stopped and the guys finally set Jennifer free.  


The next day something happened that really turned me on.  I was still horny in the morning, but Kelly seemed distracted.  We made love, but she didn’t seem really into it.  After lunch, Kelly pulled on her shorts and tee-shirt, and said she wanted to walk around down by the swimming hole, though earlier, we’d heard Jennifer say that she was going for a swim.  I didn't go, as I wanted to watch what happened.  


While they talked, Jennifer said, "I hope we didn't keep you up late night with all the laughing. They were trying to tickle me to death."  


“I could hear,” Kelly replied, looking away shyly.  "It sounded like torture," she said, blushing.  


“It was,” said Jennifer, “but my boyfriend’s always tickling me.  One time, at our neighbor’s pool party, he tickled me in front of everyone to punish me for wearing a skimpy bikini.”


“Really?”


“Yeah.  And believe me, that was really something, with me trying to keep my top on so he wouldn’t tickle me out of my bikini in front of everyone in our neighborhood.  It was so embarrassing.  Another time, when he and his friends were watching a movie and I was talking kind of loud on the phone to my girlfriend, he took the phone away from me, put the call on the speaker-phone, and tickled me like crazy for my girlfriend to hear!  I was screaming and laughing, but I could hear my girlfriend asking `what are they doing to you, Jen?’  They held the speaker near me and tickled me until I promised not to interrupt them again.”


I could see from the expression on Kelly’s face that she was trying to imagine herself in these situations, so shy, yet so ticklishly helpless.  “I don’t think I could stand it.”


“Doesn’t your husband tickle you?” Jennifer asked with a sly smile.  She was about five ten, and towered about my wife, who’s a petite five foot.  “A little girl like you, you must be ticklish, no?" she asked Kelly, giving her a poke in the ribs.  


My wife stepped back, trying to grab Jennifer’s hand, and said, “no, of course not.”  Her face had flushed, though, and Jennifer used her other hand to tickle Kelly’s stomach.  


“You sure?” Jennifer asked slyly.  “I think you are.”  She got her hand free and used both to tickle Kelly’s waist.  The look on my wife’s face was priceless.  She’d obviously gotten herself into this ticklish situation, but now I could see a bit of reluctance on her face.  Besides, she’s always been terribly shy, and she’d never let another woman touch her before.  She flushed again when she heard Jennifer say, “oh, my we’ve got a ticklish one here!”   


My beautiful wife screamed, tried to turn and get away, but Jennifer dug her fingers into Kelly’s waist, and my wife crumpled to the ground, trying to roll up into a ball to protect herself from those tickling fingers.  In a minute, found herself on her back, trying to escape with Jennifer kneeling over her, straddling her, and tickling her under the arms.  Kelly went crazy!  She flailed her arms, trying to grab Jennifer’s tickling fingers, but without success.  

       Now Kelly is incredibly ticklish, something which makes her very horny.  She told me that in college, though she wanted to be the “good” girl, if her dates figured out how ticklish she was, they could tickle her until she’d agree to do anything, in part to get them to stop, but also because the tickling made her so damn horny she didn’t have the will-power to say “no.”   I must say, I regularly take advantage of Kelly’s ticklishness: with the right touch, I can make her do anything!  Sometimes before bed, I'll tickle her until she agrees to give me a show and play with herself.  If we’re rushing off to work, and I want a quickie, I just grab her as she’s coming out of the shower,  hold her down, and tickle her.  Even if she’s not in the mood at first, tickling makes her wet and frantic.  Once, we were late for a party, but I wanted to make love before we left.  She said later, because she was all dressed in her short skirt and stockings; I just tickled her mercilessly.  I knew she was getting wet, and I refused to stop until she pulled up her skirt and showed me the stain on her panties.  After a few more minutes of tickling, with her legs kicking, her skirt ended up around her waist, and I could see her beautiful legs and panties for myself.  When she finally begged me to stop, I showed my gratitude by slipping her panties down and eating her until she came, before coming myself.  We were late for the party, but we were smiling!  


All this was going through my mind while watching Jennifer tickling Kelly: how horny was this attention making my wife?  After a minute, the guys from Jennifer’s campsite wandered down, probably attracted by the sequels of laughter.  Now Kelly had an audience!   They just stood around and watched Kelly as she struggled on her back, with Jennifer holding her down, tickling her like crazy, now and then running her fingers up under my wife’s t-shirt and tickling the sides of her tiny breasts while she ran her fingers under her arms and tickled her.  

       All that made me crazy, but watching this complete stranger tickling my wife in front of an audience turned me on more than I could ever have imagined.   

