
        
            
                
            
        

    A Long Weekend at Lake Agony
 
 
 
 
It started so simply. My wife Amy and I were out at the lake, enjoying the warm air and cool water. One camping spot away four tough-looking men pulled up on motorcycles and began unpacking. All of them were scruffy and hairy. Three of them were shorter than me but one was much taller and thicker and seemed to give the others instructions. He wore his long brown hair back in a ponytail that reached to his belt. All of them had a wallet attached to their belt by a chain and a knife on a hip.
As I turned to tell Amy we had visitors I was surprised to discover she was already observing them and perhaps I was paranoid but Ponytail seemed to draw her eye. She quickly realized she was staring and I was watching so she looked away, embarrassed. I was shocked; Amy never ogles men. I looked back at Ponytail trying to see what Amy saw but to my male eye he was nothing special. His body was thick but not cut. His face, most of which was covered in a close beard, seemed pretty common. I'll be the first to admit I'm a terrible judge of a man's looks though.
The guys finished unpacking and began setting up two tents. One of them began to inflate a small dingy. Soon they were setting up folding chairs and settling in. Metal music drifted across to our camp but they kept the volume low.
I checked on Amy several more times but never again caught her checking those guys out. She never even glanced at them. 
Once the sun was higher and the day had turned hot I suggested we go for a swim. She quickly agreed and we entered our tent to change. Of course, changing takes me two seconds so I stood there waiting on her. She held two bikinis, debating, until I sighed. She shooed me out, telling me to inflate our raft and find the sunscreen. I left the tent.
The raft was easy but the sunscreen proved difficult. I checked everywhere. Amy came out of the tent and I froze; she was stunning. She wore a stark white bikini I'd never seen before with triangles so small the bottoms and sides of her breasts were exposed. She's no prude, and we've had some racy nights out at the clubs where her short skirts drew lots of attention, male and female, but this swimsuit took us to a new level. Her big boobs and bubble butt were more revealed than hidden.
Amy saw my face and stopped.
“What?” she asked annoyed.
“That's a lot of skin,” I answered.
“I told you I planned on tanning this weekend, remember? This bikini is perfectly legal.”
“And sexy as fuck,” I chuckled.
She grinned and went to find her flip-flops and towel. I finally remembered I'd seen the sunscreen in a pouch on Amy's side so I entered our tent. It was now very bright inside. I found the tube. The flap on the screen window was now tied back and I was pretty sure it had been down when I'd changed my clothes. I stepped over to untie it again and when I looked out I discovered I was looking directly between several trees and into the biker’s camp. In fact, the flap was up on their window too and I saw one of the short guys looking right at me. Had someone over there watched Amy change clothes? I made a mental note to mention it to her.
Back outside I grabbed the raft and towels, handed her the sunscreen, dropped my sunglasses in place, and we both hit the path to the lake, holding hands and smiling. At the shore we dropped our gear and I helped her apply sunscreen. I said I wanted to go out on the raft but she wanted to stay on the shore and tan first, so I left her there at the water's edge and floated away. In the warm sun I soon fell asleep. 
I awoke sometime later, drowsy, and lifted my head to check on Amy. Her towel was spread on the sand but she wasn't on it. I thought she either forgot something back at our tent or more likely was visiting the cinder-block restrooms on the path down to the lake. I laid my head back down. The sun felt wonderful. I drifted back off. 
When I awoke the second time she was on her stomach, stretched out in full glory, her swimsuit untied at the neck and back to remove tan lines. Even from this distance her tone body was impressive. I felt a sudden surge of desire and slowly paddled towards the shore.
I looked around as I approached and we were completely alone. I silently pulled the raft onto the sand and crept towards her. The small muscles of her back gleamed with sweat. Her rounded ass looked scrumptious. The side bulge of her tits hinted at their glorious fullness. I was getting harder with each step. I stepped out of my trunks.
She must have heard me because she turned her and looked at me. Her eyes went straight to my erection.
“Oh hell yes,” she laughed and reached out for it. “How'd you know I was horny?”
I steered it into her hot wet mouth, holding her head in my hands. When she rose to her elbows most of her tits swung free. She looked crazy sexy and I gave her my load in record time. She sucked out every drop and swallowed it down.
“What brought that on?” she asked, wiping her lips with the back of her hand.
“You, and your smoking hot body. I saw you from the lake and had to have some.”
She was about to respond but I saw her eyes dart past me. I turned to see what she was looking at but was greeted by a leafy wall of trees. When I turned back to her she had rolled over onto her back, her gorgeous breasts soaking up the sun. She closed her eyes.
“I guess you're not worried about someone coming by?”
“Not really. Every campsite has its own path to the lake. We're pretty secluded here. I'm just topless and you didn't seem to care I was topless when we visited that beach in San Diego. Besides, you're the one standing there naked and you're the one that just asked for and received a very public blowjob.”
She had a point.
“Okay,” I added, trying to get her back, “Then you won't mind knowing you were spied on while you changed into your bikini. I saw some guy at the other camp looking over at our tent. I'm sure they saw you changing.”
I expected her to react with surprise and maybe disbelief, but she didn't.
“Oops,” was all she said.
I pulled my trunks back on and lay down next to her.  I felt vaguely uneasy. 
After a minute I asked, “So, did you know someone was looking? Did you flash them on purpose?”
She chuckled. “I had no idea, Love. They seem pretty harmless though. I can't imagine we have much in common. I doubt we'll even speak to them. You know how private people are out here.”
My unease grew. Amy seemed so cavalier and casual I felt like she was trying to hide something. I couldn't imagine what so after a bit I let it go.
“Up for a hike later?” I asked. “There's a viewpoint that looks down into the valley next to ours. I hear the view is spectacular.”
“That sounds great.”
I dropped it. In fact, I stopped talking altogether. Soon I heard her breathing deeply and knew she was napping. I was drowsy from my previous nap and blowjob so I joined her.
When I woke her towel was still with me but she and her sandals were gone again. The raft was still on the shore. I waited long enough to know she hadn't gone to the bathroom and then went looking for her. She wasn't in our tent. I went back to the lake but she wasn't there either. I waited for a while. Then I heard feminine laughter drift through the trees. I quietly followed it.
Amy sat on a fallen log near the water. Her bikini had been retied loosely and her amazing body spilled out of it at breasts and ass. Her nipples were hidden, but by the narrowest of margins. She held a beer. Ponytail sat on a rock across the clearing, talking to Amy, also holding a beer. The other three biker guys were waist deep in the lake, splashing each other, their cut-off jean shorts barely hanging onto their asses.
Ponytail had his shirt off. He was hairy and barrel-chested, with thick heavy arms and a flat stomach. I'd stopped to take the whole scene in and was now afraid to move. I didn't want to make a noise and have them catch me spying on them. My head was swimming with conflicting emotions; part of me was pissed that Amy had wandered off without me. Part of me was jealous. Part of me was strangely excited; whenever Amy looked away, Ponytail ran his eyes all over her body and it made me a little angry but a lot excited. 
It excites me when other men want my wife. They crave her but I have her. I feel pride. I feel like I have more power than they do. When Amy and I go dancing, I enjoy all the attention she gets almost as much as she does. 
Yet, part of me, I'm embarrassed to admit, was also afraid; these guys looked a little scary and intimidating. Ponytail was the biggest of the four but all of them were beefy and thick.
I silently retreated, deciding to come the long way around and approach them from the trail. I double-timed it. I made plenty of noise as I came down the path. When I entered the clearing all four guys were seated on rocks and logs in a half-circle around my wife. Amy still nursed her beer. When she saw me she extended her arms for a hug.
“Aw! My little sleepy-head husband. Come sit and meet our new friends.”
I sat next to her and we pecked on the lips. She went around the crescent introducing me; Brian, Taylor, John, and, Ponytail, Gideon. I leaned over and shook each man's hand as Amy spoke their names. Gideon's hand was huge and calloused. My hand felt small in his, and I'm not a little guy. Once I was seated again Taylor threw me a beer and all six of us sat and talked.
They were part of a gang out of Seattle but liked to take off and travel on their own. They'd covered most of the fifty states. None of them were married and only John and Brian had even semi-committed relationships; women they'd visit whenever they found themselves back in a town where that woman lived.  
Amy was the center of attention and loved it; all of us clung to her every word. I caught all four of them devouring her with their eyes and I'm sure she caught them too. One beer became two became three; two hours later Amy and I walked back to our towels. 
“They were an interesting group,” Amy said.
“Indeed. A little rough around the edges but basically nice guys. I wouldn't want to piss them off though. I get the feeling they all have a dark, angry side.”
“I picked up on that too. Kinda scary but kinda sexy. Gideon was hot; he nails that intelligent bad-boy thing. Did you hear he has three degrees? He’s like a super villain.”
“I thought he was menacing. I believe he actually is a bad-boy. He's not acting like one. I'm sure he's fucked some guys up in his time. Can you imagine trying to fight that man?”
We walked in silence for a bit. Back at the shore we collected our things and returned to our tent. We ate and changed our clothes for the hike and set out. The trail was easy and the view as spectacular as promised. It was dusk as we got back so we stopped at the lake and stripped, washing the trail dust off, then tossed on T-shirts and went back to our tent. 
Night in the wilderness is not like city night. It gets dark out here. I started a fire but step outside the ring of light and find yourself in pitch-blackness. As I got the fire going Amy stepped out of the tent. She wore a giant T-shirt and carried a flashlight and tooth brush and tooth paste.
“I'll be back,” she told me. When we first started coming out here I'd go with her to the restroom but not now. She likes her independence. She likes that she is not one of those girls. 
I was poking a log in the fire when it occurred to me she'd been gone too long. I made sure the fire was safe and then headed down the path to the bathroom. She wasn't there but it looked like someone had brushed their teeth recently. Outside I heard deep voices down by the lake. I headed that way.
Amy's white T-shirt gave her away. I saw her hiding behind a tree watching something down by the water. She had no idea I was behind her. I moved in closer and saw all four guys washing in pale light. They'd hung a small lantern on a tree branch and were standing in the shallow water, soaping up and rinsing off. All four were nude. All of them were solidly built. Amy was watching them. 
I moved closer to her and realized she had a hand under her shirt and was rubbing her pussy while her other hand squeezed a big breast. I looked back at the four men. Each was going about their business oblivious to the man next to him. Clearly they'd done this kind of thing many times. 
These guys were powerful; broad-shouldered, all of them had thick arms and tree-trunk legs, powered by strong rounded asses. Muscles played across their wide backs. Brian turned towards us as he poured water from a pitcher over his head and his large penis was revealed. I heard Amy gasp in the darkness. 
Brian passed the pitcher to Gideon and he did the same. As Gideon's body slowly rotated towards us, his penis came into view and Amy stifled a moan. Gideon's penis had to be superior to any other man on earth. He hung completely limp but still reached well down towards his knees. The shaft was thick, maybe three fingers wide, and the head plump and heavy. Behind it rested two testicles as large as hen eggs. The shaft bounced and swung as Gideon scrubbed and lathered. My wife was mesmerized. 
Taylor and John finished first and announced they were headed back to camp. Brian asked them to wait a minute and then he joined them. Soon Gideon was alone. I found myself wondering what my wife might do. Before I had the chance to find out I heard her emit tiny squeaks and muffled moans and realized she was climaxing. I was stunned. Amy doesn't fantasize about men; men fantasize about Amy. I quietly backed away and returned to camp.
I couldn't believe what I'd seen. Would she tell me about it? My heart was racing. I beat her back by several minutes and did a convincing job of maintaining my composure. She put her things away and then joined me by the fire, snuggling close to keep warm. She pulled her shirt over her drawn-up knees. She leaned up to kiss me and I expected our customary peck, but she slipped her tongue into my mouth. We kissed passionately. I brought a hand up to her breast and lightly pinched a nipples and she moaned deeply and squeezed my penis. I grew hard rapidly. 
I stood and tried to pull her to the tent but she couldn't wait that long, or perhaps she wanted to do it out in the open. She pulled my shorts down and sucked my penis into her mouth, attacking me with lips and tongue. I tangled my fingers in her hair and started fucking her mouth. I felt exposed like this but the darkness helped. Soon I wanted more than her mouth and moved behind her. She dropped her head to the blanket and raised her pussy, inviting me, and I knelt behind her and buried my penis deep. I was too excited and just started hammering away but that seemed to be exactly what she wanted. She came after just a few minutes and I shot my load into her a few minutes after that, out of breath and collapsing onto her back.
Of course after I climaxed I became acutely aware of our surroundings and checked all around. I thought I saw movement over by the trail but I wasn't sure. This time when I tried to get her to come to our tent with me she was fully compliant. I turned on our light and told her to get ready for sleep and then went back outside to quench the fire. 
Once it was out, our site was wrapped in almost total darkness. I moved around making sure everything was secure for the night. As I approached the far side of the tent I saw the light coming from our screen window. Then I saw movement from the other camp and saw Brian and Gideon looking in. After a few steps I had the angle to see what they saw and watched as Amy stretched and then put her long hair in a pony-tail. 
Jesus Christ my wife is beautiful.
Her raised arms perfectly accentuated her big tear-drop tits and I stared at her just like the other guys. Her face looked dreamy and relaxed. The guys only watched for a minute or two until Gideon said something that ended it. I watched her another minute and then re-entered the tent.
Once we were snuggled up and the light was off Amy kissed my cheek.
“I need to tell you something,” she whispered.
“Okay Baby.”
She seemed to search for a way to begin. “I saw our neighbors, our biker friends, down at the lake, bathing, naked, all of them.”
I acted surprised.
“What? When? Did you see them completely naked?”
“Yes. On my trip to brush my teeth. I heard a noise, people talking. When I looked closer there they were.”
“I wondered what happened to you,” I chuckled, trying to keep things light. “And did you like what you saw?”
“Yes,” Amy breathed. “Very much. They're such men. Do you know what I mean?”
I shifted a little, suddenly uncomfortable. “I think so,” I answered.
“Their bodies are so strong and hard. They're handsome you know? In the face. All of them, but especially Gideon. I wondered why they aren't married except I understand after talking with them it's part of their lifestyle. They're wild and untamed. Very male. Very sexy.”
I waited in the dark for her to go on. When she didn't, I prompted her.
“Who's your favorite? Who's your favorite biker-boy?”
I tried to sound light and playful but it sailed right over her head. She answered me seriously.
“Gideon. He's very attractive.”
We both fell silent for a while. She'd used the word attractive and that meant something different between us, something special. Amy rarely uses that word to describe another man. They need to pass some ridiculous internal Amy-test to earn that title. She'd used it and she was sure I'd caught it. Now she felt like she'd said too much. Finally I broke the silence.
“So of course every guy needs to know and since you saw them completely naked; how'd they look? Small? Medium? Large? How do I compare? Any of them bigger than me?”
Under the covers Amy ran a hand up my leg.
“No one was small. Taylor and John were medium I'd say, kind of like you, maybe a little bigger than that. Brian was large but Gideon was really big. Almost scary big. Gideon's dick belonged on an animal. It was beautiful though.”
I knew by the way she abruptly ended her last sentence she felt like she had once again said too much. Thank God the tent was dark. She moved her hand on my leg higher and cupped my balls. I surprisingly felt my penis stir and swell. Amy felt it too.
“Can you fuck me again? Are you recovered enough?”
Her frankness shocked me. By way of answer I gripped the back of her head and forced her mouth down on my penis. She eagerly sucked me fully hard again and then mounted me, straddling my hips and fucking herself senseless on my dick. She came really hard, bucking and jerking, and I shot her full of my jizz a second time. 
We both fell asleep pretty quickly after that. 
 
The next morning we rose early, bathed, ate a light breakfast, and then headed out on another hike in the opposite direction of the first. Our path took us past the parking area and our four boys were all saddled up and ready to ride. I caught disappointment on Amy's face before she managed to hide it. 
After talking with them we discovered that only Taylor was actually leaving. The other three were making a supplies run into town and asked if we needed anything. Amy seemed to cheer up when she learned the three of them would be staying. I answered we were fine but thank you for asking but then Gideon asked Amy directly and she surprised me.
“How about a bottle of wine?” she said. “I'm not really a beer drinker. Or something harder? Whiskey maybe?”
Gideon laughed. “You got it, Princess.”
He turned to me.
“Quite the firecracker,” he said, indicating Amy with a jerk of his jaw. 
“Yes, she is,” I responded, doing my best to seem like a cool dude too.
With a roar the four of them sped away. Amy and I continued our hike, her in front, me behind. Once we had left everyone behind I pulled up even with her.
“Whiskey?”
She blushed a little.
“Yeah,” she began. “I thought it might be fun to get a little tipsy around the campfire tonight and I sure didn't want to drink twelve beers to do it. If you don't want to it's no biggie. We can tell them I have a headache. 
I filed that one away. I had mixed feeling about the possibility of a campfire sing-along with three hard as nails biker men and I was more than a little uncomfortable with how easily Amy liked the idea. Were those rough and rugged men exciting to her? We certainly didn't have any friends like them. We move in fairly Bohemian circles so we're comfortable being outside the social norm, but these villains were way outside. I wondered if Amy was drawn to that. Gideon was right; she could indeed be a “Little Firecracker.” 
Our hike was amazing but it was long. We stopped to eat three times and only made it back to camp at sunset, dirty and tired. I thought Amy would either cancel our little party with our neighbors or had forgotten about it completely, but she surprised me.
“Baby, I have got to wash off. I feel disgusting. Will you go tell our friends we'll be over in about an hour?”
I dropped my backpack by the tent. “Sure Honey,” I said, and cut through the trees that separated our camps, almost breaking my neck on a branch in the dark. 
Brian and John were seated by their fire smoking some weed. I let them know our plans if they were still interested. They were. I glanced around for Gideon and Brian saw me and let me know Gideon had wandered off to look at stars. I excused myself with a see-you-later.
Back at our tent Amy had already left for the lake. I thought about checking on her but I wanted to not walk for a few minutes. My legs were exhausted. The night air still carried all the heat of day so I stripped off my shirt. Amy returned not long after. She gave me the flashlight and entered the tent to get dressed and I left for the lake. I couldn't wait to get under that cool water and soak my achy body.  
The water felt as good as I'd imagined. The cloudless sky was packed with stars and I gazed up and marveled at them. The moon wasn't up yet but it was just over the horizon and the pale glow from it already illuminated the tree line. What a perfect moment. I floated and contemplated my place in time and space. 
Eventually I heaved a deep sigh and scrubbed. Once clean, I paddled for the shore. When I got back to our tent Amy was gone. I was a little irritated but stopped myself; this wasn't a dinner party. I pulled on some shorts and a T-shirt, slipped on a pair of sandals and headed for their camp.
Brian, John, and Gideon sat equally spaced around the fire. All of them had their shirts off. My wife sat between Brian and Gideon, but much closer to Gideon, and had on shorts and sandals and that goddamn tiny white bikini top. I know she loved the attention but showing that much boob in this crowd made me uncomfortable. An empty folding chair awaited me across the fire from Amy and over by John. I took it. John tossed me a beer. I disliked that Amy and I were separated but didn't whine about it. 
Gideon brought a whiskey bottle to his lips and drank, then passed it to Amy. I watched my wife swallow a large mouthful. Oh boy, I thought, this could get sloppy fast. Alcohol affects petite Amy quickly. After that hike and not much to eat, I expected she'd fall asleep within an hour.
But she didn't. 
The guys all shared stories from their road adventures and I have to admit, they were highly entertaining. I was right about their lawlessness and a propensity for violence as several stories involved fights and getting arrested or fighting cops. Brian and John did most the talking with Gideon chiming in only when asked. After a while Brian fired up a joint and passed it around. I saw Amy take and hold a pretty big hit. I knew I'd be carrying her back to bed. Amy and I talked briefly about how we met and our jobs but the guys really did all the conversational work. All of us got pretty high. 
I caught Amy checking the guys out several times, especially Gideon's massive and hairy chest, but I caught the guys gawking at Amy much more. 
John started a story about the scar on his hand and Brian trumped him with a scar on the leg story. They went back and forth a few times, showing new scars and trying to impress everyone when John stopped and looked at Gideon.
“Dude, show them that scar on your stomach.”
Gideon waved him off, shaking his head.
“Seriously Gee, you can win this contest hands-down. Show us.”
I looked at his bare stomach but saw nothing but smooth unbroken skin.
Gideon smiled but held up a hand.  “No, thanks, I'm good right here.”
John stood up and dropped his shorts, then showed all of us a circular scar on his ass.
“Boom! I got shot!” he shouted and everybody laughed. He waved his naked butt at us and Brian threw a small rock at him. When John turned to sit he pulled his shorts up but all of us got a look at his exposed penis. I quickly glanced at Amy to see her reaction and discovered she was staring right at it. 
“Come on,” Amy said to Gideon, “Show us. You can't let him beat you like that. A butt scar wins? Say it isn't so. Show us this King of Scars.”
Gideon raised both eyebrows. He and Amy locked eyes for a minute. 
“Alright,” he finally drawled. “Just remember you asked.”
Gideon stood over his chair and unsnapped his jeans. He hooked his thumbs and pulled his pants down to his knees and as he wore no underwear, his magnificent cock and balls swung free and in the fire light everything looked even bigger. He was almost as thick as a beer bottle, covered in coiling veins and arteries, and topped with a head as large as a plum, which pulled the whole thing earthward. A twisting, pencil-thick scar ran from just below his belly-button across his lower abs and part-way down his groin, but nobody was looking at it. All of us were looking at Amy. 
Her mouth had fallen open and her eyes were glazed. She'd absentmindedly brought two fingers to her mouth. Her nipples were screaming hard and straining at the thin fabric of her bikini top. I was filled with dread by my wife's reaction. It was time to leave. I was about to stand up and say good night when Gideon started speaking.
“I was out numbered two against one. I'd been talking to this sweet little mama all night when her husband and his buddy show up and decide they don't like me talking to her and needed to teach me a lesson. I beat both their asses bloody but not before the husband stuck me with a steak knife from a nearby table. Doc said eighth of an inch either way and I bleed out in thirty seconds. Lucky me. Bitch was hot though.”
Silence. All of us are staring at his cock, his scar, and Amy. She lifts the whiskey bottle and takes a gulp.
“Can I see it close up?” she asks.
What the fuck?
Gideon smiles. “Sure.”
Amy leaves her chair and I watch my wife kneel before another man. I'm about to protest and I glance at John and Brian for their reactions and I see two pair of hard eyes looking back at me. Their message is clear. My protest dies in my throat.
Amy gets her face less than a foot away from Gideon's scar and of course that means she's even closer to Gideon's cock. My stomach is a burning knot of acid. Amy examines the scar but doesn't touch it. She looks up at Gideon. His penis is almost touching her chin.
“That looks like it would hurt,” she says.
He chuckles. “Only at first. You get used to it pretty fast.”
“I bet. It's so long and frightening. I'm sure you've shown it to many others.”
“No. You'd be surprised how few. I really need to like someone before I let them see it.”
Their little flirting game was pissing me off. We all knew what they were really talking about. I hated how close she was to him.
“I guess that means you like me?” my wife asked.
“Very much. Do you want to touch it?”
“May I? It's very thick.”
Amy on her knees was having an effect on Gideon. His penis began to swell and his big testicles slowly lifted until they hugged his body. Amy drug a fingertip several inches along his scar. His penis had risen enough that I saw the head press against her throat. Amy swallowed hard when she felt it touch her. The fucking thing was enormous. His balls were big enough to hold a pint of cum each. Fuck this. I stood, ignoring Brian and John.
“Amy? That's enough. It's time to go Honey.”
She looked at me with glazed eyes. The whiskey and weed had clouded her thinking but I was still shocked by the raw and naked lust in her eyes. My wife wanted this man! When she didn't stand up right away I said it again with more force.
Amy turned her attention back to Gideon, or, more accurately, back to Gideon's cock. The beast had stiffened to the point it pressed against her throat from sternum to chin; a pink and tan python of pure baby-making pussy destruction. She was gazing up his stomach into his eyes. He was smiling. 
“Looks to me like she wants to stay a while longer,” Brian said. “Maybe you should smoke a little more. Have a drink. Relax. Ain't anybody getting hurt. Sit back down.”
Somehow his use of the word “hurt” carried a little menace in it. Maybe it was actually my imagination. Either way Amy didn't budge so I sat back down. Amy bit her bottom lip. She furrowed her brow. She turned back to me.
“Honey, I'm so sorry. Would it be okay? I just want to touch it. That goddamn weed has me horny as hell. You're right here with me so it's not like I'm cheating. Can I?”
I was angry and hurt. I knew she wasn't talking about his scar. Where the fuck had all this come from? I thought of a dozen shitty things I could say to her but none of them came out. Something was happening inside my brain. Somehow my gorgeous wife, tits barely covered, down on her knees, huge manly cock right next to her, somehow all these elements were combining in my head into something other than rage. She looked good. She looked insanely sexy. She looked like the hottest porn star I'd ever seen but she was my wife and somehow that was making all this much more exciting. I was angry and excited and nervous and confused and intimidated, but there was no way I was going to tell her okay, touch his dick. No way. I struggled with my response. I was frozen. 
Amy wasn't.
Taking my silence as a form of acquiescence, Amy pulled the finger from his scar and trailed it down. She was still looking at me when her fingers encircled the base of his shaft. I noted they did not meet on the other side. She lifted the heavy shaft until the head pointed straight up. His dick was majestic. What an inspiring pillar of masculinity. I was kicked in the stomach by a sudden jolt of pure jealousy, but not regarding my wife. Why couldn't I have been born with a penis like that? I really wished I had one. I stared at it intensely. 
I realized she was still looking at me but now she was smiling. She had seen something in my eyes and now knew she could proceed. We would work all this out later. She turned her attention fully back to the monster in her hand and I was forgotten. 
Amy brought her other hand up to cup and then massages his balls. They overflowed her palm. She began stroking the shaft, a loose sheath of skin gliding up and down his tower of flesh. Gideon rested his fists on his hips and moved his knees so his jeans fell to his ankles. Amy's strokes picked up speed.
Gideon continued to grow bigger and harder. Soon Amy's hand wasn't holding him up at all, instead sliding rapidly from head to base. Her breathing was increasing as fast as his was. She roughly grabbed a boob and pinched a nipple through her bikini top. 
Gideon let her go for a while and then untied her top at the neck. I stood up to protest but John kicked my chair. I looked back at him and he and Brian had their dicks out and were jacking off watching my wife. Brian's dick looked pretty big too, bigger than it had when they bathed.
“Sit,” was all John said. 
I hesitated long enough to retain some self-esteem and then I sat. The movements of her hand back and forth made her top slowly peel away from her breasts until with a tumble both were exposed. She reached one hand around and untied the knot in back and her top hit the ground. The wobble of her large tits as she jacked off Gideon was hypnotizing. 
Amy brought her other hand up and used both to jerk him. His rock hard cock extended way past both fists. He let her work at it a little longer and then he looked at Brian and John.
“That's enough of this shit,” he stated. “Remember Reno?”
They both laughed and stood up, kicking off their shorts. In two steps they were on either side of Amy. They hooked their hands under her arms and lifted her to standing, then unsnapped her shorts and pushed them down her thighs. I was shocked to see she wore no panties. She was less sure about what they were doing than she had been about the hand job, but still, she didn't tell them no, she didn't tell them to stop. When her shorts hit her ankles, she stepped out of them. My beautiful wife was naked in front of four men. 
Should I have started a fight? Should I have attacked them and tried to drive them off of her? I considered it. What stopped me was Amy herself. Her face was a mask of excitement. She wasn't worried or afraid at all. She obviously did not want them to stop. She may regret this later when she comes down, but for now she was all for it. 
Brian knelt and slipped a tongue up her pussy as John leaned in and sucked a nipple. Amy gasped with surprise but made no move to stop them or back away. In fact, after just a few seconds she hooked one leg over Brian's shoulder and behind his head and pulled his mouth tightly against her cunt. He dove in, licking and sucking until Amy was moaning constantly. John switched from breast to breast.
Then the guys stopped as abruptly as they'd started. Standing on each side of her they placed her arms across their shoulders and behind their necks, and then, each taking a leg, they lifted my wife off the ground and spread her open, aimed right at Gideon and his huge erection. 
Too late I understood what was coming. Finally I was driven to action.
“Hold it!” I yelled. “Okay guys, you've had your fun. This is way too far. That's my wife for God's sake. You can't do this.”
“Sit!” John ordered again.
“No,” Gideon commanded. “He's right; this is his wife. Let him speak.”
I stepped up in between Amy's wide open legs, blocking Gideon. I ripped my eyes away from his immense and throbbing erection and met Gideon man to man..
“This has gone too far,” I repeated. “We're all high. Really high; weed, whiskey, beer. Amy's not herself. She'd profoundly regret this come tomorrow morning.”
Gideon looked past me.
“Is that true Fire-Cracker? Are you out of your head? Are you too high to know what you're doing?”
I turned to my wife.
Amy had wickedness in her eyes I'd never seen before.
“No,” she admitted. “I'm not that high. I'm sorry Honey.”
I felt Gideon step up next to me. I felt his huge arm go around my shoulders.
“Sorry fucker,” he chuckled. I glanced down at the massive meaty spear jutting out from his hips. “Looks like she wants this as much as I want her.”
Amy looked at me again and I saw sympathy and compassion in her eyes but it was mixed in with lust and intense desire. Her eyes darted down to Gideon's hard cock and an exasperated groan spilled from her throat. Her head fell back.
“God!” she exclaimed. “I can't stand it! Don't make me wait anymore!”
Gideon shook me. “That's gotta sting,” he said. “Your pretty bride so hot for another guy's cock? Ouch.” He turned to face me. “Randy, most women don't know they are drawn to big cocks until one stares them in the face, and then nature takes over.”
Amy heard him and her head came back up. She nervously licked her lips.
Gideon stroked his rampant organ a few times. I was shocked at how hard it appeared.
Amy hips were making small circles like she was trying to capture his dick. Brian pulled her leg a little farther apart and my slutty wife actually moaned.
“Do it!” she hissed.
Gideon gave my shoulder a light punch. 
“As you wish, Princess,” he teased, still looking at me. 
His cock led him like a lance. He was an Arthurian Knight on horseback, easing his mount forward. As his cock approached Amy she began to whimper. Her legs began to tremble. He stepped up between her legs and the distance between Gideon's cock head and my wife's pussy shrank. I perversely noted her inner lips had swollen and blossomed, and now peeked out from her outer lips. Her wetness was evident from five feet away. 
Gideon paid me no more attention. He was focused completely on this new conquest, this hot, sexy, married bitch that hungered for his meat. He held the shaft way down at the base with one hand while he splayed her pussy with the other. My heart was breaking. My mind was gripped with panic. I thought about grabbing a rock or stick and attacking them all, and if Amy had been fighting them that's what I would have done. But this wasn't rape. She was frightened but in a good way, like an imminent roller-coaster ride. The desire and anticipation on her pretty face killed me but I could not look away. 
I could do nothing except watch as that huge head made contact, covering my wife's vaginal opening completely; pulling in the surrounding flesh as he slowly sank the first inch into her. Her loud moan filled the surrounding forest. Gideon placed his giant hands around her waist and held her in place. Amy's gaze was glued to her own pussy, watching her lips expand and stretch wide to accommodate Gideon's hard penis. Her labia flowered, welcoming his intrusion. He pulled back a little and his shaft gleamed and glistened with my wife's juices, positioned himself for a better angle, then once more began sliding his iron hard cock into my wife.
Amy growled and pushed her hips towards him.
“Oh my God!” she exclaimed. “Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God!”
Gideon was methodical and relentless. Amy was too small to handle a penis that size but he was forcing her to anyway and her body was rapidly adapting. She twisted and raised her hips, helping him get the whole thing inside her. It took a minute or two but eventually they succeeded and I had to face a disastrous truth; another man was fucking my wife.
I was in shock. All four of them began working together to fuck Amy on Gideon's cock. She adjusted to his size a little and he was able to saw the whole length and girth in and out of her on every thrust. Soon the cry of her orgasm filled the forest. Brian and John played with her big tits and pinched her sensitive nipples and Gideon's merciless pounding hips quickly drove her into a second climax. I was a wreck. 
Gideon took Amy from Brian and John. She wrapped her arms and legs around him and her weight meant nothing to him. This man was as strong as a bear. He fucked her standing up for a bit and then lifted her off his dick and turned her away from him, placing her on her hands and knees on the forest floor. His penis glittered in the firelight. Gideon moved behind my wife and pushed his big cock back up inside her tight cunt. 
Brian came around to her face and knelt, offering her his stiff penis. He wasn't circumcised and was covered with veins.  Amy hesitated only a second; two men? She'd never done anything like this before in her life. She reached her lips out for his dick and he leaned in. Her lips found his throbbing head and enveloped it, wrapping tight, hot, and wet around his glans. Brian groaned and then he held her and pushed his dick deeper into her mouth. John came over to stand by me. Together we watched these two men handle my wife.
“This must be killing you,” he chuckled. 
I raised an eyebrow at him. Dumbass.
“Don't take it too hard,” he continued. “Gideon has led many married women astray. He's got a power over them. We all knew from the minute we saw you all next door he'd be fucking your woman. Sure as night turns into day. Now here we are.”
Thankfully he shut up. The shock was wearing off and tectonic plates were shifting inside my head. I was able to view the raw sex in front of me with less hurt. In some ways it was incredibly sexy. Amy looked like the hottest porn star I'd ever witnessed and somehow, because I knew her and had an intimate connection to her, the sex was way more erotic. I was still suffering serious emotional turmoil but a small and very male piece of my brain had begun processing the spectacle in front of me. I am highly visual and it was impossible to ignore the sights and sounds on display.
Brian started breathing faster and I heard him tell Amy to swallow his cum when he gave it to her. She moaned and nodded yes, pushing her lips farther down his shaft and bobbing her head faster. Brian hollered as he erupted, spraying her tongue and tonsils.
“Give it to her!” John encouraged. I glanced down at John's dick, which was about the same size as mine, and watched him playing with it as Amy swallowed Brian's sperm. When Brian finished John slapped me on the back.
“My turn,” he taunted. “If she still has the energy after we all get finished with her, you can maybe get some too.” He moved to take Brian's place and Amy welcomed his penis into her mouth without question.
John was not the experienced cocksman Brian and Gideon clearly were. He held Amy too tight and fucked her mouth too hard. She coughed and gagged several times until Gideon told him to calm the fuck down, which he did, but what surprised me most was Amy's reaction; she didn't mind at all. She hadn't struggled or tried to make him stop. She hadn't pulled away one bit. In fact, I saw her lean into it and heard her moan. Gideon was working her pussy unceasingly and John was hard-fucking her mouth and she loved it. John lasted no time and soon held her head and shot down her throat. Amy gulped and swallowed and gulped and swallowed.
Gideon stopped and withdrew his long beefy shank from Amy's insides. He stood.
“I'm taking her to my tent,” he announced to all of us. “Don't fucking bother us.”
He helped my wife to her feet and led her to his tent. As he opened the flap she cast an aroused but guilty look my way. I tried to think of something to say, but what? At this point any protest I made would be too little too late. He motioned her inside and she quickly complied, dropping to the floor and rolling over onto her back and spreading her legs as he stepped inside and dropped the flap. The last view I had of my wife was Gideon kneeling between her thighs, his erect cock pointed directly at her tiny slit.
Just like that she was gone. John and Brian pulled shorts and boots back on and announced they were headed for a moonlight swim. I fell into an empty chair, bewildered. What the fuck do I do now?
There was no point in returning to my tent as long as Amy was in his. The sounds of John and Brian making their way to the lake diminished and soon the camp was silent except for the low crackling and occasional pop of the fire. I heard a feminine giggle from Gideon's tent followed by kissing. Then I heard my wife gasp. I wondered if that massive head had just nudged her labia. I heard a deep, rumbling voice mutter “take it all” and then Amy moaned. The walls of the tent began to gently sway.
Then something strange and unexpected happened. To my shock and confusion, my penis began to grow. Here in my lonely private moment, with no one around to taunt or tease or judge me, a deeply buried excitement slowly rose to the surface. In no time I was uncomfortably stiff in my pants. I turned an ear towards the lake and thought I heard John and Brian splashing in the distance, so I undid my shorts and withdrew my stiff and pulsing penis. How could I possibly be turned on at a time like this? Another man was at that very moment moving inside my wife and yet I had an erection? I did not understand this at all. 
Inside the tent Amy cried out. Gideon had made her orgasm yet again. How was he able to make her do that? It lasted a long time and Gideon kept fucking her all the way through it. Eventually the walls stopped moving and I heard muffled whispers. What were they saying? Curiosity got the best of me and I crawled right up to the canvas wall.
“How do you make it do that?” I heard Amy ask, breathless.
“I clench a muscle at the base of my cock. You like it?”
“God yes. I feel the whole length and width expand and stretch my pussy. Are you forcing more blood into it?”
“Yeah.”
“You fill my pussy, Gideon. I've never had a cock as big as yours. I love how you feel inside me like this.”
“Me too Baby.”
I heard rustling and bodies moving.
“Amy, are you on birth control? I'm going to cum inside you.”
“No, but don't worry about it. Don't pull out. I'd love to feel that gorgeous beast explode inside me. I want it.”
Those were hard words for me to hear. They hurt, but for reasons unknown to me they did not make me angry. In fact, they made me hard to the point I began leaking pre-cum from the slit in my dick. My balls were tingling with sexual tension and I wrapped my hand around my penis and tugged a few times. It felt amazing. I realized in spite of everything that had happened to me and the sick feeling in my stomach, I could cum easily. Gideon was fucking my beautiful wife just inches away and I was close to orgasm because of it.
More kissing sounds drifted through the wall and I heard Gideon's hips begin to move again. My imagination supplied all the detail I needed; I saw his fat tube of flesh, slick with my wife's arousal, piston in and out of her tight pussy. 
Her moans began at once, followed by his deep, barrel-chested growling. I was sure he was driving his dick as deep as he could on every thrust. The sounds of slapping flesh assaulted my ears. I was dazed and nauseous, worried what all this meant, fearful I had lost Amy, and deeply and profoundly aroused. Confusion spun my head around.
Inside the tent Gideon sucked a bushel of air.
“Here it comes girl! Oh fuck! You are so tight!”
Amy whimpered and then urged him on. “Give it to me you fucking bastard! Fuck me! Shoot your cum inside me!”
My hand started moving up and down my penis without me even thinking about it. The tingling spread up from my balls and I almost came too quickly. I slowed down. I perversely wanted to cum at the same time Gideon filled my wife. The flesh-slapping sped up.
“Take it!” he yelled. “Oh holy fuck! AAAA! Here it is! Unh! AAAAA!”
My sperm shot up and out at the exact moment Gideon's did. Their slapping bodies drove me higher and with each jet that left my body I knew one was leaving his and flooding Amy’s. It may have been the most powerful orgasm of my life. I was stunned by the power of it. The knowledge that Gideon was inseminating my wife at that very moment was powerfully erotic for me. My hips jerked and my back arched. I heard Amy climax again, her cry smothered by the bulk of Gideon's huge body. Hot sperm ran down my knuckles.
Everything went quiet except for the heavy breathing coming from the tent.
John's playful yell of delight drifted up from the lake followed by a loud splash. The forest was still. Soon more kissing sounds reached my ears and I bent closer.
“You're still hard,” I heard Amy breathe.
“Yeah, you're still fucking gorgeous.”
“No! Don't pull it out. Leave it in. You feel so good in there. I've never felt anything like it. Your cock makes my pussy sigh.”
Gideon laughed and Amy joined him. I heard then snuggle and kiss some more and then their voices dropped too low for me to hear. Time passed. Eventually Amy spoke. “I have to check on him you know. I can't just leave him out there.”
“That's cool, go ahead, but you're going to spend the night with me. Let him know that's how it's got to be.”
“Okay.”
Rustling fabrics told me she was getting ready to open the tent and come out. I took two quick steps to the chair and plopped down but I didn't have time to put my shorts back on. Amy would know. A long zipper sounded and then she was there, looking down at me, taking in my deflated penis and cum spattered legs. Surprise flashed across her face quickly replaced by elation. I saw her guilt evaporate in an instant. She wore a giant Harley Davidson T-shirt.
“You got off?” she asked, but it might as well have been a statement.
I nodded, unable to admit it in words.
“Well, well, that sure opens up some possibilities. Baby, I'm so sorry it all happened like that. It was all so fast. I wish we could have talked about it first. Are you okay? How are you feeling?”
I nodded again, looking at my shriveled penis. “Confused. Are we finished? Are you leaving me? Are you with Gideon now? ”
“Oh Baby! No! No Way. I have to admit I am drawn to him. You saw that yourself. I've always laughed at the notion of animal-magnetism but now here it is right in front of me. I felt powerless. I couldn't tell him no.”
She squatted and lifted my dick with her fingertips, swirling a drop of cum that had leaked from the tip.
“I was so afraid you'd be outraged,” she said. “I mean, your reaction when it all first started was pretty surprising. You just kind of stood there and watched them all have me. I guess that's why I went along with it so easily. But when he took me into his tent I worried you'd freak out. But you didn't, did you? Instead of getting mad you got hard.”
She carried the drop to her mouth and sucked it off her finger. From inside the tent we heard Gideon call her name. She stood, awkwardly unsure how to tell me what I already knew.
“Baby?” she began. 
I cut her off. “I heard. Is that what you want to do? Stay the night with him?”
She studied my face, trying to guess what my reaction would be. She took a deep breath and decided the best choice was honesty.
“Yes,” she exhaled. “This is all so crazy but I want to see where it goes. Don't worry Honey. I belong to you.”
I knew she was waiting for me to give her my blessing or at least let her know I would be okay, but I just couldn't bring myself to do it. We both heard Gideon call her again and she turned her head to look at the tent.
She looked back at me. “Baby?” she asked.
Before I could respond the flap moved and Gideon was standing there; strong and confident and powerful, completely nude, thick legs and barrel chest, his big horse-penis hanging down from its own weight. I looked at the penis that had just been inside Amy. 
When I still didn't answer Amy leaned over and kissed the top of my head.
“I'll see you in the morning,” she said, and walked to his tent. They disappeared inside and the zipper came down. A light came on and I saw their silhouettes cast against the wall. Amy removed her T-shirt and Gideon's hands went to her breasts. They kissed and Gideon doused the light.
Fuck.
So many emotions were swirling around inside me it was impossible to define what I was feeling exactly. The truth is I was feeling all of them at the same time. One would assert itself and for a moment I experienced that feeling, but then it was gone and replaced by another. After a minute or two of just sitting there paralyzed I heard Amy slurp and I knew his cock was in her mouth and lust rose to the surface and my penis twitched. Before I was able to move next to the tent again John and Brian returned. They stood at the edge of the clearing, surveying the scene and quickly figured out what had happened.
“Zipper's down Dude,” John said. “Go home. Gideon will give her back to you in the morning. We're gonna crash.”
What choice did I have really?
I pulled on my shorts and sandals, bid them goodnight, and returned to the tent I had been sharing with Amy.
I fell asleep fast but woke after only a couple hours. The excitement had drained away. In fact, all other emotions had drained away except for jealousy and anxiety, and those two had me tied in a knot. Should I march back over there and demand she come back with me? Was she waiting for me to do that? What if she said no? 
I remembered her eyes when Gideon had called her back to the tent; she definitely wanted to spend more time with him. No, we were well past me making demands like a jealous husband. The damage was done; he'd fucked her already and virtually with my consent. No point in locking the barn door after the horse has been stolen. 
But just lying here until she returned to me seemed impossible. No way was I falling back asleep again. Maybe another orgasm would help?
I closed my eyes and tried to fantasize. Normally all I had to do was remember Amy sucking my dick and I'd get there fast, but not this time. As soon as my eyes closed I saw Amy on all fours, a cock in her mouth and Gideon behind her, pounding away at her little pussy. 
I opened my eyes.
I closed them and tried again.
I saw Amy's full lips wrapped around Gideon's shaft, her tongue sneaking out to slather his huge balls.
I opened my eyes.
My penis was hard.
No way was I jacking off to Gideon taking my woman. 
I unzipped my mummy bag intending to take a piss. The night was still warm so I slipped on just my sandals, ignoring my shorts. Nobody would be prowling the woods at this hour. I stepped out into the darkness and walked away from our camp, finding a perfect spot next to a huge pine. I took care of business.
Amy's moan was so low I almost missed it. The moon had risen and while it wasn't full, it still provided enough light for me to move silently. I crept towards the sound and soon heard it again, louder now because I was closer.
They had spread a blanket out under the stars. Amy was on her back and Gideon had her legs over his shoulders and bent back towards her breasts. Her hands tenderly held his face as they kissed. He moved in and out of her now with a practiced ease. Gone were the awkward movements of new love; his huge hands held her waist and her vulnerable position allowed him to bury every mighty inch on every stroke. He was so far up inside her he had to be inside her womb. They moved like they had known each other their entire lives, but a hunger guided them; she wanted him as deep as she could take him, he wanted to utterly conquer and own her. 
My penis began to rise instantly. Hating myself a little, I took it in hand and stroked. They were kissing when she climaxed on his huge cock. When he came inside her, she'd wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him deep. I shot when he did, again, and I confess once again it was one of the best orgasms I'd ever had. I did not understand what was driving me but the proof was impossible to refute; I loved watching my wife fucked by a big, hard cock. They cuddled, staring up at the stars. Amy wrapped her fingers around his penis, just to hold it. I watched them talking, unable to hear their words. He rose to an elbow just to gaze down at her beauty.
Now I was drowsy. My orgasm had drained me in every way. I returned to my tent and fell asleep, not waking until nude Amy slipped into my bag with me. The tent held a faint glow of pre-dawn. She looked so good my heart ached. Sex with Gideon left her glowing and a beautiful mess. I reached for her pussy but she stopped my hand, whispering how tender she was. She moved and the next moment I felt her hot mouth close around my penis. I came quickly and she gulped it down. 
She crawled back up my chest and we snuggled inside my bag. After several silent minutes, I spoke.
“Out with it. What are you feeling right now? Are you as stunned by all this as I am? Where did all this come from? Do you still want me? I know I should be furious with you right now but strangely I am not. Does that make you feel good or bad?”
She was chuckling.
“Slow down Honey, one at a time. First and most important, I think, is you need to know this; I have absolutely no intention of leaving you for Gideon. Are you kidding? Can you imagine me with a biker? I'll never give you up Darling. You're perfect for me.”
She turned her face towards mine in the dim light.
“I admit I got carried away. I was a little surprised at first you weren't angry. I kept looking at you for a sign. Then I realized that the lack of a reaction is a reaction. Admit it Honey; you wanted to see something happen too.”
I kept my mouth closed so she went on.
“The more I pushed it the more you let me. You protested but only halfheartedly. I got more and more turned on until I finally said to hell with worrying and jumped in with both feet. The weed and whiskey may have contributed to my courage.”
I asked a question to which I already knew the answer.
“Did he use a condom?
Amy seemed genuinely ashamed. “No,” she replied. “I know I should have, Sweetheart. I'm sorry.  Of course I didn't have any but he did, so I should have made him put one on, but I didn't.”
“Why?”
She took her time before answering. “I could say things like I trust him or I was too high, but the truth is, I wanted to be truly fucked by him. I wanted to be able to look back and say, Gideon? Yeah, I went all the way with him. He's such a stud Baby.”
Her answer stung.
“So,” she continued, “I've explained to you, now you explain to me; did you jack off while he was fucking me?
My face turned red. I was thankful for the low light.
“Um, yes.”
“Wow! What is that about? I thought you were being generous but I had no idea you were actually getting turned on. That's hot.”
“It is? Why”
“Mostly because that means I'm almost guilt free, but also because it suggests you are open to me spending more time with him.”
We both contemplated what we'd heard for a moment. I spoke first.
“I have to ask; what was it that pushed you over the edge? You took a big risk, and I don't mean just infuriating me or damaging our marriage. What made to leave your chair and drop to your knees?”
Amy's hand cupped my balls and lifted. She moved her mouth to my ear.
“He's big,” she breathed hotly. 
I felt my face flush.
“I asked myself that very same question,” she said. “You know me; I drive men crazy, they don't drive me crazy. But Gideon does, and the best reason I can give you is, he's big. I never knew that would matter to me but I've never been with a well-endowed man before. Gideon is huge. The biggest I've ever seen. That does things to a girl, or at least it did to this girl. I was so drawn to his cock, Baby. I've never experienced anything like that. You know how I am with guys. They hit on me all the time and I just shoo them away. Gideon is gorgeous and sexy but I could resist him, or I thought I could until I saw his dick. I'm as surprised by my reaction as you are.”
Listening to her rave about Gideon's penis turned me on. My dick twitched and grew a little and she felt it. 
“Mmmm, I like that, Baby,” she said. “I like that my lust for him turns you on.”
I let her play with it and I did grow a little more but my dick needed a rest. I didn't get hard. She didn't say anything but she seemed a little disappointed. I wondered if Gideon's cock got hard every time she touched it last night and my intuition told me yes.
After a while we rose and bathed and ate. My wife had spent the night with another man yet I felt close to her and her to me. The only real oddness I felt was about how comfortable we both were with what had happened. We both adapted with shocking flexibility. 
Late morning Gideon and Brian walked over and they, too, seemed perfectly at ease with last night's events. They mentioned they were headed into town for a booze and supplies run and invited us to go. Before I could answer Amy clapped her hands and said that sounded wonderful. 
I soon found myself on the back of Brian's motorcycle while Amy rode with Gideon. Strangely, I felt more jealousy watching my wife wrap her arms around his waist, laughing and smiling as the wind blew her long hair and the bright sun lit her face, than I had listening to her suck his big cock through a tent wall. Bizarre.
In town Brian and I went one direction and Gideon and Amy went the other. I glanced back at them and saw they were holding hands as Amy bounced down the street. She was beaming. One of the stops Brian and I made was at a fish and tackle store and Brian pulled a pistol from an ankle holster. I was shocked. He purchased ammunition and cleaning supplies for it. A little later we waited for Gideon and Amy at an outdoor restaurant. We sipped beers and talked about football.
“Randy? Oh my God Randy, what are you doing here?” The voice sounded familiar. 
I turned to see who had spoken. It was Darryl. 
Darryl and Rusty, two of the guys from the sales team at my office, were standing with trays of food. Their wives stood next to them. All of them wore hiking gear and were covered in trail dust. I made introductions all around, naming Brian a hiking friend. 
As we talked movement caught my eye. Amy and Gideon emerged from a store across the street and embraced in a passionate kiss. Gideon pressed my wife against the wall and a big hand squeezed her firm ass. I froze. Alice, Darryl's wife, saw it too and made a comment about the impatience of youth. Brian turned.
“Oh, that's my best friend Gideon and his girlfriend Amy,” Brian said. Once my heart finally started beating again I realized Darryl and Rusty had never actually met my wife and of course their wives hadn't either. I don't know if he had meant to but quick-thinking Brian had saved me before I said something stupid and humiliating. 
Across the street Amy touched a new silver necklace hanging around her throat. Gideon saw us and took my wife's hand and led her over to us. Before Gideon or Amy spoke, I jumped in with, “Okay you two, save that for the tent.  That's a nice necklace Amy, did your boyfriend Gideon buy that for you? You two come over and meet some friends of mine from work.”
I have to give them credit. Confusion lasted less than a second before understanding dawned on both of them. Gideon slipped an arm around Amy's waist.
“Yes,” Amy gushed, “Isn't he the best?” She reached up and kissed him again. “I'll thank you properly back at camp.”
I felt my face burn.
The two of them pulled up chairs and joined our group. They sat close, thighs touching, and ordered food along with Brian and me. Soon all eight of us were eating and talking. Rusty asked where my wife was and I answered she had an out of state wedding to attend so she couldn't make this hiking trip. Brian had a permanent grin stamped on his face, no doubt enjoying my predicament, and Amy played her part to the hilt. She had almost convinced me they'd been a couple for a long time. 
Gideon's animal-magnetism seemed to be running at full-throttle because the other two wives kept stealing glances at him. Darryl and Rusty were oblivious to the lusty desires of their own wives. I mused that up until yesterday, I sort of had been too.
Eventually lunch wrapped up. In the conversation about our plans for the rest of the day, Brian mentioned he was ready to head back to camp. Alice asked which site we were using and he told her. Gideon and Amy excused themselves to do more shopping and Darryl offered to drop me back at the camp so Brian could leave. I agreed and remained behind with Darryl and Rusty and Alice and Gina, Rusty's wife. Brian roared away and Gideon and Amy strolled off. 
As soon as they were gone Alice gave Gina a knowing smile and a raised eyebrow. I knew then that Alice would fuck Gideon if given a chance. Alice was a sexy redhead with blue eyes and a great ass. I was perversely proud that my wife had hooked Gideon to the point he only had eyes for her. Twisted. 
Finally our little party broke up. Darryl and Alice drove me back to the camp but not before we all saw Gideon and Amy on a park bench, making out nestled under a tree. Amy was on his lap facing him. Alice could not look away. 
When we got back to our camp Alice looked around and said something to Darryl.
“Sure,” Darryl replied, “If Randy doesn't mind.”
They both looked at me.
“Randy?” Alice said. “Gina and Rusty are leaving tonight and me and Darryl still have a few days. Can we move our camp next to yours?”
Fuck!
“Just for a day or two?”
Fuck! Fuck. This charade would need to be continued. I wracked my brain for a way out and came up with nothing. 
“Of course,” I said. 
They were moved in before Amy and Gideon returned, and my wife and her new lover instantly understood what it meant. Huge grins spread across both their faces.
“Come on Honey,” Amy said to Gideon, “Let's go for a swim.”
All of us were seated and sipping beers when Amy and Gideon emerged from Gideon's tent. Since all her bikinis were in the tent she shared with me, Amy wore only thin pink panties and a white T-shirt. As soon as all the guys realized Amy would be swimming in that shirt, all of them thought a dip in the lake was the perfect idea. Even Alice wanted to join in. In record time all of us were standing on the shore, Brian and John carried a cooler filled with beer and whiskey between them. 
Amy did not hesitate, entering the lukewarm water quickly and then plunging her head under. Gideon copied her, followed by the rest of us. The water felt amazing.
I got out first and sat on my towel watching the others play. One by one they all took a break until only Gideon and Amy remained in the lake. The whiskey bottle made the rounds as did several beers and a new joint. Everyone had really loosened up. Soon the joint was gone and the whiskey was too. 
We all heard Amy tell Gideon she was going to go to her towel. The tension in the air was thick. As she emerged from the water the thin shirt clung to her fantastic body like a coating of paint. Amy's big, tear-drop tits stood out proud and her hard nipples created sharp peaks. Her pink panties were transparent and her hairless labia were easily seen. Her firm bubble butt flexed with each step. 
I felt an erection growing and looked around. John and Brian and Alice and Darryl sat transfixed, carved from stone, mesmerized by the sheer power of Amy's allure. Alice seemed ready to drool. I was proud to have such a gorgeous wife and frustrated that Darryl and Alice didn't know she was mine and not Gideon's. 
Amy played it cool but I knew all the attention was turning her on, especially from the men. John fished out another joint and Brian ran back to camp for more whiskey. I held back, taking only sips and small puffs, but everyone else got pretty wild. 
John tossed back one more shot and then jumped up and yelled, “Skinny dip!” and stripped out of his clothes. Brian joined him and after a moment's hesitation, Amy peeled off her soaking wet T-shirt and panties, leaving on only her new silver necklace. Darryl and Alice looked at each other, shrugged, and started undressing. Darryl swore me to secrecy as he loosened his draw-strings, saying nobody at work could find out about this, especially Rusty and Gina. I promised to keep my mouth shut. 
Gideon seemed reluctant but then joined in and as his shorts came down, so did Alice's jaw. Darryl noticed where she was looking and then his jaw came down too. Gideon pretended not to notice and joined the others in the lake; his massive genitalia flopped off his thighs as he walked. Darryl and Alice looked at each other and Darryl started putting his clothes back on. Alice took him aside and I have no idea what they discussed but Darryl sat down obviously unhappy while Alice finished stripping and dove into the water. 
I left my shorts on too and took a seat next to Darryl. Brian and John quickly got friendly with Alice and the three of them played and splashed. Gideon and Amy floated for a minute and then swam towards each other and Amy wrapped her arms around his neck. I knew that underwater her legs were wrapped around his waist. He treads water for both of them while Amy hung on. 
“Amy is smoking hot,” Darryl offered. “Gideon's a lucky fucker.” Darryl was busy ignoring Alice flirting with Brain and John. “I mean, Playboy centerfold, million dollar porn-starlet hot. Good God, her body is perfect and her face is like a model's. Gideon scored landing her, but now that I've seen what he's packing I can't say I'm surprised. I bet he fucks her every night with that thing and she begs for more.”
“No doubt,” was all I could manage. I was watching Gideon and Amy and for a moment it looked like they were fucking, like Amy was slowly lifting herself up and down on Gideon's submerged cock.
“You saw the way my wife looked at him. I caught her staring right at it. No way I'm taking my shorts off around a guy like that.”
Yup, Amy was definitely riding him. They others had noticed too and were no longer playing but instead floating and talking where they could keep an eye on both of them. Oblivious, Amy and Gideon only had eyes for each other. When I didn't respond, Darryl looked where I was looking and then he saw what I saw.
“Holy shit,” he muttered, “Is he fucking her? Under the water?”
“I believe he is,” I replied.
“Right here in front of everyone? He's got guts, I'll give him that. He better stay the fuck away from my wife though or there's going to be serious trouble. I won't put up with a man trying to take what's mine.”
Yeah, right, I thought. But what if it's your wife making the moves? What if he's doing nothing and your wife's pursuing him? You going to beat her up? I realized yes, some guys would, but I'm not one of those guys and I doubted Darryl was either. I also had no doubt of the outcome of any fight between Darryl and Gideon. Darryl better hope it doesn't come to that. 
Movement drew my eye. Brian had innocently floated closer to Alice. I saw Alice jerk as if startled and then give Brian a scowl, but then she relaxed and casually looked at Darryl. Darryl was so riveted on Amy and Gideon that Alice could have caught fire and he'd not noticed. Moments later I was pretty sure Alice was giving Brian an underwater hand job. 
Darryl never got the chance to notice. Gideon drifted in closer to shore and Amy let go. Gideon paddled over to a fallen tree trunk and lifted himself up out of the water and his big erection swayed side to side, drizzling water and looking like a sea-serpent. All of us froze. Amy moved between his legs and tried to pull the shaft down to her mouth but he was far too stiff for that, so she raised herself on her knees and sucked the head, licking and nibbling up and down his length.
I heard Alice exhale, “That's SO sexy.” 
She was right; the lake, the trees, the dappled sunlight, Amy's perfect body and Gideon's perfect cock, their obvious passion for each other. Everything combined for an incredibly sensuous moment. 
In fact, the scene was so intense if not for Alice's tiny gasp off to my right, I would never have noticed the moment Brian penetrated her. He was behind her now, water up to his chin, and I knew he had shoved his cock inside Darryl's wife. He fucked her slow to avoid making noisy ripples. She held herself still, allowing his big dick to do all the work. She came fast, biting her lip to remain silent. Darryl had no idea. Brian must have unloaded right after because he carefully drifted away. Two wives conquered with both husbands present! These bikers were fucking pirates! Sack the town and carry away the women!
Gideon stood and took Amy's hand and then led her back to our towels. Still erect, he collected their few things and headed back for camp. He offered no explanation because he owed us no explanation. All of us hurriedly gathered our belongings and headed back to camp too, although Alice seemed to be a little weak and walking a little slow.
When we arrived Gideon threw a thick blanket on the ground and fucked my wife from behind. He loved the audience. He loved claiming my wife in front of the others. He knew what I must be feeling and that fed Gideon's lust. He held her ass cheeks in each hand, lewdly spreading her open so we all saw as he repeatedly drove his cock into her guts. This was the roughest I'd ever seen or heard him treat her. 
I felt protective but I was reminded of the precariousness of my position and how vulnerable Amy and I were with this band of outlaws. Only Amy's eager and enthusiastic responses to Gideon's hard fucking told me all was still well. Honestly, they could do anything they wanted to us. 
Alice hadn't bothered to get dressed like the rest of us and the effect of Amy's submission on her was remarkable; she was openly playing with her left breast and her other hand was drifting down her flat stomach to her pussy. She had a great body. I've already mentioned her incredible ass and she had smallish but perfectly shaped tits to go with it. Darryl spotted what his wife was doing and said something to her about covering up but Alice told him to relax and go with the flow. Darryl was not amused. 
Back on the blanket Gideon had flipped Amy onto her back. He walked up on his knees between her legs and held his giant erection up for all of us to see, but he especially wanted Amy to look at it. When she did her eyes grew big.
“You just cannot get enough of this beast, can you?” he asked.
Amy shook her head like a little girl.
“That's good because he loves you too. Pull your legs back.”
Amy complied, gripping her legs behind the knees. She pulled them back and wide open and her little cunt blossomed in invitation to Gideon. He grinned. He rubbed that enormous cock head back and forth to tease me and to tease Amy. I was once again filled with an intense envy and desire to possess a penis like that. 
He held my wife and me captive as we waited for him to put it in. I held my breath, exhaling only when he began to sink his monstrous cock into my woman. The pitch of her moan told me she was close to another orgasm already. I've heard my wife make those pre-orgasm sounds a million times but hearing her do it for another man stabbed my heart and turned me on. I can't explain it. I know I should have been furious, but I just wasn't.
“Gideon,” Amy growled her voice tight with strain. “Fuck! Gideon Baby, I love your cock. I love your perfect cock. Fuck me Lover. Fuck me hard. Make me your bitch. Unnhh! Fill me up you fucking stud. God!”
Gideon leaned more of his weight on her, pressing her legs farther back, turning her into his personal porn star. His hips began to thrust slowly but built speed quickly. Soon he was sawing his enormous cock in and out of my wife. She was holding herself wide open for him, completely submissive and subservient; he was free to do with her whatever he wanted.
I heard Darryl mumble, “Jesus Christ, that guy's amazing. Who fucks like that? He's driving that girl crazy.”
Gideon slipped his huge hands under Amy's ass and lifted her hips to meet his powerful thrusts. His large muscles bunched and flexed. His ass clenched each time he drove forward. Alice moaned. She was close to orgasm.
Darryl reached his breaking point. “Come on!” he barked to Alice, grabbing her arm by the elbow. “Put your fucking clothes on. We're going back to our tent!”
Caught by surprise, Alice quickly gathered her clothing. Darryl stomped off, leading the way, holding Alice by the hand and dragging her behind him. Brian and John laughed.
“Dude, did you fuck her? In the lake?” John asked Brian.
“Ha! Yeah, under the water. Came in her too. Wonder how her old man will feel when he discovers that? I bet she acts pissed at him so they don't have sex right away.”
They both laughed again. John grabbed the dingy and the two of them left in the direction of the lake. They'd most likely watched Gideon fuck another man's wife so many times it no longer interested them. 
I was alone with Amy and Gideon. Amy's big tits bounced with every thrust. Her cries of pleasure were intense and difficult to hear. They were kissing fervently, desperately hungry for each other. Gideon's huge ball sack slapped Amy's ass repeatedly, filling our area with sound. Gideon was sweating from his efforts, his long pony tail jumping and flying all around.  
I was hard as a rock.
I needed relief but I felt uncomfortable jerking off in front of the man fucking my wife. I tried to fight it but pressure built. Finally I said fuck it and pulled off my shirt and kicked off my shorts. I grabbed a chair and fell into it, spread my knees and gripped my dick. Amy looked fucking hot and while a part of me could not believe how far we had come and that we were even doing this now, a bigger part of me loved it, got wildly turned on by it, and wanted more of it. I started stroking in-time with Gideon's back and forth. 
“Fuck her Gideon,” I murmured. “God she looks so sexy. I love you Baby. I love seeing you like this.”
Amy rolled her head towards me and her glazed eyes slowly focused, then grew wide. A naughty smile twisted her lips and she waved me closer. I moved next to her on the blanket.
“Hold my hand,” she instructed. “Show me you love it too.'
I took her hand and tangled my fingers with hers.
“I love you baby,” she said. 
Gideon started pounding her harder. I looked down at her pussy and was amazed she was able to fully accept his huge cock. Her pussy was stretched to almost tearing but the pleasure she was experiencing was intense.
“He's gonna make me cum again Honey. Let me see you play with your penis while he fucks me. That's hot. Oh shit! God his cock is amazing! Uunnhh! Oh fuck Honey! Here it comes! Oh shit! AAAAaaaaa!”
I lost it. Way before I was ready, sperm jumped from the tip of my penis and landed in pine needles. 
My orgasm was intense but very different from any other. My whole body tingled but especially my back and shoulders. Best of all, my mind felt like it was on fire. My erotic imagination had been captured and made a slave. 
I'd never even known this truth about myself but now here it was in glorious flesh and I had to own it. I could not get enough; I wanted my wife fucked until she couldn't walk. I wanted her filled with so much sperm she over-flowed and if none of it was mine, even better. Fuck her mouth, fuck her pussy, fuck her ass; I wanted her used like a rag-doll sex-toy and when all those men were finished with her, I wanted her back exhausted and utterly satisfied so I could add my load to theirs. My sweet, innocent Princess had a slutty dark side now and I loved that too.
I moved back to my chair to watch Gideon finish inside her. His dick was as hard as a steel rod and he used it mercilessly. She welcomed his assault, holding his face and kissing him, wrapping her legs around his thighs and her arms around his head. Gideon slipped his arms under her head and began burying his cock as deep into her body as he could each time he slammed it home. His hips and lower back curled up under her with each thrust.
Unnhh!” he growled, and I knew his load was beginning the long journey up from his testicles and rising through the long length of him. His hips pumped faster.
“Fuck!” he yelled. “FUCK! Here it comes!” 
His boiling sperm raced through his shaft, seeking exit. His hips were a blur and Amy was holding on and bracing for his explosion.
When he came moments later his huge body was wracked by spasm and jerked uncontrollably; I knew his cock was blasting my wife's unprotected womb with buckets of hot semen. Gideon threw his head back and howled as he released his pent up seed, driving his inseminating tool deep into the heart of my wife, pumping her full of his conquering sperm. 
I had grown stiff again. 
Gideon was a sweaty mess when he collapsed onto Amy and she loved it. She wrapped herself around his body tightly, kissing his face and head and shoulder. He was breathing heavily, his body still jolted occasionally with the electrical discharge of his intense climax. I quietly stroked my stiff penis until I shot another load all over my lap.
Amy and Gideon stood and walked to his tent. She blew me a kiss and waved as she zipped the flap closed.  I got dressed and grabbed a beer. After a while John and Brian returned, changed their clothes, and jumped on their motorcycles and took off. Darryl must have heard the roar of the bikes because as soon as they were gone he joined my camp. I tossed him a beer.
“What a fucking holiday,” he offered.
I nodded and sipped. 
“Alice took a nap as soon as we got back to the tent. I tried to put some moves on her but she said she was too high, her head was spinning. I'm glad I got her out of there before she did something she'd regret later.
I just kept nodding.
He brought up one of our clients from work and we killed the next thirty minutes complaining about how stupid some customers can be. 
A quiet feminine gasp followed by a low moan drifted over from Gideon's tent. We both stared at it. I took a sip.
“Amy's is drop-dead gorgeous,” Darryl said. “I mean fucking hell, what a body! What a face! If she was mine I'd never let that woman out of bed. Alice is pretty but Amy is a goddess. I think even my wife wanted to fuck her, and she's not into chicks. How much of all this are you going to tell your wife when you get home?”
I laughed. “None of it,” I said. “She already feels bad enough not making the trip.”
Inside the tent Amy moaned. Was Gideon already inside her again? Jesus Christ, how much sperm did those big balls make? The guy was a machine. I realized if Darryl and Rusty hadn't shown up, Amy and I would be in our tent going at it right now, instead of her being in Gideon's tent. 
Which led me to another thought; what if Gideon made Amy pregnant? How many times had he already cum inside her? I felt a little rush of panic but it quickly mixed with arousal. What the fuck was wrong with me? The idea of another man impregnating my wife excited me? I wondered if I required professional help. I needed to get Amy away from Gideon so I could talk to her. I missed her. 
Darryl and I finished that beer and then another before the zipper went up and Gideon and Amy reappeared. The look on Amy's face was shocking. She appeared drugged. Her eyes were dreamy and unfocused and her face utterly relaxed and satisfied. She moved slowly, allowing Gideon to guide her as they made their way over to us. She wore a black lacy bra and hiking shorts and sandals and her hair was a mess. She looked deliciously sexy. Darryl and I stared and stared until Gideon said hello and asked us what was up.
“Just relaxing,” I answered. Darryl could not take his eyes off my wife. Now that she was closer hints of pink nipples peeked through the lace. Gideon steered her into a chair and went to grab two beers. Amy gave me a knowing smile that I hoped Darryl didn't notice it.
“How are you?” I asked her.
“I'm great,” she rasped, her voice hoarse from her many recent orgasms. “How are you?”
“I'm doing well. I was just telling Darryl how I missed my wife. It's too bad she couldn't make it this trip. It's been quite an adventure.”
Gideon returned and handed Amy an open beer. He sat next to her on the ground, in between her and Darryl. 
“That is too bad,” Amy continued. “I'd love to meet her. I bet she's really pretty since you're so handsome.”
“She's breath-taking. She's stunning. She's unbelievably sexy.”
“You're a good husband for saying that, especially for saying that in front of others. She's a lucky woman.”
“I'm the lucky one,” I finished. 
Darryl asked Gideon a question about his bike and all four of us chatted and enjoyed the afternoon. Later, when Amy excused herself to use the restroom, I said I'd walk her down since I needed to use it too. Darryl and Gideon waved us away as they were now discussing Harleys. 
Once the trees swallowed us Amy grabbed me and kissed me fiercely. Her salty and slippery tongue swirled into my mouth. I returned the passionate kiss.
“Oh my God I love you so much!” she gasped as we parted. “You're an amazing man! How are you doing it? Is it driving you crazy? Are you going to fuck my brains out when we finally get home? Can you even believe we're doing all this crazy shit? Oh my GOD! I can't believe we really did this! We really fucking did it!”
She grabbed me and we kissed again. Any doubts or worries that had wormed their way into my brain were banished instantly. She was still mine, deep down. 
“Did you guys do it again just now, in the tent?”
“Yes. I can't leave his cock alone. If I see it I have to have it. I had no idea I was this kind of girl. I started sucking on it so he went sixty-nine on me, but he got hard again so I pushed him back and rode it. I love that fucking cock, Baby.”
She was making me horny. I forced myself to say what was on my mind.
“Amy, Baby, what if he makes you pregnant?”
She chewed her bottom lip.
“I don't know Honey. I don't think that will happen though. If I'm remembering my periods correctly, I'm safe. If I'm wrong and he does, well, then you and I will talk about it. No sense worrying about it now, right? What's done is done.”
She rested her left hand on her lower belly as if a baby were growing there and looked down at it. Her wedding ring sparkled in the dappled sunlight and I felt a sudden tightening of my nuts. She lifted her mischievous eyes to mine and smiled.
“Can you imagine?” she asked, and I tried to swallow but my throat was suddenly dry. “Can you imagine if the first man to ever impregnate me is Gideon and not you? Scandalous. How would you ever live that down, Darling?”
I tried to swallow again and failed again. My heart was pounding behind my ribs. My exhausted penis was struggling to rise. This was intense. Amy stepped closer and cupped a hand to my ear to whisper something to me.
“I'll make him try again when I stay with him tonight, she teased. “Think about that while you're trying to fall asleep alone.”
I knew she was just fucking with me. I knew she was just playing a part. I knew she was just having fun with this craziness we had allowed to enter our lives. But what she said hit me like a fist to the stomach. The problem was, I liked it. My penis jumped in my shorts. God help me, how deep did my fetish go?
We continued to the restroom. I finished first and waited for her. We walked back in silence for a minute until she spoke.
“You know Honey, all this ends tomorrow night. We've said and done some wild things these last few days but I hope when we get home we go back to our sweet and quiet life.”
I thought about it. Would I want that now? Now that I knew the demon that lived inside me, inside both of us, would that life still work?
“We'll see,” I said. “Who knows?”
Amy's eyes widened. It seemed she hadn't considered we might do something like this more than once or maybe this was her way of making me feel better about all that had happened. She took my hand and squeezed it hard. 
“Really?”
“Seems to me the cat's out of the bag,” I said. “What happens the next time a man you really desire flirts with you? Since we've already gone this far, why would you tell him no? It's not cheating if I'm in on it, right?”
We were quiet again for a time as we strolled. I saw Amy chewing on what I had said. She was considering a future with new lovers, an impossible thought just three days ago. Something occurred to her and she frowned and then stopped.
“This is just for me, right? You aren't planning on using all this to fuck other women, are you? Because as unfair as I know this sounds, no way. I would not enjoy that shit.”
“No, that idea doesn't turn me on like this one does. Just you.”
She smiled again.
“Good God that's fucking hot Honey. I hope Gideon is ready to go again because I sure am. My pussy feels so empty now that I've had him. We'll talk more about the new rules when we get home, okay?”
“Okay.” My stomach knotted when she said she was ready for Gideon again. Her sex drive for him was a thousand times what it was for me.
When we got back to camp Alice was there, dressed and refreshed. She sat next to Darryl. Darryl and Gideon were chatting like best-buddies. Afternoon turned into evening and the sun began to sink. Gideon started a fire and I wondered out loud about John and Brian but he said not to worry; they could be gone for days and then just reappear. 
We arranged our chairs around the fire; Amy pulled up tight to Gideon and Alice snuggled up close to Darryl. As the designated fifth-wheel, I took a spot across the fire from all of them. The whiskey bottle came out and began the rounds but none of us were drinking to get drunk. We just sipped and enjoyed a mild buzz. 
Alice started them off. She began by kissing Darryl softly but those kisses built into longer and more passionate ones and Darryl returned them. Amy and Gideon started making out too. Darryl freed one of Alice's breasts and began to nurse on it and that made Amy squirm. Gideon unsnapped her bra and let loose her big tits.
After a minute Alice slipped away from Darryl and stood over Amy. Their eyes locked. Alice knelt and pulled Amy away from Gideon. The two women kissed and while I usually find girl on girl boring, because I knew them both, this time it was really sexy. Alice dropped her mouth to Amy's nipples and both women moaned.
The girls moved to the blanket and slowly stripped each other. Gideon knelt next to Amy's face and opened his shorts. His monstrous phallus was only half erect but Amy started licking every inch of it as Alice kissed her way down Amy's body. When her tongue found Amy's clit, Amy groaned. Alice buried her face in Amy's pussy and began to devour her. 
Darryl stood and undressed, apparently much more at ease now than he had been. I was surprised to see his dick was significantly bigger than mine. What was all that bullshit earlier? He was no Gideon but he was still way above average. By the way he had acted I figured he was small.
Darryl pulled Alice up to all fours and as she continued eating my wife's pussy, sank his hefty cock into his wife. Gideon had worked the head and several inches into Amy's mouth and was enjoying the tongue lashing she was giving him.
Darryl and Gideon met eyes and Gideon gave him an nod, then stood, taking his nearly fully erect cock away from my very disappointed wife. He moved around behind Alice. Darryl pulled out of Alice and moved her to the side, away from Amy. 
Amy lifted her head to see what was happening. Gideon positioned the head of his mammoth cock at the opening of Alice's pussy and Alice said, “Oh my God yes. Darryl Sweetheart, are you sure? God I want this so bad!”
Gideon didn't wait for an okay from Darryl and something told me this had been discussed between all of them while Amy and I were gone. When Gideon began to feed Alice his inches, Alice bit her own knuckles and groaned.
Darryl knelt between Amy's legs.
Holy shit! I don't know why I totally missed what was happening, but I had. I couldn't believe Gideon would share Amy. 
Amy cast a panicked look at me, her eyes asking; what the fuck do I do Honey? I looked down between her thighs and Darryl's impressive meat was waving in the evening air, diamond hard and ready, moving inevitably closer and closer to my wife. He had wanted Amy from the instant he had laid eyes on her and now he was about to have her, but he didn't know she actually belonged to me! I work with this man. How would I face him at work knowing he had fucked my wife? I froze and Amy did too and Darryl pointed his rock hard cock down at her pussy and as I watched in horror he buried ever inch he had deep inside her. Amy gasped but lifted her legs to help him.
Darryl and Gideon began to fuck their new women earnestly. Darryl could not believe his good fortune. After her initial panic and hesitation, Amy began to respond to Darryl and his big cock and soon found herself swept up in the sheer wickedness of fucking yet another man. Her legs snaked around his and her arms around his neck and I watched in stunned silence as Darryl kissed my wife, their tongue dancing in the firelight.
Darryl did not fuck Amy as Gideon had. Darryl knew he had scored way above his pay-grade and he was going to enjoy every single second of it to the fullest. Amy felt his passion and desire, his sheer naked lust for her and soaked it in. Darryl was rough with my woman. 
Alice climaxed first and she came hard. Gideon never stopped pumping her, driving her to new heights of pleasure. She was weeping by the time she came down. Amy had her first orgasm not long after Alice and then climaxed again, much more powerfully, a short time later. Darryl soon began making sounds like he was close and Amy pulled him in even deeper as he released his flood. 
All four of them fell onto their backs, breathing hard and trying to recover. After a minute Alice spoke.
“So, Randy, I guess it turns out to be a good thing your wife didn't make the trip?”
They all started laughing and giggling. It died down after a minute and Darryl rose to his knees and crawled over to Amy. He lifted his soft dick and tangled his fingers in her hair, turning her head to face him. He bumped the tip of his penis against my wife's lips.
“Open up,” he ordered. 
Amy hesitated a second and then did as instructed. I watched my co-worker fed his cock to my wife. He only got a little harder but that wasn't the point. Alice was pretty but she was no Amy. Darryl had never been with a woman like Amy and he was going to take all he could. Gideon didn't seem to care. When Alice saw what her husband was doing she shrugged and turned over to suck Gideon's big meaty pole.
Amy only took a minute before she was really enjoying herself. Darryl only managed to rise to half-staff but that was good enough for both of them. Darryl gazed at my wife like he was trying to burn this moment into his memories forever. 
After a while Darryl and Amy kind of ran out of steam and snuggled each other but Gideon was virtually hard again and Alice was really working his thick shaft and fat balls with her tongue. I feel no attraction for men but I had to admit Gideon's cock was beautiful. 
“Randy?” Darryl said. “Not a word of this night to anyone. Ever. We cool?”
“Of course Dee. I won't even mention it to my wife. You can trust me.”
Gideon was murmuring to Alice and she was answering in between licks but I couldn't hear what they were saying. Darryl and Amy started talking too and I couldn't hear them either. A wave of self-pity washed over me. I suddenly desperately wanted to make love to my wife.  
Darryl had other ideas. He crawled back up to his spot by her head and offered her his dick again and her tongue snaked out and licked it. He leaned in and pushed several inches passed her lips and she gagged a little. He pulled back but quickly pushed back in again and this time Amy was ready and half his cock slid deep. He had recovered enough to start growing erect again and this really turned Amy on. She adjusted the tilt of her head and when he pushed back in he smoothly slid all the way to his balls. My wife had the length of him buried in her throat. 
It was more difficult emotionally for me to watch Darryl fuck my wife than Gideon. I knew Darryl. I'd laughed at his dumb jokes. I'd seen him with a cold. I'd seen him angry because he lost a deal and happy because he won a huge contract. Gideon was a perfect stranger; a huge body with a huge penis and when he was finished with Amy he would disappear. Darryl would be around forever. 
There was no undoing what had happened here; Darryl will always have fucked my wife. Darryl will always have fucked Amy's mouth.  Darryl's sperm was inside Amy's vagina right now and it looked like her stomach was about to take a load too. I would spend the rest of my life making sure Amy and Darryl never met in real life.
Darryl spoke softly to Amy and she eagerly flipped over onto all fours. She laid her head on the blanket, mashing her breasts and lifting her pussy high. The silver necklace Gideon had bought her sparkled. Darryl moved into position behind her, his big cock now standing straight up and pulsing, and then he bent it down and aimed it for my wife's slit. Amy's loud cry told me the moment of penetration. 
Darryl held her hips and began pounding her. He grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled and when she cried out he brought a hand whistling down on her firm ass. She hollered again so he smacked her again and I saw a slow smile spread across her lovely face. He pounded her harder. 
When Amy tried to say something Darryl jerked her head back with her hair and rammed his big dick deep. 
“Oh my God!” Amy exclaimed. I started feeling protective until Amy threw her hips back at him and ordered him to fuck her harder, which he gladly did. His balls were jumping all over the place. 
As if possessed by a Sex Demon, Darryl hammered away at my wife's cunt. I was surprised when Amy climaxed because rough sex had never been her thing. She came really hard and Darryl just drove into her harder than ever, calling her a slut and a whore and smacking her ass repeatedly. Amy's orgasm lasted a long time and left her weak and sweaty. Darryl shoved her off his dick and onto her back and then moved between her legs and reinserted himself. Amy let him do whatever he wanted and after several minutes of hard pounding, Darryl filled my beautiful wife again with his sperm.
The sound of Alice climaxing made me check on them and I discovered Alice was on top, riding Gideon like a cowgirl and cumming hard. She fell onto his chest, gasping for air. 
I didn't really care about them too much so I swung my attention back to Amy. She and Darryl were snuggling again and this time, in spite of the way he had just treated her, Amy was cuddled tightly against his body with her head on his chest, her leg tangled around his, and a finger playing with his chest hair. Really? I made a mental note to experiment with more dominate sex with my wife.
Gideon asked me for a beer and Darryl said make it four so I found myself stepping over bodies and handing out drinks. When I gave Amy her beer she flashed a guilty look at me and I knew she understood the complexities of what she'd just done. Alice lifted herself off Gideon rampant erection and settled in next to him and soon all of us were chatting about normal everyday stuff. Everyone seemed perfectly at each with the nudity. Darryl could not keep his hands off my wife and Amy seemed to love his aggressive touch. 
I was mentally and emotionally exhausted, but my trials were not yet over. 
About an hour later Amy started nuzzling and kissing Darryl again and he was hard in a heartbeat. Amy crawled on top and fucked herself silly on Darryl's dick, cumming hard and fast. It took Darryl a long time to reach orgasm but he eventually did, adding a third load to his other two inside Amy's womb. 
After that we all wandered down to the lake and bathed and on the walk back Amy paired up with Gideon again and Alice took Darryl's hand. All of them shared sweet, tender kisses and as soon as we got to camp both couples retired to their tents leaving me by the fire with yet another beer. 
At this point, tomorrow could not get here soon enough. 
I was reluctant to head back alone to my tent so I stretched out on the blanket and soon dozed off. The fire was out when I awoke to the sounds of Gideon and Amy making slow, sweet love and my wife's earlier warning about pregnancy floated through my mind; “I'll make him try again when I stay with him tonight. Think about that while you're trying to fall asleep.” She'd been true to her word. Brutal.
Yeah, sleep, right. As I lay there in the darkness I heard soft kissing and gentle, tender love making. Gideon was no doubt balls deep inside my gorgeous wife again and her contented sigh and satisfied moans confirmed my suspicions. I did not want to hear this but I could not tear myself away and isolate myself back in my own cold dark tent. I stayed and suffered. 
Neither of them was in a hurry. I heard Amy's giggle and Gideon’s deep rumbling chuckle many times, as well as hushed tones of intimate conversation. When I thought I heard Amy say the word “pregnant”, I inched closer to their tent.
“Are you sure?” Gideon growled.
“Completely. Randy and I discussed it on our walk to the restroom. He knows the risks. You should have seen his eyes light up. Of course he hates the idea but he also loves it. That part of him that gets off on all this flared and although he'd be hurt, he'd also be wildly aroused. I don't understand it but I don't need to understand it. Do you want to put a baby in me Gideon?”
Gideon grunted and I heard bodies moving.
Amy went on, talking between quiet gasps and breathy moans. “I know Darryl should have worn a condom, sorry for that, but you already have so much up inside me I'm sure his seed has no chance. Besides, I'm a slut at heart; I wanted him to fuck me bareback too.”
Gideon laughed. “And that's what I love about you,” he said. “Spread your legs wider.”
Next to my head the outline of Amy's foot dented the tent wall.
“That's good Baby,” she groaned. “There's no cock like your cock. Push it all the way in when you cum Baby. Flood my pussy. Thank you for not cumming inside Alice.”
“A deal's a deal.”
“Yes, but she's very pretty, and you were letting Darryl have me.”
If Amy planned on saying anything more it was lost as Gideon must have pushed his entire length up into her. I laid there listening as long as I could take it but this was not fucking. This was intimate coupling. This was emotional mating. Gideon and Amy were making love with the intention of creating life and I couldn't bear it.
I stumbled back to my tent and flopped down on my sleeping bag. My imagination tortured me and closing my eyes made it worse. I perversely grew hard and the more I dwelt on what I knew was happening only a few feet away, the harder I got. I sighed and reached for my penis. Amy had been right; sleep was impossible. I jacked off four times during the night. My last two orgasms were virtually dry. Amy was right on another point too; my hurt fueled my arousal. Those four orgasms were some of the most powerful of my life. I don't know when she realized it but she was absolutely on target. I loved it when she twisted the knife.
I was up before dawn, bleary eyed and exhausted. I started cooking breakfast for everyone and soon they joined me. Gideon wore jeans but no shirt and Amy wore Gideon's T-shirt but no bottoms. She had that tired but satisfied look in her eyes again and she searched my face to see what kind of night I'd had, and then smiled with understanding. She knew she'd been right. She knew I’d masturbated thinking about them. When she had the opportunity to speak without the others hearing she asked, “How many times?'
I held up four fingers.
She was shocked. Her smile spread into a smug grin. “Gideon and I did exactly what I told you we would do Honey.” She dropped her left hand down to her lower belly once more. “Can you imagine?”
Holy Christ she was good at this game.
Around noon Brian and John returned. They had spent the night with some townie girls and had stories about wild sex to share. None of us talked about our night. We just let them rant and rave about what studs they were. When Darryl wasn't watching Brian smacked Alice on the ass.
Darryl and Alice packed up and said their goodbyes. We all hugged and kissed and Darryl stole one last squeeze of Amy's ass just as Alice did the same to Gideon. We all watched their car pull away and slowly grow tiny in the distance. 
As soon as they were gone Amy jumped on me, laughing manically, wrapping her legs around my waist and her arms around my neck.
“Holy Mother of God!” she screamed. “What a fucking insane adventure! AAAAAA!”
We all started laughing with her. I hugged her hard, both thrilled and relieved she was back in my arms.
Our biker boys broke camp quickly and were ready to ride in no time. Brian and John told Gideon to catch up and they pulled out. I stood back while Amy and Gideon said their goodbyes. In just a few short days they had connected and bonded in a way that takes some couples years to attain. I had a lump in my throat watching the way Amy kissed him. He held her firm rump in one huge hand, holding my wife firmly against his body. 
“Text,” Amy said, toying with her silver necklace.
“I will,” Gideon replied, and then he was gone too.
Amy and I retired to our tent and silently cuddled. We were both eager to get on the road but exhausted.
“That was incredible,” she finally said. “Thank you.”
“That was incredible,” I agreed. “Difficult at times but intense and wildly exciting. We have enough fantasy material to last us a lifetime.”
Amy was quiet for a moment. “I hope not,” she said earnestly. “If the planets ever align again like they did on this trip, I want us to play again. I'm not ready to stop.”
I held her close. “No worries Baby,” I said. “Now that we both know this new thing about ourselves, there's no going back.”
 
About four months later on a warm Autumn Saturday, Amy and I bumped into Darryl and Alice at the grocery store. We just turned a corner and there they were. Darryl and Alice froze in stunned silence. Amy and I had discussed what we would do and how we would act if this moment ever happened and now that it was here, we knew exactly what to do.
“Hi Darryl. Hello Alice. I'd like to introduce my wife, Amy.” 
Amy stuck out her hand.
Alice recovered first. “Your wife! Your wife?”
Darryl was looking at Amy like she was raw steak. His eyes bore into her, slowly traveling the length of her body from head to toe. He was no doubt remembering every juicy detail of the night he fucked her. Thought lost to him forever, now here she was once again and married to me. Amy had just reentered his life and he couldn't be happier about it.
Alice took Amy's hand and shook it, chuckling. “Good one you guys. Did not see this one coming. I have a million questions but the grocery store is not the place for them. Darryl, stop staring.”
Darryl looked at me, a hundred questions behind his eyes. Amy suggested we meet for lunch at the pizza place across the parking lot and Darryl and Alice agreed. We parted company.
As we walked to the restaurant Amy asked, “What now?”
“I'm not sure. The truth? Or at least the surface truth. They don't need to know every embarrassing and humiliating detail. You know Darryl will want you again, right?”
“Yeah, and again and again, judging by the way he just looked at me. I think Alice will have something to say about that though; she no longer gets a Gideon in the deal.”
“And I'm no Gideon,” I offered.
“No, you're not. Besides, I don't want to share you. So that's that.”
Of course lunch was awkward, especially at first, and Darryl kept trying to find an angle that resulted in him fucking Amy again, but Amy had been right; Alice crushed that idea.
We told them all the high points and why we tried to hide the truth from them. They had a thousand questions for me; how did it feel watching your wife used like that? Weren't you jealous? I pointed out Darryl had managed to rationalize Gideon fucking Alice so was it really so difficult to understand? Several pitchers of beer later we were all on the same page, laughing about this crazy life. I swore them to keep it from Rusty and Gina and they agreed.
As we left the restaurant Amy and I agreed things had gone well.
“Darryl is almost creepy in the way he stares at me,” Amy said. “I thought Alice was going to punch him.”
“He wants you badly. I don't blame him. Would you ever fuck him again?”
“No, no way.”
But she did.
Several months after all four of us were at an office party celebrating the company hitting a sales goal. The party was held at one of the big hotels downtown and there was a black jack table, open bar, dance floor, and night-time swimming. Amy and I stood at the bar and Amy had enjoyed several whiskeys and reminded me the last time she had whiskey was our camping trip. 
“Now all we need is Gideon,” I teased.
“Don't tempt me,” she responded. “I have his number. I could text.”
Darryl and Alice joined us at the bar and we all decided to try our hand at black jack. We played and drank and danced a little. When Darryl tried to order me another drink I mentioned I had to drive and he said they had rented a room and we should stay with them.  
Amy excused herself to use the restroom and a few minutes later Darryl said he was going to run up to the suite for more black jack money. When neither of them returned after fifteen minutes Alice and I looked at each other.
“Bust them or let them get away with it?” Alice asked. At first I did not understand but it sank in quickly.
“You think?” I answered.
Alice rolled her eyes.
“Yes, Darryl is dying to have her again. I finally said he could if I got a freebie of my choosing. He said okay. He is not going to like who I pick.”
“But Amy said she wouldn't again. She said it was too complicated; don't pee in your own bath water is how she phrased it.”
“Darryl can be very persuasive. Remember, he's a salesman, Randy. Text her and ask where she is and what she's doing. Will she answer honestly?”
“Yes, absolutely. Okay.”
So I did. I waited thirty minutes for a response and when it finally arrived, it was just a close-up picture of Darryl's big, hard, towering cock, with the words, “Sorry Baby, but he's big” beneath. Darryl's dick was shiny and I wondered if it was Amy's saliva or pussy juice. Alice said she wanted to read the message and I asked if she was sure and she scoffed.
“Of course. I'm not some school-girl with a crush. I know my husband. You'd be surprised at some of the things Darryl and I have done.”
I handed her the phone. She studied the photo and sighed.
“Yeah, I don't blame her,” she conceded. “That's how he hooked me too.”
Amy and Darryl did not reappear for two hours.
 
Months later I remembered something from the lake and approached Amy.
“Sweetheart? I was just thinking back and a few questions popped into my head about our days at the lake. May I ask you about them?”
“Of course, Love.”
“Remember when I mentioned the window flap inside our tent and said someone may have watched you change? I swear the flap was closed when I was in there changing with you. Did you open it?”
“Yes.”
“Why?”
“Are all your questions going to be like this one?”
“Yeah, just little odds and ends. Nagging mental questions. You know how observant and compulsive I am. Not a good combination.”
She studied me for a moment. “And you'll be fine with my answers? Given what ended up happening and how things turned out, everything we discovered about ourselves?”
Now it was my turn to study her. I had not expected this reaction. “Yes, I'll be fine,” I said, laughing. “Did you steal money from me? Did you fuck someone behind my back?”
Amy continued to study me. I understood in a rush.
“What? Seriously? Who? When? Gideon? What the hell!”
“Don't freak out. It's not that bad.”
I took a breath to calm myself and waited. After a minute, Amy spoke.
“Yes, I opened the flap. I wanted more light to see if the white bikini washed me out but then I saw Gideon over in his camp walking around without his shirt on. I acted innocent and tried on several suits, giving him a little strip show. I liked that he was gazing at me. He's hot.”
“That's been established. Go on.”
“Well, I didn't know how bold he would be. He cut through the trees and walked over to the window. We didn't speak. I stopped and tried to cover up but he shook his head no and then nodded for me to continue. I was trembling but I did. It was so exciting! He stepped back and rubbed the front of his jeans while he watched me. I got so wet. As his bulge grew I couldn't believe what I was seeing; it was really big. You were waiting for me so I put on my white bikini and he went back to his camp. You and I went to the lake.”
“I fell asleep. When I woke up you were gone. Where'd you go? Bathroom?”
“Not exactly. I could not get the image of Gideon's bulging crotch out of my head. I tried masturbating but couldn't cum so I saw my chance and took it. I noticed you were asleep and I went back to camp. Gideon spotted me right away and met me at our tent. He just stood there smiling that cocky grin of his until I dropped to my knees and unbuckled his jeans.  He helped me pull it out. I couldn't believe I was doing this! My heart was racing and my hands trembling as I closed them around his incredibly thick shaft. I hefted the weight of him and marveled at the heat. This penis belonged on a donkey, not a man, but it exerted some kind of power over me. I jerked it a few times but I was growing increasingly nervous. My guilt was sky-rocketing. I stopped, told him I was sorry and raced back to the lake.”
Amy stopped to reminisce. After a minute she continued.
“I glanced back as I hit the trail. He was just standing there smiling. He wasn't upset or frustrated. He stood there with his huge dick hanging out and his feet wide apart, arms crossed on his massive chest. It took my breath away. He was so confident, so manly. It was like he knew I would be back, like he already owned me. It frightened me but attracted me at the same time. Does that make any sense?”
“No, but I'm not a woman.”
“True. Anyway, I raced back to my towel and tried to calm down.”
“Until I showed up and made you suck my dick.”
“Ha ha! Yes. I was so happy you did that. I was so horny and it made me feel less guilty.”
“So this explains how it was so easy when Brian and John held you while Gideon fucked you. I thought you gave in awfully fast but now I understand you were already insane with lust. That makes more sense.”
“Yeah, sorry Baby. The drink and smoke really helped but I had to have him. He's so big!”
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
EPILOGUE 
 
Amy's phone buzzes all the time so I've come to ignore it. Not until she said “Fuck” did I pay her any attention. She looked at me and I raised a questioning eyebrow. She showed me the phone, her hand shaking.
Gideon. 
After all this time he sent her a text. He was in town and wondered if Amy would like to see him. My mouth was suddenly dry. 
“What do you want to do?” I croaked. 
Amy twisted her fingers and paced our living room. I remained silent as she chewed on it. Finally she made a choice; “Can we see him?”
I motioned at her phone. “He didn't invite me. He specifically said you.”
Amy heard the concern in my voice and saw the hurt on my face. She approached our love seat, where she sat and then stood and then sat. 
“What do I do?” she muttered. 
Since our rendezvous with Darryl and Alice, Amy has taken no other lover. She had met no one that caught her eye, but our two adventures had provided us with so much raw sexual material that we both felt no need to add more to it. We had already been fucking like rabbits after our camping trip and Amy's liaison with my co-worker Darryl only made it worse. We were insatiable. 
But Gideon had Amy's number. She couldn't resist him and the chance to be with him again was a powerful draw. I thought about telling her no but feared that would back-fire on me. The no had to come from her. If I tried to impose it she would rebel against my insistence. She was a grown up and independent woman. I waited patiently for her answer. Eventually, it arrived.
“I want to see him, Randy. I do. I'm sorry but I'm already drenched. What do we do?”
That now familiar double-edged sword sliced into my guts; I loved that she wanted to fuck Gideon and hated that she wanted to fuck Gideon. My problem was that the yes-go-fuck-him side always won. Always. 
We had been watching Chinatown and Jack Nicholson's face was still frozen on the big screen. He seemed to be sneering at me.
“You know I can't deny you,” I murmured, excited to hear myself say it. “Can you at least invite him here?”
“Yes. Thank you, Honey. I'll text him now.”
For the next hour I watched Amy run around getting herself ready. She showered and she shaved and she primped and she preened. By the time she was finished she was a goddamn knockout and it dawned on me Gideon had only seen her while she was back-packing, and that must have irritated her. When Amy wants to, she can be one of the most gorgeous and sexy women in the world. She was going all out tonight. 
I sat in our den, a nice fire crackling, sipping a Jack Daniels and trying to stay calm. Amy entered. She wore white lace lingerie which I immediately recognized; a teddy that tied at the shoulders and panties that tied at the hip, white lace gloves on her hands. I remembered her outfit from our wedding night. My nuts tightened. She had rocked my world that night and now she was giving herself to Gideon in the same way and it stung. Her long brown hair was curled and her make-up just right, accentuating her big hazel eyes. Her lipstick made her lips gleam and I knew I would soon watch them curl around the plump head of Gideon's cock. Her tone, sexy body made my eyes ache and my hands clench. Desire rose in me like lava but she was off-limits to me. She belonged to Gideon now and for the next few hours, maybe all night. I could not take my eyes off her and she loved that fact. She turned side-to-side, twisting the knife in my guts.
“How do I look?” she asked, obviously fishing for compliments. “Will Gideon be pleased?” I indulged her.
“Like Eve. Like Aphrodite. Like a living wet dream built to make men crumble. Baby, you've never looked better. Gideon will devour you.”
Her eyes flared. “Good answer,” she teased. 
I looked at the pack of condoms on the end table. I'd run out and purchased them when Amy first began getting ready, as we'd agreed, but now a new thought had entered my head. Amy followed my eyes. Our eyes met.
“We got lucky the first time,” I said.
“Yes.”
For the last twelve weeks Amy and I had been unsuccessfully trying to start a family. We went to the doctor and the problem wasn't her, it was me. We'd have to keep trying for a long time and hope, knowing there was a good chance I’d never make her pregnant..
Her last cycle was weeks ago so the chances she had ovulated in the last few days were high. We'd discussed it and agreed Gideon would need to be protected this time. The odds of conception were just too great. 
So why was I feeling disappointed? Amy hadn't said anything, but I saw the disappointment in her eyes too. 
How could I even consider the thought I was entertaining? The truth was, I was more than considering it; the sexy idea scalded me, sent my temperature through the roof, made my heart hammer within my chest and my testicles clench. 
I held the pack of condoms in my hand. Amy reached out for them. 
I turned and tossed them into the fire. 
Her eyes opened wide in surprise and then settled into the most seductive look she's ever given me. A coquettish smile split her lips. 
She moved closer, standing between my knees. I looked up at her but kept my hand on my drink. It took all my will power to resist touching her.
“Do you remember this outfit, Darling?”
I did not need to answer. She saw in my eyes that I did.
“I wore it on our special night. Now I’m wearing it again on another special night for us. We traveled so long that day we only made love once and then we both fell asleep. I promise you tonight Gideon will take me more than once. He's going to fuck me all night, Baby. To spare your feelings I never told you how much he cums, but he's a fire-hose. He was dripping out of me after each time I was with him.”
I winched. Amy was better at this than ever. We want a child and what better physical and intellectual specimen than Gideon? He gets to Amy in a way that no other man ever has, and that list includes me. She submits to him. She wants to submit to him. She's never done that for anyone else. 
“He's going to fuck me in our bed, My Love. I will carry Gideon's baby, for us. We'll raise it and love it as our own but you and me and Gideon will know the truth. Having his child will connect us to him forever. No doubt he will stop by from time to time to check on things. When he does I'll take him into the bedroom and close the door while you take the baby to the park or for a walk.” 
She knelt and opened my pants with careful movements of her hands. I was rock hard when she exposed me to open air. She pulled my pants down to my ankles.
“Imagine you and me pushing the stroller and people congratulating us on our beautiful child. Every time someone says something to us, your balls will tingle and you'll want to fuck me.”
She stood up and backed away. Her sexual beauty crushed me. My whole being longed for her; body, mind, and soul. I could stand it no longer and reached for my penis.
“Good boy,” she said. “Let me watch you cum. Empty your balls on the rug, Honey. I think this time you'll do more than just hold my hand while he fucks me. Since he and I will be trying to make a baby, I think you should be holding and kissing me, maybe even holding my legs open for him. I know you'll get terribly excited and I want you to be soft while he's hard. That way if you get any ideas it won't matter. You won't be able to do anything about them.”
Honestly, I knew my orgasm would take me no time at all. I began stroking. My wife decided to help me along.
“Once the first child is older, we’ll have a second baby, and then a third. Her words stabbed me and sent blood surging into my penis. She looked breathtaking and it was all for him. I was so wound up by what we were about to do I exploded quickly, my sperm arching up and out and landing on the carpet. I had saved up for days in anticipation of tonight and the thought that I was wasting it turned me on even more.
“Perfect,” she purred, and returned to the bathroom for her final touches.
I heard the distant rumble of a Harley.
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