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                         CHAPTER ONE  

THE DOOR to the room clicked open with one smooth swipe of the access card and four grown adults tumbled into the sprawling suite laughing like they hadn’t since college, Cam’s wife Amberly held in the arms of another man.
“Whoah, steady,” the man who wasn’t her husband chuckled, holding onto her narrow waist with both his big, tanned hands.
“I’m fine, I’m fine,” she sang, tip-toeing in her heels across the Navajo rug, throwing her clutch onto the pine stand in the short vestibule. Then the click-click-click as she transitioned into the living area’s stone tile floor. She led the way, and now five men stood by the door, Cam slowly closing it behind them as they all watched her strut a path to the couch.
Amberly wore a slim dress in a hot, vibrant pink that hugged her slender curves, the skirt ending short, above mid-thigh, showing off her bare legs, her feet in pointed pumps. Very unlike his newly-thin and ardently Tomboy wife, but she wore it better than anybody he could imagine.
Next to him, a young and boyishly handsome man they met at the hotel’s lounge said, “Don’t you dare sit down, Amberly.”
She stopped dead in her tracks, frozen like a convict in a spotlight, body almost toppling to the studded leather couch anyway, arms outstretched for balance. “I’m not,” she said, facing away from them, but her smile evident nonetheless.
The one who’d supported her coming in, the tallest one, a striking blonde-haired young man named Ryan, a lawyer from Barstow, said, “She was just going to get the fire stoked.”
Now she turned to face them and she said, “Not in this dress, I’m not,” laughing and looking down at the skimpy thing she wore. In the moment she’d turned though, Cam had seen something flash in her eyes, something akin to fear but also excitement. She’d turned and witnessed four successful good-looking dudes all jammed in a small square space burning her with laser-beam eyes. She’d deflected with her joke, threw up a shield, but that instant of intensity he saw sparkle in her excited him in a way he couldn’t comprehend; just as he’d sat at the hotel lounge earlier this evening and watched as she’d taken turns dancing with each of the young men that accompanied them back to the room.
Truth was, Amberly could stoke that fire, dress or no dress. She chopped wood, stacked it; he’d winter camped with her in the mountains and she single-handedly built a fire while he’d set up their tent and packed their gear. Amberly was a fit and capable young woman who preferred the comfort of flannel and denim, often sweats, tattered T-shirts, old ski fleeces. This Amberly tonight was a chrysalis-emerged beauty, something awakening in her newfound weight loss and their recent enormous financial successes.
Every minute of his life he’d spent with her was a new and amazing revelation, and as frightened as he was, he couldn’t wait to see what she would do next.

RYAN, tall, blonde, and smart, smirked at her with a devilish slant and said, “You weren’t going to sit down, whatever it was you were doing—not when we were having so much fun.” He strode toward her, his long legs making the trip short, and she stepped back but put her arms out to be received. As she suspected, he took her waist and one hand and spun her. Ryan was good on his feet; when she’d complimented his skills on the lounge’s dance floor, he’d whispered, “Seven years of classical dance before high school, but if you tell anyone I won’t be your friend anymore.”
“I’ll get the fire,” Lawson said.
He winked as he passed by her and Ryan still dancing old black-and-white movie dances with no musical accompaniment. This guy Lawson looked young. She met him on the slopes yesterday and she swore he was in high school. She’d talked to him a moment thinking how those girls in his high school must swoon for his boyish perfection; then they see him in the lounge tonight—sure enough, he gets carded. Turns out Lawson was twenty-six, and a junior exec at Regent Outdoor who was one of their company’s purchasers.
Three days ago, she and Cam attended the National Ski and Outdoor Retail show in Boulder. The show was an enormous production for them, their booth at the show alone took a week to put together (they had a great team!) and cost almost a quarter of a million. But, shit, was it worth it. The Stroud brand of fleece and Gore-Tex shells was this year’s mega-hit, and they booked twenty-five percent more orders than they’d even hoped to anticipate. So, like a lot of the show’s attending executives and owners, they’d wanted to blow off steam in the aftermath. They booked an extra week in Colorado, shooting down to Telluride and hitting the slopes, Amberly and Cam booking a four-day stay at the slope-side boutique five-star hotel, the Inn At Walker Hill, steps from the Village Express Lift 4.
Ryan looked into her eyes as he dipped her again, and she said, “I’m a much better dancer without my shoes.” God, Ryan’s eyes were the craziest mix of blue; a deep azure but flecked with slivers that shone like turquoise.
He said, “You want to get comfortable?”
“Do I?” she laughed. He let her up, held her hand and twirled her one more time then let her go, walking back to the vestibule and slipping his suit jacket off his shoulders, hanging it on a curved iron hook. Beyond him, she caught her husband Cam smirking at her.
“What?...” she said, kicking off her high heels and then tapping them with her toe till they hid under the couch where no one would trip on them.
That smile of her husband’s stayed, and he shrugged his shoulders with animation and said, “I don’t know.”
“You know how to get some drinks?” she said with mirthful snark.
He retorted similarly: “You know how to turn on a stereo?”

AMBERLY RAN out her pink tongue at him. You could put her in the fineries of Telluride’s five-star nightlife but she was still a bong-ripping powder-hound. As she made him laugh hard enough to shake, the remaining visitor, a northeastern outdoor retail chain rep named Sasha, said, “Hey, man, point me to your bar, I’ll do it. You chill.”
“Thanks, man,” he said, thumping his arm with a fist. To their left was a kitchenette with a counter and tall iron-leg stools. He pointed out the mini-bar to Sasha and then joined his wife on the far side of the couch as she still shimmied her hips to an internal beat while bent at the waist trying to read the digital display on their suite’s stereo. He laced his arms around her waist and chest, pressed his crotch against her rump, making her giggle and sigh.
“This thing stump you?” he said near her ear, watching her fingers tweak buttons.
“I’m trying to find something good,” she said, the display shooting through Sirius channels.
“You have fun tonight?”
“I did,” she said, attention still locked on the music maker.
Cam was no dancer, that was for sure. Not simply a matter of not being good at it; he hated it. Thought it was stupid. That might be the only place where he and his wife diverged. Amberly liked to dance, and since they’d been together that fun part of her had been gradually choked off. Sometimes she would go out with her girlfriends and they might rip it up, home in Seattle, but those times were less and less, and he’d bet it had been a year since she went out and boogied.
Now one of her hands ran nails over the back of his wrist and she asked him, “You have fun tonight sitting there watching me dance?”
“I loved every minute of it,” he said, trying to be as truthful as he could, really wanting her to know that she was beautiful out there.
“You weren’t bored?”
“Not even a little. I could stay up and watch you till dawn. You going to dance some more for us?”
“Maybe,” she sighed, finding an EDM station and turning it up moderately. “We can’t be too loud,” she said, looking to her Fitbit that wasn’t there because you wouldn’t wear one with a YSL cocktail dress for chrissakes, Amberly. “What time is it?”
He swayed with her, still clutching her from behind and said, “It’s three-thirty.”
“Holy shit,” she said. “Should we have brought them back?”
Now she turned in his arms, but looked over her shoulder at the male congregation. Amberly knew what time it was. They’d just been in the Mountain Village lounge, dancing under the shadow of the gondola until the staff kicked them out because they were closing. But it was Cam who invited them all back to hang, Amberly joining in after him, saying, “Come up and have one more drink.”
None of them were drunk, hardly had that many cocktails, but it seemed like the neighborly invitation you would offer when the bar you were at closed after last call.

OVER HER SHOULDER and behind her, Cam’s hands still on her waist, she spied their guests. Handsome Ryan in slim black pants and V-neck shirt had a knee up on the fireplace’s rocky mantle, talking to boyish Lawson who stoked the fire, putting in some thin strips of kindling. The fireplace was a walk-around dome near the center of the suite, with a short copper visor that hooped right around it, the base in cemented river stones. On the far side of the fireplace, the Nordic-blooded Sasha walked with a beer bottle, having set down drinks on the coffee table and now moving to the double doors that led outside.
When she looked back, Cam stared in her eyes so intensely he startled her. “What?” she fumbled, feeling caught for some reason.
“You wanted them to come back.”
“I guess,” she said, seeing now Sasha walk behind her husband and open the doors to the outside, stepping down onto the cedar plank balcony that ran along their penthouse corner unit.
“I invited them because you were having so much fun with them and I was having so much fun watching you with them.”
Her eyes darted back and forth over his, feeling there was some deeper meaning to his ominous words but not quite connecting with them. She whispered, “What do you mean?”
He smirked now, crooked like Ryan, said, “Have fun with them. I want to watch you have fun with them.”
Sasha laughed, “Holy shit, this view!”
To her husband she said, “Okay, I will,” letting her brow come down as she seemed to glean his meaning but then narrowing her eyes because she must not understand; he couldn’t mean what it seemed.
His arms came away and he said, “Have as much fun as you want, okay?” Only now that rakish smirk was replaced with a certain distress—then it came back; he turned, a lightness to his step as he left her to cross to the wide open doors, Sasha standing out on the deck in the falling nighttime snow.
She wiggled her bare toes on the cold hard tile as she watched her handsome husband out there, clapping Sasha on the back, the two of them looking up at the snowy slope. What the heck was he getting at?
Next to her, the music station scrolled, leaving her quiet electronic beeps and settling on something slow, seductive, and lubriciously Latin. When she turned, she caught Ryan changing the station, finding something he wanted to dance to. Latin was fine. It was too late for loud music anyhow, right?
“We have to keep it quiet,” she said.
He took her hands now, her little fingers swallowed up in his huge, warm grip. God, he was so much taller without her heels, she could rest her chin below his chest. He swayed with her, looking in her eyes and giving her that weird smile. What was it? Mean ... Menacing ...? No, predatory.
He twirled her with a hand above her head and she fell with her back against him, watching out the wide windows to her husband and Sasha talking on the deck as this sexy man began grinding his hips against her.
And there it was again: what she’d thought she’d felt a few times out on the Mountain Village dance floor: under the crease of her ass, something very thick running sideways in his pants pressed into her.




                         CHAPTER TWO  

EIGHT MONTHS AGO IN NORTHERN CALIFORNIA
ONE HOUR and a half on the Trinity Highway and she and the two Cassidys were in the National Forest, heading into the Klamath mountains. Girl-Cassidy, Cass, said, “How many years?”
She said, “In this van?—almost three. Almost three years living out of this old box.” She squeezed the comfortable wheel of the Sprinter in her grip. “Three great years,” she said, smiling now.
Boy-Cassidy, behind them in the back of the van, said, “That does sound fucking awesome. Yo, I’d so fucking love to do something like that.”
The two Cassidys were wrangled off Model Maelstrom on a sudden excited whim. Model Maelstrom, a subscription website, could hook her up with models wherever she might find herself, like last night after she envisioned a series of photos to show off the new Kestrel fleece jackets and Gore-Tex shells she’d come all the way down to Eureka to pick up. Just a bunch of prototypes—custom-patterned fleece she’d had printed overseas, shipped from San Fran to Eureka where she had real American stitchers put together their brand. The Maelstrom website showed her there were about a dozen active and available models in the Eureka area and after a flurry of e-mails then texts she arranged to pick her two models up this morning, take them into the mountains for an overnight camp and photo shoot. The money she offered was good (better than good) and both her models were currently unemployed, so to say they were stoked was an understatement. The fact that they were coincidentally both named Cassidy was at once entertaining and simultaneously frustrating. She’d tried calling them Boy-Cassidy and Girl-Cassidy but Girl-Cassidy was uncomfortable at the gender-focus and thankfully agreed to be Cass for the next forty-eight hours.
Amberly said, “Do it if you can. Do it now, seriously—it won’t get easier when you’re older.”
Cass turned in the passenger seat to look at Cassidy, said, “I thought you don’t ski?”
“I don’t,” he said, “I just would love to see the country. Hey, Amberly, all you did was ski?”
She said, “No. Mostly ski, I guess. We drove all over looking for good powder, but we did all the sight-seeing stuff. And not just skiing, we’d go hiking, rock-climbing, mountain biking, kayaking, you know, just whatever seemed fun.”
Cass said, “What did you do for money?”
She turned to look at her, sitting in the passenger seat with her long, tanned legs crossed, posing a lot like she had when Cam would drive and she was sitting up front with him. “My husband, Cam...? He was out of school one year before me. He worked, worked like crazy, saved every penny for the whole year. Then ...” Now she smirked.
“What ...?” Cass asked.
“We started a social media platform. On a whim. For fun. Mostly Instagram, but Youtube and Twitter too. It took off. Soon we had an income, sponsors ...”
“Yeah, that’s how I would do it, Cassidy said, and she could hear him sighing, leaning back, as if he were wistfully contemplating.
“You could ...” she said, her tone curling up at the end, not wanting to burst the guy’s bubble, “... but for us I think it was just catching lightning in a bottle.”
“What does that mean?” he said, leaning forward again, resting his forearms on the back of her and Cass’s seats.
“Like, if I tried doing it again, I’d never catch it. Like Cam and I just got super-lucky, you know ...?”
Cass asked her, “You miss it?”
She laughed. “Living out of this van? No. It was so fun while it lasted but I like my comforts too.” With a big nostalgia-induced smile on her face, she added, “I do miss the freedom.”
Ahead of them, the road crested another bluff and all they could see out the Sprinter’s big wide windshield was bright NorCal blue skies, the road framed by towering white-bark pines.
Cassidy said, “That’s what I want, dude. Like, just have no boss or nothing, just the open road and you can do whatever you want. Party.”
Cass leaned back, said to him, “You don’t have a boss now.”
Cassidy laughed and came between the seats again. “No, but I got a fuckin’ landlord and he’s an asshole, you know?”
Cass groaned in camaraderie, said, “I got one too. I got you beat: mine’s my Dad.”
“Maybe that’s better—I don’t know your Pop. My guy is a fuckin’ slumlord.”
“My dad’s cool—he just keeps reminding me he could get more for my apartment.”
Cassidy asked her, “What do you do?”
“For work? ... Waitress. You know The Lemon Lounge in Old Town?”
“They closed it.”
“Yeah, that’s why I’m out of work.”
Cassidy leaned back, saying, “Yeah, but if you can waitress, you can waitress. You’ll be working again soon.”
Cass sighed, ran both hands through her thick, honey-blonde hair. “I don’t want to waitress forever.”
Cass, or Cassidy Rockwell according to her Maelstrom profile, was the tender age of twenty-one. Pretty, for sure, but not full-time model pretty. She’d probably get a dozen gigs a year off Maelstrom, amateur photographers hoping her semi-nudes might become full-nudes. Her features were sharp, angular, her brow severe; but her eyes were lively and glowing in the color of jade. A striking look, and somehow simultaneously plain—which was perfect for what she wanted today. While neither Cassidys had outdoor experience, they were thin enough to pass for fit. Both of them rich with a casual NorCal arrogance that was decidedly ‘cool’ and they’d look good in their Stroud fleeces and shells. Pretty impressive what she’d managed to pull together here today on a whim.
The trip down here to California, alone, without Cam, had been impromptu. A confluence of shitty events sending her out on this mission, somehow treating it like a sabbatical. Work at Stroud Adventure Inc. had reached a crescendo last month; a cacophony more accurately, eight ongoing sagas that culminated in her and Cam dismissing their CFO, Cam stepping in, the corporation organizing an emergency restructuring to keep investors happy, cash flow flowing, and their inventory shipping without a blip. Three sleepless nights in a row for both of them, and the first time in her whole life she’d seen her Cam lose his cool. He’d kicked a wastebasket, thumped his desk with a fist, and slammed an office door—hardly frightening, but it had started a longing within her for the way things used to be.
So, when she got the call three days ago from Tech-Style, the company that put her designs together, saying they’d fabricated some mockups for next spring’s line she told him she’d come and get them. Puzzled, they said they’d just ship them as they usually did, she said she’d prefer to pick them up in person, and they asked if there were any problems, and she laughed, told them no. Just need a road trip, guys. And Cam was cool with it, looking at her at first with a small measure of Cam-worry but telling her to go ahead, he’d run the ship. Cam just got her. He always got her.
Then her good idea got better. She would get the Sprinter out of storage and take it for the trip from Seattle to Eureka. Their diesel chaperone as Cam used to call it when it was just him, and her, and Vinnie their Carolina dog driving across the country. 200,000 miles in three years driving across the U.S. and Canada together in a vehicle that already had almost 60,000 on it when Cam bought it. Then he’d stripped it, welded shelves and storage, and put in a kitchen, trimmed it out in cedar … fuck, what a time.
Now here she was in it again, driving into the mountains with two beautiful strangers who were the same age as she and Cam when they’d first started—a cargo hold stuffed with prototype product in all its available colors, camping gear, and about forty-grand worth of her photo equipment. God, when she and Cam started the business she’d done all their photography with an iPhone.
But there was a burden missing from her back now, a joyful power in her heart beat. Off into the woods, heading out with at least a temporary ban on obligations had her feeling more free and centered than she remembered in the last four years.
“Hey, look,” Cass said, leaning forward with her hands resting on the dash, peering through the windshield, “that a store up ahead? Might be the one from the map.”
“Probably is,” she sighed, an unerasable smile plastered on her face. Burnt Ranch was the last real place on the map they passed but she’d read on a camping review site about where they were going to turn at the road past the general store. And they should fill with gas while they were here, too.
“Thank God,” Cassidy said, rejoining them between their seats. “I’ve had to take a leak for twenty minutes.”
Amberly laughed out, turned to him, said, “Just tell me next time and I’ll pull over—you’re a guy, you can whip it out and pee wherever you want.”
“Yeah, but I’m a gentleman,” he said in a low, serious tone, joking but trying to sound like he wasn’t.
“Good thing then we found you a facility with the amenities a gentleman such as yourself may require,” she said, slowing, indicating, then turning into the gravelly yard of the empty—no, desolate—general store and its lone gas pump.
THE GENERAL STORE WAS NAMELESS—A sign above its sagging awning declaring only that: General Store. The painted letters fading and sunbaked, the windows cracked, a neon lit Budweiser bowtie the only indication it might be open—and even something about that seemed off, like it might be from the 70s or something.
“Yeesh,” Cass said, putting on sunglasses so she could hide behind them and give the store a good going over. Then leaning her head toward Cassidy, she said, “You’re going to go in there?”
“What? ...” he said, paused, hand on sliding van door lever, head lowered like Cass’s to surmise the building.
“Dude,” she whispered, “it looks like someone in there would cut your face off and wear it as their own face.”
Amberly said, “He does have a nice face.”
It brightened Cass up, and now she joked, “When you’re in there, would you mind grabbing me a jar of human teeth?”
There was movement behind the glass of the front door and Amberly added: “Is assorted okay, or you want all molars or something?”
The van door slid open (gosh, what a great and familiar sound), and Cassidy got out, laughing at them, pausing to stick his head back in, saying, “You guys are sick,” then slamming the door closed.
They both watched as he passed the front of the Sprinter, stuck out a pointed devil tongue and wagged a ‘hang ten’ at them, his leather bracelets dancing on his wrist. He crossed the gravel yard, stepping up onto the concrete island that hosted the ancient gas pump—one with a flicking numerical display that spun around on a reel—jumping off on the other side, long curly black hair bouncing.
“Holy fuck, he’s hot,” Cass said, leaning close next to her, watching from behind her black sunglasses.
“Yeah, he’s hot,” she admitted, then felt guilty.
“Look at his ass,” Cass said.
Both of them watched as Cassidy crossed the sunlit yard, entered the blue shade of the awning, bounded up the four crooked steps to the store’s front door. The guy was slim, his skin olive, maybe some Mediterranean blood there, Black Irish given the name Cassidy—then a California tan on top of that. Long, thick, dark ringlets of hair, almond-shaped eyes rimmed in black, pupils a luminous hazel. Lean build, roped with veins, and a scruffy beard that worked itself into a pointy pirate goatee. He was hot. Very lean, narrow, but a perfect round ass in sandy-colored canvas carpenter jeans. She told the two of them to dress in whatever they had that they might wear camping; neutral colors, organic fabric…
“Nice ass,” she agreed, stabbed with guilt again. He did have a nice ass but she was a married woman—happily married—with a supportive husband at home picking up all the weight in her absence.
With the driver door half open she said to Cass, “Would you pump the gas for me?—I want to make a call.”
“Sure,” she said, with a tilt to her head, bouncing her shoulders. “Diesel?”
“Diesel.”
When she was out of the van, stretching her legs and walking in the sun out front of the Sprinter, she dialed Cam.
“You okay?” he answered.
“Me? Yeah, why?”
“You should be having fun, not calling me. Take a break, stretch your legs, babe.”
She laughed, walking on pointed toes along a wandering line where the gravel met an old paved edge near a scrubby patch of low, stunted pines. “I’m literally stretching my legs right now.”
“That’s good,” he said. “What’s up?”
“Nothing. Feeling good. Wanted to say I miss you.”
“I miss you too. How’s the chaperone?”
“Sturdy as ever. I miss our time on the road.”
“Soak it up, Amberly. Take your time, enjoy it. Hey, how’s your models?”
At the side of the Sprinter, Cass had figured out how the pump worked, had the nozzle stuck in the filler neck, and now she balanced on one leg, the other pointed out behind her like a dancer. She wore white denim shorts, and a khaki peasant shirt with cuffed arms and waist, little pink, yellow, and red flowers stitched on it. Her feet were bare and dirty.
She said, “Perfect. Californian.”
“You know what you’re doing,” he said, Cam always trusting her ideas to promote their brand.
“I know what I want.”
“Be safe.”
“I know,” she said, “hold on.” She stood at the front of the chaperone now, waving to get Cass’s attention, pointing her phone at her. Cass looked up, tanned leg still straight out behind her, smile-snarled and held up a peace sign. Amberly laughed and took her picture. To Cam, she said, “They’re harmless. Actually, kind of sweet, really,” and sent him the photo of Cass.
When he saw the picture, his cheek brushing for a moment against his phone’s microphone, he gave a little chuckle. “Too bad she’s so introverted, you probably won’t get her to open up for the camera at all.”
“I have a feeling I’m going to get some good shots,” she said.
“How’s the other Cassidy?”
“About the same,” she said, winking at Cass, trying not to give away that she was talking about them. She rolled along the chaperone’s headlight and wandered out front of it again, heading toward the empty two-lane highway. “He’s in the bathroom. We’re stopped for gas outside some place called Burnt Ranch. We’re almost at the site. How’s your day going?”
“Just fine,” he said, his voice revving up with manufactured positivity.
“You can tell me the truth.”
“Dogshit. Morning meeting with Levy, then after lunch I have to go meet with Lou at the bank.”
“I’m sorry, baby,” she said.
“Don’t be. I told you, have fun. Get some great shots. This company would be nowhere without your eye.”
“Yeah,” she laughed. “I don’t know how my fun trip became work again.”
“‘Cause you love it.”
“I do. Remember when it was just you and me and we never dreamed it would all work as well as it did?”
“Capture that magic again, Amberly.”
“I love you,” she told him, leaning on the hood. Cass caught her saying it and her brow curled up and she cooed a silent ‘aww.’
“I love you, babe. I mean it. Get in touch with whatever part of you is lost. Cool?”
“Cool.”
Cam said, “I’ll see you in a couple days. Call me tomorrow.”
“I will,” she said, tapped the phone and held it to her chest. Cass kept the grip clunking on the old gas pump, watching the numbers flip behind the glass, squeezing every drop she could into the chaperone.
Amberly sidled up to her as she holstered the nozzle back in the pump, leaning her back on the Sprinter. Cassidy came out of the general store, a bounce in his step, long shaggy hair swaying, and she caught his eye.
“Grab some of that kindling,” she called out, jabbing a pointing finger. “Two bundles.”
Next to the front door was a homemade display box holding bundles of firewood wrapped in plastic netting. Painted in maladroit block letters on a 1 x 10 plank above the wood: CAMP FIREWOOD. Cassidy nodded, turned on his heel and bent over.
Cass said, “Hey, you okay if I smoke?”
She said, “Huh? Yeah, I don’t care. Not around the gas, maybe. And probably not wearing my fleeces ...”
Cass put her back against the van like Amberly, their shoulders touching. She said, “No, I mean, like, smoke smoke ...”
“Oh, yeah, ha, of course,” she laughed, getting it now. “You’re talking to a woman who lived in her van for three years driving around looking for good powder to ski.”
“Yeah, I figured it was cool,” she said. They watched Cassidy as he gathered two bags of kindling now and moved to the glass door of the store and held them up for whoever was in there to see; showing he was taking two bags.
“Believe me: it’s cool,” she said, watching as Cassidy bounded down the stairs, smiling at them, hands out at either side holding the bags of kindling, his tanned, gleaming arms raised with a network of thick veins.
“Is that going to be a problem,” Cass whispered to her, bumping a shoulder to hers.
“Is what ...?”
“Him not wearing underwear.”
Now her eyes were drawn between his legs out of curiosity and she registered instantly what Cass meant. Something large and soft was visible tucked down one pant leg, squashing against the thin fabric then shaking as his long legs brought him closer. “Oh,” she hummed, frowned, looked away, heard Cass giggling next to her.
Amberly whispered, “I guess we’ll have to shoot around it.”
Cass laughed loud, then leaned close, cupped a hand over Amberly’s ear, giving her goosebumps, whispering, “Or start making those pants he’s wearing and you’ll sell a million of them.”
They giggled and leaned against each other, Cass lightly touching her bare arm and raising the hairs at the nape of her neck.
Cassidy stepped up onto the concrete pump platform, corded arms at his sides still holding the wood. He cocked his head and gave them a smirking, puzzled look. “What’s so funny?”
“Nothing,” they sang in chorus.




                         CHAPTER THREE  

CAM LEANED WITH SASHA, both of them with their elbows on the cedar railing fifty feet above the snowy arcade below, where tomorrow the space would be teeming with people standing in line for the ski lift up the mountain. Fat flakes of snow drifted in the air, light reflecting off the blanket of white making the ground below them luminous. Off on the right, in the man-made half-pipe, two snowboarders looped and swooped, their head-lights shimmering on the icy surface.
Sasha said, “This is some suite you booked.”
Cam said, “And that was before we knew the show would be such a big hit.”
“You guys did well?”
“Better than we thought,” he said, turning his back to the view, preferring instead to watch his wife dance with Ryan. He said, “Much better than we thought. More than we could’ve hoped, really.”
“You guys have great products.”
He nodded his chin toward his wife who was dancing eagerly with the tall, blonde lawyer from California. She leaned forward, her rump pressed backward into the man’s hips. “That’s all her,” he said, pointing with his bottle.
“She does the designs?” Sasha said, turning around. Now they both watched her.
“Designs, fabrics, sourcing … she’s my powerhouse.”
“You handle the biz?”
“I handle the biz,” he agreed. “Speaking of which, how come I’m not repped in the Northeast?”
“With me?” he chuckled. “Nobody from the Northeast took you?”
“A couple. Not as big as you guys.”
“Price point’s a little high for us.”
“You’ve got boutiques …”
They watched Amberly and Ryan for a while, both of them smirking. Sasha said, “You have my card. Call me week after next. Maybe we can get you two to Manhattan.”
Inside the condo suite, things were getting even more lively. Ryan ran his hands over Amberly’s narrow waist and rested them on the top crest of her buttocks. Amberly went upright again, her face impassioned, eyes closed. Her rump thrust between his legs. Cam licked his lips and took another swig of beer.
The view was blocked as Lawson, the young-looking one, came between them, watching Amberly and Ryan over his shoulder, holding a beer in one hand and trotting down the two cedar steps to join Sasha and Cam.
“She’s so much fun,” he said to Cam.
“She’s a lot of fun,” he agreed.
Phone fished out of his pocket, he swiped menus till he found their Instagram. Mostly models wearing the fleece clothing that she had designed, but there were a few pictures of her as well wearing their goods. If you scrolled far back enough they might not recognize the beefy girl she was eight months ago. Still fit, still capable, still sexy as fuck—and he’d almost fallen over when she’d agreed to marry him—but now she was very much a beauty that turned every head. Tonight, she deserved their attention. He passed the phone to Sasha and let him scroll through their image feed while Lawson watched as well over his shoulder, occasionally tipping up his beer. They would see the pictures of Amberly, the hot girl they’d danced with tonight, posing in their Stroud products, smiling, winking. Meanwhile, he watched the real live version still in the suite.
“That’s Amberly?” Sasha said, finding a picture from eight months ago.
Lawson said, “Wait—who’s that girl she’s standing with?”
Without even looking to verify, he said, “Cass. Cassidy Rockwell. Friend of Amberly’s. She got her signed with the Hudson Agency.”
In the suite, Ryan stood behind Amberly, tanned hands gripping her waist, his fingers coming around and pressing into her tummy, and Amberly swayed her hips to the music, her ass pressed back against Ryan’s crotch, the two of them grinding together, her looking up at him over her shoulder with a strange expression.
“Oh man,” Cam whispered, the image of his sweet wife like that swelling his manhood against his tight underwear.

THERE WAS no denying what the thing thrusting against her was. It was Ryan’s penis. And it was formidable, to say the least.
She felt the girth swelling out the material of his pants, and when he would push it into her, lift her butt with it, she would bend over just the slightest amount, nothing too vulgar, but enough that he would press the hump of it against her cheeks. She almost felt it touch the one spot where it never should.
What the hell did Cam mean have fun? Making it sound so devious. She was having fun. But now those words he’d uttered had her doing things she should never do. Was this too far? She was letting another man who danced with her press his manhood against her flesh. She wasn’t denying him, just letting it happen. Have fun, he said.
This was fun.
Perhaps, though, it was racing her heartbeat just a little too much. She was getting sweaty from dancing, and there was a rising dirtiness to her thoughts. A premonitory sort of arousal that she recognized. The rapid breaths, the raised heart rate, these things could be attributed to her physical activity but she knew it wasn’t. Her resting heart rate was too low to get this worked up mildly grinding her booty to some quiet Latin music. Another bad sign: she was pretty sure that there was a certain interior sweating as well. Not a hundred percent sure, but were she to check it’s not like she would be shocked to find a certain slipperiness.
Now Ryan’s hands came around her again and she pressed her shoulder blades to his chest, felt that thing pressing into the small of her back above her tailbone. Was it getting harder?
God, that was enough.
She turned to face him, looking to put some distance between them, looking for him to take her hands and maybe spin her around again—and he did, though, instead of spinning, tugged her toward him and now she felt the full size of that thing pushed right against her tummy. And with it, she was pinned by his sparkling blue gaze.
She had the greatest reaction: she giggled. Well, that was cool. Giggled so girlishly that she cupped her hand over her mouth in embarrassment. He knew. He knew why she was giggling. This man knew that she had felt his arousal.
“You have a sexy laugh,” he said.
With her hand flipped away, she said, “Just my laugh?” then closed her hand over her smile again.
He cocked his head and made a low, male sound of appreciation then flexed his hips so that huge thing he had pushed against her stomach again. “A lot more than your laugh.”
She squeezed herself to him, pressing back against his erection and looking in his eyes. “I can tell,” she whispered, taking her hand away and wrapping her arms around his waist.
Cam and the other two guys laughed loudly outside and it broke the spell; she glanced over her shoulder, a wash of shame splashing up her back, given the strange moment that had just passed between her and a man who wasn’t her husband.
Ryan’s hips moved with the music again and she responded, still looking to see Cam, but then Ryan spun with her, sent her out for a twirl, brought her back and when she pressed to him again, he lifted her off her feet, spinning. Her body weight rested her stomach fully against his hardness and she kicked her heels up.
Then she was down, bare feet thumping on the stone, stepping backward, laughing, meeting his gaze but putting some safe distance between them, her eyes wandering between his legs, looking to see his arousal but his black pants hiding the shape in the dim room. Her eyes darted up to Ryan’s and found him watching her, registering where this married woman’s eyes traveled. Knew then that this young wife with whom he’d danced all night, had also pressed his cock against and not been rebuffed, also had her worked up enough that she wanted to see the bulge it made against his pants. Her cheeks and ears went red hot and Ryan laughed. She covered her face with both hands, peeking at him around her fingers.
Behind Ryan, Cam was approaching her, coming in from the balcony, Sasha and Lawson still out there drinking beer. She tried to stifle a weird giggle, dropped her hands and gave her husband a serious face—but he just passed her by, only mildly acknowledging her.
Did he know what just happened? Her eyes returned to Ryan, still smiling deviously, her own mirth wiped from her face; she opened her mouth to say something to him, but no words came out. She fled.
“Hey, wait,” she called after Cam, but he made his way into the kitchenette without stopping.
She caught up and joined him on the other side of the counter, the two of them together in a separate space from the other three men.
Cam was bent over, pulling a bottle of beer and a no-sugar vodka drink out of the mini-fridge. He plunked them on the counter, smiling at her. “I hope you’re having fun.”
“I am,” she said looking at him suspiciously. “I’m having lots of fun.” He didn’t sound mad.
He said, “I want you to have fun.” He narrowed his eyes on hers.
She said, “Why are you being so cryptic?”
“I think I’m being quite clear.”
“Really? Because I think you’re trying to pretend you’re implying something, but I don’t think you are. You’re being weird.”
“You’re being weird.”
“That’s mature,” she said.
He twisted off a bottle cap and tossed it into the sink. “Here,” he said handing the vodka to her. “What do you want me to say?”
“Say what it is you’re dancing around.”
He smiled. “You want me to say it, don’t you?”
“Say what?” she said with exasperation.
“Say what you want to hear.”
“And what do I want to hear, Cam?”
He cracked open his beer and knocked the mouths of their bottles together, then winked at her. “Just pretend I’m telling you what you want to hear.” He smirked and walked away.
She hollered at his back, “I don’t want to hear anything.”
But maybe she did.

THE MIRTH he took in teasing his wife was borderline malicious. He snickered as he walked away, took another swig of beer. Ryan, done dancing with his wife now, sat on the leather, cushioned chair near the fire. And coming in from the patio Sasha and Lawson were joining them.
As he walked past Ryan he patted his shoulder and said, “She thinks you’re a great dancer,” and smirked to himself again. Now he turned his back to the fireplace and put his butt down on the mantle, felt the warmth of the flames flickering at his back.
The two other men joined them, coming in and sitting on the couch. Amberly still stood in the kitchenette with a puzzled expression. She took another swig of her vodka and looked at them, her expression hollow, her face drawn. He waved her to come join them.
As she joined them, padding over in her hot pink dress, bare legs and feet, he toasted her, saying, “There’s the love of my life. To Amberly, for absolutely fucking smashing life.”
Lawson laughed and held his beer out. The others did as well.
“Smashing life?” she said, giving him a cynical smirk.
To the sitting men, he said conspiratorially, “Do you know the amazing things she does? Never mind the business, her designs ... You know she was almost an Olympian?”
“An Olympian?” all three of them said, out of sync.
“Not really,” she said.
“She was close,” he said.
“There’s a lot of people that are close,” she said and took a sip of her vodka.
He continued: “Then in the last ... What?—eight months, she just decides to turn her whole lifestyle around.”
She clucked her tongue and rolled her eyes, and he watched as she put one bare foot over the other, his wife being bashful.
“She was hot before, I gotta tell you, but she went keto, and went hard. She lost thirty pounds.”
“Don’t,” she said, “seriously, you’re embarrassing me.”
“Sorry,” he said, putting his hands up—maybe he was. So he decided to get to the point: “She always had muscle, always had shape. Amberly, turn around and flex those calves.”
“What?” she said, practically a squeal.
“Turn around and show us your calves.”
There were grumbling chuckles of agreement from all of the other men.
“You guys are gross,” she said. And yet she complied, setting her vodka down on the coffee table and turning her back to them, the beautiful shape of her body so undeniable, the swoop of her ass, the heft of her muscular ass cheeks, the narrow breadth of her waist; she put one leg slightly farther out behind her and raised herself to stand on the tips of her toes. The muscles flexed.
The sight of his wife tensed his heart. She was truly breathtaking. So breathtaking it would seem that she had aroused quite the interest in Sasha. He sat on the couch between Cam and Amberly, his head turned toward her, his eyes shooting up and down her body. Between his legs, his hand rested, and Cam could clearly see he had palmed his own cock, the thing going sideways across his lap. He was hard and he was squeezing it.
Now Cam stood up and clapped his hands, said, “Time to fire up that hot tub. What do you say?”




                         CHAPTER FOUR  

EIGHT MONTHS AGO IN NORTHERN CALIFORNIA
TWELVE GALLONS OF GAS, two bundles of firewood, beef jerky, a box of granola bars, twenty-four cans of Busch, a bottle of Jack, and the old man behind the counter at the general store had been nowhere near as frightening as she thought he might be, and seemed glad for their exorbitant purchases.
Then it was only twenty-two minutes down a narrow dirt road heading east off the Trinity Highway. It curved and went down, rose then fell between towering spruce and pine, until they felt almost closed over. But finding the spot that she had reserved was straightforward. Part of a private reserve, there were about a dozen campsites and she’d booked the largest. Since it was June, the place wasn’t empty but not at capacity, and they passed only a few people hiking along the sandy strip that led from the dirt road through the private campground, Cass chewing on a beef jerky and waving at everyone through the window.
Their camp site was about an acre, wooded, on the perimeter and bordering the very edge of federal land. So just beyond the edge of their campsite you could probably hike for days without seeing civilization. The center portion was sandy and that was where she parked the chaperone, coming into the lot and driving in a full circle before stopping. They unpacked, her two models actually quite helpful and kind of getting into this. They really didn’t have any camping experience—they weren’t joking about that—but they certainly were enjoying themselves, though sometimes Cass expressed a certain fear of the forest perimeter and the things she imagined may be beyond. Amberly did her best to placate her, let her know everything was going to be okay.
She parked the Sprinter next to a rustic looking circular arrangement of stones that rimmed a fire pit, an old barbecue grate propped up in its middle, black and charred from years of use. She got that out of the way because it would ruin their pictures, but the stones looked nice. While she crossed her fingers and trusted that the two Cassidys could unpack her camera equipment without breaking anything, she set about getting the fire going.
Down on both knees, arranging a teepee, years of bush craft and camping with her father sprouting out flames from her kindling structure in about five minutes—much to the excitement and acclamation from her two models, though she’d done it with paper, a lighter, and store-bought kindling. She’d done it in the mountains with gathered wood and flint before and didn’t really even think that that was too impressive. Nonetheless, she took their accolades then helped them organize the inventory of Stroud fleeces and shells for the photo shoot.
The fleece zip-ups came in three different shades: mango, avocado, and blueberry. Printed on irregular panels were geometric patterns in complementary colors. The shells came in matching colors, the geometric print that she had designed—looking somewhere between Keith Haring and biochemistry—printed on panels that ran from the hood down the shoulders, becoming a wide stripe that ended at the cuff of the sleeve. Only problem was, though it was June and they were in high country, it was almost eighty-degrees today.
Cassidy, holding up one of the fleeces by the shoulders admiringly, was the first to say it: “It’s, like, eighty today. And we’re going to sit by the fire?”
“We can take breaks,” she said. “And, I think if we follow that main trail farther down you’ll find a creek somewhere. We can go swimming, cool off.”
Cassidy nodded.
Cass asked: “Should I just take my top off?”
Cassidy responded, “Yes,” before Amberly even had a chance to consider the question. Cass swatted at him, but she was smiling.
Cass said, “You won’t see this peasant top anyway. Just the fleece,” then directly to Cassidy, “my bra…” then back to Amberly, “... and my shorts.”
Cassidy said, “Yeah, I can take my shirt off. We’re going to make your clothes stink though.”
Cass said, “Speak for yourself.”
Amberly told them: “Stink ‘em up. They’re prototypes. I just want pictures of them. Actually, you can keep the ones you wear.”
“Really?—sweet,” Cassidy said.
Cass and Cassidy stood at the open side door of the Sprinter, and he tossed the fleece he held onto the van floor and pulled his T-shirt up over his head, throwing that then into the van as well. Cass watched him from behind.
Amberly caught herself, too—staring at this handsome guy baring his torso for them—shook her head with a laugh. “Hey, let me get the lights set up first.”
“Need help?” Cassidy asked, turning now to face her. His body was lean and hard, his skin bronze. He wasn’t packed with too much muscle but he was defined; tight stomach with no fat, muscles that moved below; his carpenter jeans hung low on his waist and on either side of the trail of dark pubic hair crawling above his belt buckle, she saw angled lines of muscle where hips met abs. Blazed on the center of his chest, big and bold, wings stretched from shoulder to shoulder, was a stylized Aztec eagle in black, blue, and red.
She was drawn to it, walking around the fire to join him, saying, “Nice tattoo.”
Chest thrust out, he tucked his chin down to regard it, running his own fingertips over its lines.
“Let me see,” Cass said, touching her shoulder and turning him so she could take a look. She touched it now, too. “It’s beautiful,” she said.
“Let’s see again,” Amberly said, getting him to pivot so she could take a closer look.
Cass said, “Are you Mexican?”
“Peruvian,” he said. “My mom is. My dad was just plain American.”
Amberly said, “Yeah, I like it. Let it show a little when we shoot. Leave the fleece unzipped a little, you know?”
CASS POSED in the camera’s viewfinder holding up a gray card so Amberly could adjust the white balance later when she edited the photos. Big white smile, hip cocked, she was downright flirtatious with the camera. She had a free-spirited charm. Maybe she could find bigger work as a model.
“That good?” she asked Amberly now, clenching the gray card between her teeth and giving a tiny but fierce head-shake like a dog with a toy.
“I got it,” she laughed, putting the camera down and reviewing the pictures she’d just taken.
Behind Cass: Cassidy’s bare muscled back and long hair, their two skin tones together in this light made her stomach tighten suddenly and unexpectedly. She wasn’t into porn, but she’d flicked herself a few times through the years while watching on her laptop. It was that same tightness.
“Jesus,” she whispered, and laughed at herself. The heat, their skin tone, their good looks—just fucking getting away from it all—were having a weird but not unwelcome effect on her.
The camera she used was fixed with a ring light and other than that she opted for one LED fill in a box and a single reflector on the other side that bounced back the sunlight coming off the white Sprinter. Plus the warm color from the campfire up lighting them …? She already liked what she saw.
Now Cassidy was putting his arms into a fleece and Cass stood behind him, gray card still in her mouth, pulling off her peasant top. She tossed the card into the van next to Cassidy with her top, and he turned to face her, zipping up his Stroud Kestrel. Cass folded her arms behind her back and unhooked her pale pink bra. Cassidy watched, still without expression, as she tugged it off and flung it into the van, her very pretty and nicely sized breasts swaying.
Cassidy gave a friendly and admiring, “All right.”
“Pass me my fleece,” she asked him, and when he turned away she cupped and coddled her own breasts, like they were sore and itchy from her bra. She gave Amberly a funny grimace, like the two of them knew that feeling. She took the picture.
As Cass put her arms into the fleece Cassidy passed to her, he unabashedly watched her bare breasts and it was somehow not lecherous. When she zipped up, he asked: “You ready?”
SHE SHOT them for more than twenty minutes before their skin took a slick sheen from sweat, but it put color in their faces that the camera loved. They started with some standard hanging-around poses then some set up camping activities. Candid things that looked great—both of them had great unhindered spirit that shone through in their expression as they laughed and joked. She’d encouraged them to play around as though they were a couple and they had fun getting into it—trying to top each other with outrageous terms of endearment, trying to make each other laugh.
Her 6D was wirelessly tethered to both her iPad and her MacBook Pro. All the shots transferred to them automatically, and she could keep track of how the shoot was progressing on the bigger screens better than with the camera’s small display. On a short break, she sat in the lip of the van’s open side, feet in the dirt, laptop on her thighs.
Cass and Cassidy sat by the fire, crosslegged and side-by-side, hair clinging to them wetly, their backs against the log laid there as a bench. Cass asked her, “Does my Pop Tart look handsome?”
Cassidy said, “Pop Tart?”
Cass pouted her lips at him, patted his cheek, and in a baby voice said, “You’re my Pop Tart, my widdle cherry chocolate Pop Tart,” breaking up laughing before she could finish, Cassidy laughing as well.
He patted her cheek, too, both of them touching each other’s faces. “Thank you, my widdle Titty Nubbins.”
At this one, Cass threw her head back with a great laugh, stomping one bare foot on the ground, the seat of her white shorts showing dirt.
“Titty what?” she laughed.
Amberly said over the laptop’s monitor: “You guys are running out of things to call each other.”
Cass made a mean face and firmly proclaimed: “Never.”
The two of them had taken a few nips off the Jack which was hidden behind the log. Both of them in even freer moods than when they started. Amberly had taken a swig herself.
She said to Cass: “You want to see your Pop Tart?” setting down her laptop, getting up and bringing the iPad over to them.
“Yes, please,” she said, hands out to receive it.
Amberly squatted before them and handed it over, the screen filled with the both of their faces looking quite serious, and quite sexy, light glimmering off them lubriciously.
“Whoah, hot, dude,” Cassidy saying, looking over Cass’s shoulder.
“Shit, we look good,” Cass said, taking the point of her finger and scrolling through JPEG previews of her RAW files.
They each took turns making little noises exclaiming what they thought about the pictures, laughing at some that weren’t so great when they were caught making funny expressions.
When Cass scrolled to the end, she said, “After you called me, I went all up in your Instagram …”
“Yeah,” Amberly said, waiting to hear some insight from this new friend that she was strangely eager to hear. She usually took advice from no one.
Cassidy waited too, eyes on Cass, holding the front of the fleece and drumming it in and out to cool himself off and fan air in his face. Cass said, “These pictures … look, well, way sexier than anything else you have.”
Amberly laughed, relieved, and took the iPad back and looked at a picture on the screen. “Yeah, I guess. But … that’s not me, is it? That’s kind of you two.” She turned to face them, showing off a picture of them, fleeces unzipped and revealing sweat slicked chests and collars, the head of Cassidy’s tattoo eagle poking out in the V.
Cassidy, looking at the iPad, said, “Yeah, you look hot as shit, Cass.”
“Aw, thanks Poppy Pop Tart,” she said and touched his lower lip with the point of her index finger.
Amberly turned the iPad back around and started scrolling through the sexy pictures. She said, “I don’t know. Am I crazy?—I like them a lot. A lot. I want to keep going.”
“I want to keep going, too,” Cass said. Cassidy nodded.
Amberly returned to the van and exchanged the iPad for her camera again. When she turned, Cass looked at her earnestly and it stopped her. “What?”
Cass said, “Can we push it? Do you want us to push it a little?”
She stared at the two of them; two hot-as-shit twenty-year-olds, tanned, and sweaty, and screaming sex. She stayed expressionless and didn’t answer Cass.
She did. She did want them to push it.
CASS DREW down the fleece’s zipper, a narrow American flag pull-tab pinched between thumb and forefinger. Cassidy watched the bare skin of her chest revealed, helpless to Cass’s seductive manner. She stopped the draw just between her breasts; not enough for anything to be revealed, but enough to draw your eyes there to see if anything were revealed.
Cassidy did it now as well, opened his fleece, going slow while Cass took her turn to watch, a sly and confident smile on her face. The eagle on his gleaming, masculine chest shone with his sweat, its raptor profile revealed; the back, the shoulders, the shapes that made the wings … Amberly clicked away.
Now their eyes came up to look at each other, and after a flash of sheepish smiles, they both gave each other sunken cheek, no-nonsense stares meant for the camera, brows low, jaws firm, Cass’s lips slightly parted.
Cassidy reached out and touched her neck, thumb coming up then to push down gently on her chin, parting her lips wider. Cass responded with an unexpected lusty gasp, tilting her face up, showing the inside of her mouth and narrowing her eyes in a way that seemed like Cassidy had slipped a hand into her panties rather than touching her neck.
“Why don’t you kiss me, Tiger Eyes?” she whispered, and the soft sibilance of her voice brought that tightness back to Amberly’s stomach. There was something magically sexy about Cass and she coveted it.
Cassidy smiled, said, “Tiger Eyes? I like that one. Might be my favorite.”
Their faces came closer together and Amberly’s shutter triggered like a drum line while she shifted, anticipating the best angle to see their lips touch.
Cass whispered, “And Amberly thought I’d run out,” making both of them smile and chuckle breathily in the heartbeat before they kissed.
When their lips finally came together, Amberly’s stomach hardened in a column, and she grunted a pained sound thankfully drowned out by the flurry of her camera’s shutter. The two beautiful Cassidys sucked on each other’s mouths, soft smacking noises coming, both rocking their heads with downturned eyes. Cassidy gripped her neck and ran his thumb up and down her throat while they kissed. Cass gripped his wrist while he did.
Amberly was getting it all—but what was it? What was she getting? She couldn’t actually use any of this, could she? God, they made the clothes look good, and they were both just dripping sex. Something inside her was responding to it—the sight of them so intimate was profoundly compelling. Maybe others would see it, too …?
Their kissing broke with the sound of their gentle exhales coming in soft laughs. They came apart, sucking their own lips introspectively, watching each other’s eyes; the two of them manufacturing a connection for the sake of her camera and their own bodies responding naturally. Cass bit her bottom lip, and Cassidy looked at her hungrily. His eyes narrowed and he said, “You’re a good kisser.”
“I am,” she agreed.
She was, too. And Amberly could tell now that the reaction she captured in her camera was more than acting, they both had biological responses to their connection. Cass’s cheeks flushed with color evident even under her tan, and now, more obvious, Cassidy had achieved some degree of sexual arousal. Between his legs, that soft hump she’d noted there during the gas stop had grown and now strained against the thin canvas fabric of his carpenter pants. There was a certain guilt or shame she felt for letting her eyes drift there, but once noted, it was obvious that it sought attention. It moved. Under the fabric she saw it swell and strain, move incrementally against the inside of his leg. A small shift, fighting his pant leg, it nudged itself slightly higher and, somehow, seeing another man’s sexual arousal suddenly drove her wild. Cass had done this to this handsome dude. Her charms had aroused him like that without even touching it. Just kissing for the camera. And Amberly’s camera’s voyeuristic eye had unexpectedly connected her to them. That connection drove a sudden arousal of her own.
Then, without thinking, she uttered, “I can clearly see what a good kisser she is.” It was a crazy and inappropriate thing to say and once uttered she had an immediate desire to take it back, or to divert it somehow. But she wanted to see Cassidy’s arousal, and she also wanted him to know she saw his arousal. It was their connection.
Cassidy was unsure what she meant at first, but quickly caught up. “Huh?—oh,” he said, then tugged at the hem of his fleece. “Sorry.”
Cass gave a girlish giggle then leaned forward to see where his hand had tugged the fleece. It was hidden from her but she knew what happened.
From where she crouched, Amberly still saw it though—at least the bulbous end of it, pressing against his pant leg just as urgently even though he’d been caught. Or, probably, more urgently, she thought (hoped), given that two women were looking at it now.
He acted embarrassed but not ashamed, but before he could speak and maybe ruin the moment, she said, “Keep going,” and triggered her shutter, hoping the sound would spur them on.
“Yeah,” Cassidy said absently, drawing close to Cass again, watching her pretty mouth as her lips parted to take him with a shockingly intimate kiss. Their mouths came together again, and now there was more touching. Less tentative than the first time, they both let their hands wander a little over one another, keeping it camera-friendly, but their passion undeniable as restrained as it was. Cass touched his neck, let her fingertips caress him. They drifted lower, into the V of his open fleece and now she felt his bare chest, her hand slipping inside his jacket, leaving Amberly to unconsciously wonder what his skin felt like. Was he hot to the touch? Was his chest as hard as she imagined? She swallowed dryly, her mind reeling at how erotic this photo shoot had become and how much it affected her.
“That’s great,” she whispered under her camera’s shutter sound, a frail encouragement, something to remind them she was professional and this was all about the images she captured and their display had no effect on her at all, especially sexually—God, why would you even think that, guys? Truth was, her chest had gone sweaty, her heart rate was high and she felt a flush to her cheeks. And the feeling between her legs was something she’d rather not address at all—better to adjust ignore it altogether.
Cassidy’s hand came to Cass’s waist and their kissing became more impassioned. His hand slipped below the hem of Cass’s fleece, then up underneath it, touching her where she was bare. Cassidy’s touch on Cass was felt on Amberly, some poltergeist thing—she could imagine his fingertips touching her where her pants ended, just above her belt line where she was ticklish but not too ticklish. Her flesh was a little soft compared to sexy Cass, but she imagined Cassidy loved the feel just the same ...
“Okay, God, okay guys,” she said now in a soft sound, wanting to keep shooting but afraid of what it was doing to her.
“Yeah?” Cass asked, pulling her lips from Cassidy but keeping her eyes on him.
She didn’t answer and instead kept shooting. Cassidy shifted uncomfortably and she realized he was trying to adjust his hardening penis without touching it and now her stomach sucked in again with strange excitement. He’d grown again, his penis thick and straight, bulging out the inside of his pants leg. Swollen hard enough she could see the raised lip of the large cock head.
The desire in her to be involved somehow in this sexual display rose again and she said, “Your pants are getting a little uncomfortable?”
“Yeah,” he joked, frowning, watching Cass’s eyes, obviously affected by the things she did. “Sorry, I can’t help it.”
Cass, still close to him, said, “I thought you were supposed to be a professional.”
Hand still under her fleece, he said, “You need to stop being so hot.”
“Well, I’m not going to do that now, am I?” she said, tilting her head in a ‘c’mon, get real’ attitude. Then she raked her clawed fingernails through his hair, stroking from his temples to the back, over top of his ears. She looked directly in his eyes as she did, and Cassidy was mesmerized, mouth open, eyes hazy and half-lidded. A slow smile tugged at Cass’s mouth, then engaging it fully, pulling her expression to deviously mirthful. Cassidy literally shook his head, laughed then, understanding that she was fucking with him and that he’d fallen for it.
Cass turned to the camera now and said, “Is it wrecking the shot? Do we need to cover it?”
Amberly, disgustingly, wanted it in the shot, and she was about to say not to worry, she would crop around it, but Cass wasn’t really asking, just setting herself up to tease her hot male model further. Her long tanned hand fell to his lap, cupped the inside of his thigh, slid high until she gripped his erection through his pants. Cassidy flinched, eyes engaged with hers again, his own smile taking on similar deviousness. Amberly held the button down on her shutter release and snapped every fractional second of their explicit contact, before the two of them laughed, Cass letting his penis go and Cassidy sitting straighter, putting his hands down and tugging on his pants, letting his arousal point straight up and hiding it from them. He made pained but funny expressions for the camera and she caught them.
“Sorry, couldn’t resist,” Cass said, languidly leaning back now on the log and putting an arm up. She drew her knees high, and smiled in narrow satisfaction.
“Damn, Cass,” Cassidy sighed, eyes still glued to her and Cass obviously loving it.
Amberly let her camera come down to rest and she slowly exhaled. Heat washed up her back and pooled between her legs. Dampness had soaked the back of her T-shirt and she worried there could be a legitimate chance that her khaki shorts could show a darkness at the crotch from an astounding interior sweat that she couldn’t even believe. “Maybe, yeah ... hoo,” she laughed and they joined her. “Let’s take a break here, huh? How about we get cooled off ...”
“I might need to have a cold shower,” Cassidy laughed, then said, “Maybe go jump in the stream.”
“That’s a good idea,” Cass agreed.
Amberly sat her butt down on the ground and folded her muscular legs up, concerned there would be a tell-tale sign of her own arousal. “You know?—that is a good idea. Go down to the water, get cooled off. We can shoot the shells there, I can get shots of the water beading up on the Gore-tex, you two horsing around in the stream. What do you think?”
“I like it,” Cass said and Cassidy joined in by nodding affirmatively.
“Okay,” Amberly said, “Head down. Let me swap cards, batteries, look over the photos on the hard drive.”
“Cool,” Cass said, leaning over the log and reaching behind, coming back with a lighter and an anodized puck—her weed grinder.
Cassidy stood, shaking out his pants in an effort to keep his erection hidden and to make himself comfortable. He shook out his hair and Cass told him to go on. Amberly stood as well and moved to the open side of the van. Cass followed her, standing beside her as she sat on the lip and spun her laptop around to face her.
Cass asked, “Was that okay?”
She nodded, then said, “Whatever you’re comfortable with.”
Cass nodded now too, withdrawing rolling papers from the fleece’s side pocket. Behind her Cassidy walked toward the trail with an armful of the Stroud shells, looking up at the trees.
She swapped batteries in the camera and Cassidy called out from the woods, “You coming?”
She waved to him, turned back to Amberly. “I’m heading down to the water.”
“Okay,” Amberly said.
Cass took a step, turned around, walking backward now. “Anything happens tonight, you join in if you want.”
“What? ...” Amberly said, eyes darting up to Cass but she’d pivoted and now skipped to catch up with Cassidy who was waiting for her with a wide smile.
Join in? What did that mean? She watched the two of them link up, hook arms through each other’s, talking and walking the sandy trail that would lead them to the stream.
The twisting hurt that had seized her stomach hadn’t lessened and she bent over to try and relieve it. On her laptop, the photos had updated wirelessly and now her hand was drawn to key through them again, tapping the arrow and scrolling backward through the images. The two Cassidys laughing and joking, Cass squeezing Cassidy’s dick, them kissing. It was so fucking hot. An ache had developed between her legs and she fanned her shirt up to take a peek. No signs of her dampness had seeped through, thankfully, but she felt so hot.
Picture frozen on Cass holding Cassidy’s rather large erection through his pants she looked around to confirm she was alone and that her two models weren’t on their way back. No one coming, she slipped her hand into her shorts and under the waist of her panties. Oh, she was definitely wet. She stroked a finger over her labia, found them happy and full and hot and very slick. Her finger lingered a little too long, and she closed her hand in there with her thighs. Cass’s hand looked so hot on his cock. Her finger slid inside herself timidly, then she shook it off, clapped her legs tighter together and withdrew her hand.
Was Cass saying she would be welcome in a threesome?
Next to her, her iPhone sat screen up and she saw a text from Cam asking How’s it going?
How’s it going, Cam? Fucking crazy, that’s how. Fucking wild. And she found herself in the craziest predicament she could ever imagine. She needed a reset from the madness that their lives had become but all she wanted was to get in touch with who she’d been when everything was so much freer and easier. She wasn’t looking for some distraction, wasn’t looking to cheat on her husband, even if it was with some hot, well-hung model. This was not the reset she was looking for. And yet ... Her insides were on fire, her heart raced uncontrollably. It was not what she was looking for but something about it called to her.
There were a million things she wanted to text to Cam right now (Hey, babe, you cool if I have a threesome?), and it would be so good to pick up her phone and hear his reassuring voice in her ear, too, but instead she held her finger down on the text field and sent the man she loved a big old thumbs-up. Yeah, Cam, it’s going good here, buddy. Boy would she have a story to tell him when she got home. If she could get the nerve to tell him.
“Fuck it,” she sighed, picked up her camera, locked the van, grabbed the bottle of Jack and headed to the trail to join her models in the water before they did something she didn’t want to miss.




                         CHAPTER FIVE  

AN INTENSE FEELING rifled through her while looking over her shoulder, watching men ogle her body. Never one to be ogled—nor, she thought, really to desire it—once it happened, the effect was profound.
She flexed for them, shifted her ankles from side to side to show them her body, even sneakily tugged at the hem of her dress to raise it just that little bit higher. Watched their faces as she did, that dirtiness that had risen inside her when she danced with another man who was clearly aroused driven even wilder now. She had control of them. Could see it in their faces. They wanted her and wanted her bad. Not just her husband, the man who had her all the time but a breathtakingly handsome lawyer who had to be six-four, a beautiful boyish executive with the sweetest smile, and this Nordic beauty with thick long hair. All of them were stunning, and all of them would do things to her if she allowed them. She would never allow that. If that was even what her stupid husband was suggesting.
When Lawson stood up, saying, “I’ll get the tub,” and the other guys broke their locked vision from her hindquarters there was a certain tinge of disappointment. She liked being the center of attention. Had never been before.
Losing the weight and keeping her muscle had done amazing things to her spirit that she’d never anticipated. And now this? Now her husband would tease her with the most insane suggestion? Jesus Christ, if that’s what he was actually fucking saying. Just say it, already, Cam. Say it so I can say no, you crazy asshole.
While the others stood up and moved around, Ryan still watched her, a knowing look on his face, holding his bottle of beer between his knees, leaning forward with his elbows on his thighs, his mouth open, his tongue running around the ring of his berry-colored lips.
“What ...?” she said in a reflexive, adversarial way.
“Olympics, eh?”
“Not really,” she said with a smirk ... Then she realized Cam wasn’t around. She looked left and right, turned right around where she stood and saw her husband slipping into the bedroom. First thought, of course, was that he was innocently going to get some trunks so he could go in the hot tub. Second thought was he just left her alone in this room on purpose. Did he really want something to happen? “Uh, I wasn’t really that close, someone was exaggerating. My hometown thought I was and they really supported me, but I was fourth out from even making the team.”
Now he stood up—and she noted him tug at the front of his pants—came over to stand with her. He said, “I like how humble you are.”
“You do?” she said dumbly, looking up into his dazzling eyes and getting a little struck again.
“Woman as beautiful as you. Accomplished as you. Successful. Humility is surprising, everyone these days can’t wait to lie about how tuned in they are.”
“I’m the best at humility.”
“Braggart,” he said, then boldly brushed hair away from her face, the heel of his thumb caressing her cheek.
She withdrew, but then missed their connection. She smiled, said, “You any good on the slopes?”
“I bet you could show me a thing or two.”
Now she smiled and narrowed her eyes. “I bet I could.” What are you doing, Amberly?
Ryan smiled, too. “Maybe we’ll get a chance.”
“I bet you could show me a thing or two,” she said, unable to help herself.
“Not on the slopes,” he said.
She gave him a girlish laugh, and agreed: “Not on the slopes.” Not on the slopes?—just what are you saying?
“I could definitely show you something,” he said with panty-melting confidence. Her tummy hardened.
She said, “What do you have to show me?” and let their bodies come just a fraction closer.
“You know where it is,” he said.
“I’m not putting my hand down there.”
“I didn’t ask you to.”
“That’s all you have to show me?”
“I’m more than my equipment,” he said, and without even noticing it happen, they’d come together close enough to touch, her back arched and her stomach jutted toward him, his hips lightly pressing her now. If she leaned forward only just the slightest degree more she would feel his hardness again. And this time she would be looking in his eyes. As much as she wanted that it felt so wrong. Something about the wrongness felt good, too; felt electric. She held his gaze and they both twisted their mouths around, delaying the moment one of them would flinch.
Sasha and Lawson came in from the deck now, the hot tub fired up, and Sasha turned the stereo louder. She smiled and stared still, and Ryan smiled wider still. She turned away.

CAM CLOSED himself in the bedroom, his heart pounding a thousand miles an hour, immediately pressing his back to the door and listening. Was this a big mistake? What the hell was he thinking? Seeing his wife like this was driving him crazy. The idea of her with one of these guys—or, Oh-my-God, two of them; three of them?—was squeezing on his heart. He pulled the neck of his T-shirt wider. It was so fucking hot in here. Who started that fire?
Beyond the door he could hear voices now. Ryan and Sasha, not talking to each other but to Amberly. Sasha saying, “Show us again.”
Ryan saying, “Yes, show us, Amberly.”
Somebody turned up the music. There was laughing now, the sound of feet vibrating on the floor under his own. More laughing. They were dancing with her. God this was so terrible but it was one-hundred-percent what he wanted. This was feeding something in him. He wanted this for her as much as he wanted it for himself. She’d been out on the dance floor and the rosy cheeks she sported spoke volumes. She deserved excitement.
Now there was more talking underneath the music, the sounds of fabric rustling, two people dancing close together.
Amberly’s voice came close to the door, getting even closer, saying, “Just wait, just wait ...”
Ryan’s voice said something low. Amberly responded, “Okay, I will. I just want to talk to my husband. Hold on.”
He could hear her approaching the door and he stepped away to give her access. The door didn’t open. Instead he heard the singsong of hangers. Then the bumping of elbows and knees in the narrow closet space just beyond their bedroom door. Muffled giggling. He pressed his ear to the pine. He could hear Ryan saying, “You’re driving me crazy.”
His wife said, “I’m not trying to,” her voice a pleading wine. Then she giggled.
“Ryan said, “You know you are.”
Then she said quietly and seriously, “I know you’re hard.”
“You feel it, don’t you.”
There was a long pause and Amberly whispered, “I felt it.”
More jingling of coat hangers, the sound of fabric pressing against each other, a gasp from Amberly.
The response was simple, he opened the door and told Ryan to get the fuck out. ‘Course that was all in his head, instead he was frozen to the spot, ear to the door, hands pulled back to prevent him from making a big mistake in ending this thing that he truly desired. “Holy shit,” he whispered, listening still.
The sound of lips kissing, not lips kissing each other but maybe Ryan’s on Amberly’s neck. He could hear Amberly breathing, could hear a certain lustiness to the syncopation.
She grunted and gave muffled complaint. “No, no,” she said, “just let me talk to my husband.”
“Don’t go in there,” he said.
“What are you doing?” she said.
“Feel it.”
There was a long pause of silence.
Finally Amberly said, “I feel it.” She said it very matter-of-factly, very sedately. More silence—was she touching him? The coat hangers jingled again and he heard her say in a hoarse whisper, “Show it to me.”
A masculine chuckle now. More coat hangers, then the sound of a zipper being drawn down. No more sound, only heavy breathing. He pressed his ear tight, forming a painful seal against the glossy wood.
Amberly whispered, “Put it away.” Then a bump sounded through the wood of the door as her hand rested on the lever.
He stepped back two paces, three paces, watching, waiting for her.
They spoke again in low voices. His vision was hazy white. His heart beat out an erratic drum solo in his rib cage, pounding up his neck, washing in his ears like the ocean. He took another step almost to the bed. The door opened and Amberly slipped inside, the hem of her dress pulled high enough he could see the seam where her ass met her thighs.

WHEN SHE TURNED AROUND, Cam was standing right there, staring at her, his face sagging like an operatic mask of sorrow.
She pulled her skirt down a little and stepped toward him. She hissed, “What the hell is going on?”
“You tell me what’s going on.”
She said, “What are you telling me?”
“What do you want to do?”
She scoffed. “Goddamnit, Cam, I’m serious. It sounds like you’re saying something.”
“I am saying something.”
She ran the back of her wrist over her forehead like she was feverish. “Cam, you’re not. You’re not saying something.”
He breathed deeply, exhaled slowly and rubbed his chest just below his heart like he had indigestion.
“Are you okay?” she asked him.
“I think so,” he said.
“Tell me what you want.”
“I want you to do whatever you want.”
“Okay, seriously. Do you mean with these guys—with Ryan?”
“With Ryan. With Lawson, or Sasha, or whoever. Whatever you want to do. I just want to be here.”
That was pretty much what she thought. But the affirmation from her husband really snatched the rug out from under her feet. The room reeled and she stumbled past him and sat on the bed. “What are you talking about?” she said, more to the room than to her husband.
Then he was at her side. “I don’t know what I’m talking about. I’m just elated these days. I love you like no other man could ever love you. You’re everything. I don’t know what came over me, but when we were down in the Mountain Village and you were dancing with them ... I’ve never seen anything more beautiful.”
“That was just dancing.”
“I know. That’s the point. That was just dancing. I started to imagine …”
She turned to face him. “Imagine what?”
“Imagine if it was more than dancing.”
“You did not.”
“I did,” he said in an eager hiss. He took her hand. “Don’t be mad.”
“I’m not mad. You know that I didn’t think about that.”
“I know. If you did, I wouldn’t want it.”
“I don’t want it.”
“I think you do.”
She turned to him and their eyes met. “I do?”
Did she? They stared at one another, this guy she’d known since she was nineteen years old. This guy who swept her off her feet and promised her the moon, and here seven years later he delivered it. They’d done it as a couple, but she needed him at her back.
“Do I want to do that?” she said again.
“You tell me.”
“I don’t know what I want,” she said and laughed. “I think ... I think I do, but I don’t want to ...”
He was over top of her in a second, his mouth on hers, straddling her, knees planted either side of her hips, her back on the bed now. They kissed and she rubbed his sides. He was a good lover, a good husband, a good man. She wouldn’t want any more than that. But still, that fire she felt when she danced with Ryan ...
He whispered in her ear: “When you showed them your legs Sasha squeezed his cock ...”
She said, “What?” He moaned in her ear and she ran her hands through his hair, but didn’t answer her. “Cam, what did you say?”
He smiled, said, “Looking at your body made him so hard he squeezed his cock through his pants. He was hard.”
“Oh, my God—what?”
“I know,” he said, “it’s true.”
She could feel her own husband pushing his hardness against her stomach. “Fuck, you’re hard, too?”
“I’m so fucking hard right now,” he said, and proved it by humping the belly of his erection across her hipbone and over her stomach.
In a confidential whisper, she told him: “Ryan was hard, too.”
Cam hiked up her short dress and slipped his hand in the front of her panties. She was so damn eager for it she bucked her hips, wanting his touch. As soon as her husband’s fingers touched her she knew she was in trouble. All those thoughts on the dance floor had done something. What happened in the closet had done something. Now he told her, “You’re so fucking wet.”
“On the dance floor ... Ryan was hard,” she whispered.
“Tell me,” he said and then he slipped two fingers up inside her.
She cried out, dug her nails into his neck. “When he was dancing, he pushed into me.”
“Tell me more,” he said and began to fuck her with his fingers, kissing on her neck.
Her head pushed back into the bed and she closed her eyes. She told him everything. “He … in the Mountain Village, he danced with me, sometimes I could feel it, it was hard and he pushed it against me.”
“You didn’t stop him?”
“I didn’t stop him. I wasn’t sure ...”
“You liked it.”
“I don’t know,” she whined. The sound between her legs grew slushy. “Yes,” she admitted. “I liked it.”
“That why you like dancing with him?”
“No, I like dancing with him anyway, I danced with him before he pressed it, I danced with him all night ... It wasn’t until later, and just—” she whimpered feeling him get deep. “Here, too, just now in the hotel room. You were on the deck, he was really hard and he pushed it into my ass.” She loved telling him.
“Tell me you liked it.”
“I did, I did like it.”
“It’s ...”
“It’s what?—tell me.”
“It’s enormous.”
Her husband groaned in her ear, exhaling a gravelly sound.
She hugged him while he fingered her. “It’s so big.”
“You like it because it’s big?”
“I do,” she grunted, her voice constricted and squeaky.
“You want to see it?” he asked her
She told him the truth. “I saw it ... ah ... he sh-showed it to me.”
“He showed it to you?”
She hitched her knees up, squeezed her husband’s waist, wanted everything he could give her. Wanted his cock. “In the closet ... outside the door ...”
“You’re so bad ...”
“I asked him-mm ... to show it to me ...”
“Why, Amberly, why would you do that?”
“I wanted to see how ... big it was, what it looked like—don’t be mad ... I thought it was ah-okay ...”
“It is and it isn’t.”
“It isn’t?” she said, her brow pinching, worry constricting her heart.
“It is Amberly, it is. I swear it is,” he gushed, gulping her kisses, their breaths rushing and roaring, the feel of his fingers thrusting in and out of her tickling the top most reaches of her brain. “Did you like it?”
She nodded, afraid to admit what she thought of what was showed to her, but wanting to be so honest with the man she loved.
“What did it look like?”
“A ... ah ... a cock but b-bigger ...”
“Would it stretch you?”
The thought of it inside her, squished her viscera, made squirrelly electric whips lash through her, leaving her shivering. She could imagine what it would feel like, the big cock head pressing into her, how it would go deep and stretch and ...
She was going to come. Jesus, she was going to come hard. “Oh, shit, oh, shit,” she hissed, “mm ... faster, Cam, faster ...”
“Was it bigger than Cassidy’s?”
“W-what?”
“Cassidy’s big cock. I watched you with your Cassidys. I saw all the pictures in the cloud before you deleted them, you slut.”




                         CHAPTER SIX  

EIGHT MONTHS AGO IN NORTHERN CALIFORNIA
THE TWO CASSIDYS horsed around together, thighs-deep in the gently flowing stream. They were alone in the water; they had the stream to themselves. Sunlight filtered through the rustling leaves that fluttered high above; water babbled, churned, and eddied around smooth rounded granite stones that tumbled up the shore to a sandy border before it sloped a steep grade to long wild rye grass that swayed in the breeze.
They were naked.
It stopped her in her tracks, coming down the sandy trail to a narrow hard-packed line like a knife cut through the long bunch grass, the only thing leading her to them was their raucous sounds of playing. Now she stood on a higher plane, standing underneath the spreading limbs of a squat pine, its soft needles scratching at her shoulder as the branch bobbed from her passing, looking down on an exciting tableau: two beautiful, tanned young people cavorting naked in the flowing water. Their hair had been slicked back from the wet, the two of them glimmered with river water. Cassidy’s back was to her and he looked to wrestle Cass, maybe take her into the water with him, arms outstretched to grapple her. The muscles of his back flexed, white liquid light gleaming off all his masculine edges. His fucking perfect boy-ass was bare and round, paler than his dark tan, and its naughty revelation to her tightened her throat so quickly it made an audible click. Cass was completely bare too, her breasts swaying as she assumed a similar wrestler’s pose, her brown nipples tightened to cold-water buds.
She was frozen, unsure of whether to join them, turn around and head back to the site, or crouch down and spy them, maybe get the lens on them and zoom in a little. Of course, they were expecting her. Her company wasn’t unwanted, they knew she would follow them. They just got in the water to cool off and wanted their clothes dry. No big deal; she was the one being a Victorian prude. The whole van ride into the mountains she’d told them how she and Cam drove around like ski-bums; the Cassidys surely just thought she was cool. And she was cool, dammit, this wouldn’t be such a big deal if she wasn’t embarrassed by how fucking turned on she felt by this. They had no idea her tummy had turned to a hard column of intertwined steel cables, straining and groaning at the sight of their bare and naked bodies. They probably didn’t know she was being such an old nerd about this—though, really, she was only about six years older than they were.
Fuck it.
She hiked down the trail buoyantly, swinging her hips, camera bouncing on her stomach (hard, twisting, knotted stomach), letting herself come into full sunlight, happy that they would see her, and stoked at the chance to show them her nonchalant expression.
Cass swung an outstretched hand across the water’s surface and her fingertips sent a bright, twinkling rooster tail of water up and over Cassidy who threw up a hand between them to shield his eyes, running through Cass’s protective wash of water and looking to chase her. Cass turned and dove in the shallow water, coming up two dozen feet away and wiping the wet off her face.
“You guys having fun?” Amberly said, coming to the grassy edge above the shore, trying to sound non-plussed but somehow self-conscious and worrying she sounded like a mom.
“Cooling off,” Cass said crouched farther out in the stream, her voice distant and spacious under all the towering foliage.
Cassidy turned, smiling but a little self-aware of his nudity, his body language looking like he wanted to cover himself but then not sure if he needed to. He strode through the water as she sat herself down on the grassy edge, her feet almost touching the sandy beach. His body gleamed in the sunlight. He was beautiful, lean with rippling muscle, his penis had softened a bit, his testicles climbed high from the cold water. It swung stiffly between his legs, hanging down but still somewhat engorged from the kissing contact with Cass up by the campfire. It looked about as long as her husband’s but fatter, somehow more masculine with its dark color and bulbous glans. Amberly watched it without looking like she watched it as he came to stand in the sand, stooped to snatch up the fleece where he’d left it in a heap with his boots and pants.
“What’s the plan?” he asked her now, coming over to stand next to her, his Stroud fleece clutched over his manhood.
She pretended to scroll through more photos on the back screen, hemming, saying, “I’ve got some ideas,” nodding her head to the Gore-Tex shells next to her.
Completely unashamed and proud of her body, Cass came to them, walking through the water and rising up to the shore, running her long wet hair back from her face and letting them both get a good look at her bare and naked. She gleamed as well, her beautiful tan showing off all the curves and swells of her lean and long frame. Nice breasts, too, big without being pendulous, taut brown nipples and only the hint of paler flesh, like she was able to find the time to sun naked and even it all out. Cassidy watched and she let him without a snide comment, coming to stand with them.
Cass said, “What did you want to do?”
“My idea?—how about wearing what you’re wearing now, nothing, and just the shells to cover up in. Standing in the water up to your thighs ...”
“I like it,” Cass said with a bubbly smile.
“Cool,” Cassidy said and let his fleece drop, exposing himself to her, his big penis point blank an arm’s length away.
“Good,” she said brightly, like this was no big deal, but there was a red heat washing her cheeks and she knew it would be visible; it was so hot it burned the tops of her ears.
THE TWO MODELS wore nothing but their mango and blueberry shells, hoods pulled up, long wet hair streaming out of the sides of the cowl. They were bold. Both of them naked with their jackets unzipped, she tried to shoot them with the sun behind them so she could darken some of the details. But the details were there. Cassidy’s big dick hanging between his legs amidst a dense patch of black pubic hair, and Cass with her trimmed but hairy sex showing in the frame of the open jacket. But the pictures were just excellent. Almost perfect. She couldn’t ask for better models. The looks they gave the camera were sultry but restrained; they were at once beautiful and yet approachable, and they had this thing together that made them look like they really were a couple, like they were together. The stuff she was getting was magic. She’d figure out the problems later; crop around the exposed genitalia somehow.
“Perfect, guys,” she encouraged them, letting them get close again. They stood in the water so it splashed mid-thigh on them and she had them quarter-turned to face each other now. Their hips were square with each other, sex parts hidden, hell, maybe even pressed against one another, turned at the hips a little to look at the camera while they embraced.
Amberly kept shooting, moving around them widdershins, snapping and loving everything they did.
Then they started again.
Looking deep into each other’s eyes. Pushing it. Taking it up that extra notch. Her shutter fired triple-time, catching the sexy look in their eyes as they locked their gaze with one another’s and Cass reached up and held his neck. Cassidy did the same, his tanned and masculine hand coming up to hold her neck, thumb tilting the hinge of her jaw, angling her chin upward as if he would kiss her again.
There was a flash of a smile between them, eyes darting over one another, mouths parted with bated breath—then they kissed again. It went slow and deliberate, their soft wet sounds just audible above the babbling water that ran around them. Her stomach cramped, and she winced. It was so fucking erotic, so bad and yet so good. Her belly ached just below her stomach like it was the day before her period, but she was nowhere near it. She’d had this before, in high school, her boyfriend went away for a semester and her older sister Becca had teased her endlessly, but in a sweet moment, with her arm around her, told her it was just a case of Lady Blue Balls.
Things with Cam were excellent, and they had no problems in the bedroom, other than timing. It might have been ... Shit, it might have been six weeks since the last time they’d had sex. There was just so much going on.
So now here she was, partner in a successful and on-the-cusp-of-fortune clothing company, twenty-eight years old, happily married and content and satisfied, children hopefully on the horizon, but at least now the owner of a lovable Carolina dog called Vinnie; she was accomplished, talented, and worked hard ... And had the worst case of Lady Blue balls and Becca would laugh her ass off at her right now.
“So great, guys, keep going,” she urged, her voice dampened with lusty rasp.
They chuckled while they kissed, eyes fluttering lightly before closing again, their heads rocking against each other’s kiss. Cassidy took Cass’s face in both his hands, his jacket raising up and she had a clear but dark profile view of his thick, dangling cock, lengthening between them, touching the inside of Cass’s thigh. Now her stomach cramped tighter, and she groaned, bringing her hand down to press a balled fist into her soft stomach, trying to crush away the knot of sexual pain she experienced.
Cass’s hands stroked down the outside of the Stroud shell, making a whisking sound until touching below, her hands on his bare hips. Amberly wished Cass’s hand to touch Cassidy; willed it like it was her own hand, wanting to see her grip it, because right now, fuck, Amberly wanted to grip it. Tug on it till it was hard and then lay back on the beach with him and open her ...
Cass dropped her hand and gripped Cassidy’s cock. He grunted, flinched, broke their kiss with a gentle appreciative laugh. Amberly moaned a pained ecstatic sound, and she tried to imagine what it would feel like to hold Cassidy in her hand. How hot it would be, how hard ... She pinched her thighs together and squeezed, knee-deep in the river water, cold water splashing on her bare skin.
Now the Cassidys kissed again and were caught in a moment of hesitation, both of them mimicking the act of passion but not sure where this would go. “Keep going,” she said to them in a hoarse whisper. “Keep going.”
That was all Cassidy needed to hear. Cass held his manhood in her grip, kissed him ... His hands drifted low, coming up her waist, disappearing under the jacket to cup her breasts. Cass laughed into his mouth, a gentle encouraging sound.
The camera’s view also drifted low, wandering down and finding focus on Cass’s hand as she stroked his cock. Cassidy had grown to full hardness in her hand; swollen and shining glans, veins pressing out the skin in wandering cables. She took pictures of it. What would she do with close-ups of a hand job? It didn’t matter, she wanted the pictures. Cass swirled and stroked, going easy, their skin dry, the hole in Cassidy’s cock opening and closing with the movement of Cass’s hand like it winked at Amberly, posing for the camera.
Their bodies pressed together, Cassidy’s hands circling around behind her, cupping her bare bottom and lifting her up to her toes. Cass responded by gyrating her hips against him, squashing her tummy against his balls while she stroked him.
She had a sudden strange urge to watch them do it. Wanted them to fuck for her; do it right in front of her. “That’s it,” she said, her voice falling to a whisper.
Cass squatted, dropping down, her tanned knees on either side of Cassidy’s legs and it made Amberly gasp. Even Cassidy was shocked, looking around to see if they were still alone, his long wet hair swinging; his eyes avoided Amberly, and he kept his face turned from the camera. Cass’s face was buried in his crotch. One hand held his cock up against his belly and she mouthed on his tightened scrotum. Cassidy’s hands came down to caress her head, his fingers tangling in her hair.
Still Amberly took pictures, but it was just automatic; not even really aware she was doing it anymore, just tapping on the shutter release and dry-swallowing and holding her breath. Cass’s hand gripped the thick thing near the base and angled it straight toward her. She eyeballed it. It was something worthy of assessment; the glans was enormous, it looked like more than a mouthful.
Cass’s eyes drifted toward the camera’s view as if she heard the shutter. She frowned. Then she waved her hand toward Amberly and shook her head. No pictures.
Of course no pictures—she instantly felt stupid, like an old nerd who was perving out on their fine young bodies. The camera dropped, and she rose out of the water, letting it dangle against her chest from the strap around her neck.
Cass gave Cassidy head, and she watched. His hands cupped her skull, and she bobbed on him while struggling to accept his girth in her mouth. It didn’t last long, Cass just looking to get his cock wet, and she rose, took Cassidy’s hand and led him to shore. She caught Amberly’s eye, looking over Cassidy’s shoulder and she winked and gave her head a nod to come and join them. Her thighs tightened again and her stomach cramped.
The two of them went to their knees together in the rocky sand, then fell to their hips. Cass rolled to her back while their lips joined and Cassidy got over top of her, Cass putting her long legs out on either side of him.
The camera came up, and she snapped some more pictures, put it down before she was caught. Cassidy reared up, and while Cass stroked his big brown cock, he pulled his Stroud shell off and tossed it farther up the beach. Cass laughed and lay back again, her jacket parted, her breasts flattened on her chest, her nipples scoring along the zippered edges of the open jacket. Arms out beside her, hands planted in the sand, Cassidy lowered over her, hair hanging down. They kissed again, the two of them gyrating their hips even though his cock wasn’t inside her yet.
Amberly made her way to the shore, staying a dozen feet away from their writhing bodies. She watched them, put her camera up on the grassy edge, turned and stood, one hand on a hip. Cass waved her over without even looking, just her tanned hand leaving Cassidy’s muscled body to give her an easy and cool ‘come hither,’ then back on her handsome stud, running up and down his ribs and waist.
She watched the head of his cock as it ran up and down Cass’s belly, filling up the cup of her navel. She knew she should go but that ache in her womb just wanted to watch it go in her. Watch these two hot human beings copulate. She stepped closer.
Cass heard her footsteps in the sand and she broke from a kiss and turned. With a sexy smile, she said, “Take your things off, Amberly.”
It knocked the wind out of her; a grunting exhale that flexed her stomach. She pulled her tank top up and over her head, threw it in the grass, stood and watched some more. After a while she snapped the button on her shorts and drew her zipper a quarter of the way down.
Cassidy drew his perfect ass back, wiggled as he nestled that plump cock head into Cass’s box and then sunk himself into her. Cass drew a pained inhale and Amberly groaned again. She ached to be the one penetrated. Ached to feel a big, thick cock go inside her hot pussy while she looked into the black eyes of a devilishly handsome model. Her knees literally wobbled, and she felt dizzy. Cass’s face went through a range of expression, from pain to shock to pleasure. She ran her hands over Cassidy’s back and dragged her nails over his tanned muscles that rippled in the sunlight as he began to fuck her without a condom.
“Oh, fuck, yes,” Cass whispered into his long hair near his ear as she wrapped her arms around his neck and hiked her knees up higher to receive him.
Standing there in her sports bra and half open shirt, Amberly looked down at her own body. Once, so long ago, tanned, skin now pasty, and pale, and a little soft looking. She’d been an athlete once; never lean like these two beauties but always confident and capable. But office life and bad eating had taken its toll.
She watched them for a while until the ache to fuck became so bad a headache bloomed, opening like a flower just between her eyes. She forced her jaw to release. She had been grinding her teeth in syncopation to the beautiful thrusts of Cassidy’s ass as he drove that cock into Cass and made her make the most amazing squeals.
She swallowed. Rolled her head on her neck. Backed away.
Tank top back on, she grabbed her camera and headed up the grass to the trail, her wet Tevas squeaking unable to hide the sound of a beautiful model crying out in orgasm behind her.
Up at the van again she put the camera inside and sat on the edge of the open door. Pants unzipped, she pulled the front of her panties out and looked inside them. They were stained high, almost to the waistband, sticky strands of her excitement jiggled, connected from her swollen labia to the pink cotton. Her finger stroked over her flesh. She need to get fucked. She need to get fucked so bad.
Up again, she snatched up her phone and drew up her messenger, fired off a message to the best man in her whole life.
Amberly: thinking about you. Just wanted you to know I love you

She tossed the phone next to her camera, slammed the chaperone’s door closed, turned and marched back to the trail. By the time she neared the stream she was almost running.

ONE BY ONE, the pictures came through to the folder in Amberly’s cloud. The Stroud cloud.
Cam sat in his white leather swivel office chair with the view of Madison Park out the broad expanse of his home office window. Amberly’s camera shunted her pictures from camera body to laptop and when her phone was nearby, acting as a hotspot, preview JPEGs uploaded by 4G to the cloud. Cam watched them as they were revealed, tightened with an erotic intensity he never could have expected.
Amberly’s eyes were seeing this. Amberly was there, live and in person, seeing this hot nude man, seeing this hot nude girl. Watching them kiss and touch each other.
Home from work to go for a quick run with Vinnie then change clothes for his afternoon meeting, he stopped in to his home office to spend some cyber-time with her, purposely checking the cloud to see how the shoot was going. Just missed her, just missed her so much. Thought it would feel like he was with her if he saw her progress. Once he saw the pictures, he sat down. Once he saw the direction they began to suggest, he canceled his meeting. Once he saw the photo of pretty girl-Cassidy clutching the prominent pants-bulge of boy-Cassidy, he pushed his chair back and had to stretch out on the floor and come to grips with what was happening.
Then he saw Amberly’s text. He’d missed it on his run.
His heart pounded wildly, his neck felt hot and swollen; his cheeks were flush, his ears burning. He couldn’t breathe, he wanted to tear his shirt off and roar. Most importantly he wanted more. A lot more. He wanted to see what would happen next. Wanted to know how bad it would get. Wanted to stab at the part of his brain that seemed to crave badness, seemed to respond to his wife’s lusty participation, wanted to steer his thoughts to dark places; maybe she would be in the next picture, girl-Cassidy snapping one where she stood in the river next to the good looking guy with the big dick.
Amberly: thinking about you. Just wanted you to know I love you

In conjunction with the images revealed in the cloud, that was the text from a woman who was going to fuck another man and looked to shed some of the guilt. Given how slow the images would transfer, it was happening right now, he was sure of it. Right now, Amberly had her knees up and that male model was fucking her with that fat cock. That big thing was scoring in and out of his wife right now, stretching her, making her cry out. She would come for sure. Another man would make her come today.
And the craziest, wildest thing? He did nothing to stop it.
He could pick up the phone, call her now, say Whatever it is you’re going to do, please, please, baby, don’t. Instead, he sat here and thought about it. Thought about what it would look like, thought about the sounds she would make, thought about the cute way she twisted her face up when he would first enter her. What would it look like if the man had a thicker cock? What would her face do then? Would she kiss him? Suck his cock? Get him good and wet before he fucked her? Or was she so wet in anticipation of his hot body and big dick they’d just bang it out in the back of the chaperone where he and she had done it many times, all over the continent.
Why would he fantasize about the woman he loved getting fucked by this guy? It was the sort of thing that should throw him into a rage, not turn him on. But it did turn him on. His dick responded remarkably, straining against the inside of his running shorts until he was forced to free it. It responded with throbbing relief and a propulsion of clear pre-come that continued to pulse from the slit and roll down his shaft to bead up against his underwear. But masturbating while he fantasized would be something he wouldn’t do. Shouldn’t do. He shouldn’t pleasure himself while he thought about Amberly with her knees up to her ears getting reamed out by some stud’s cock while she cried and panted. It was just so fucking, fucking hot. Where would the Cassidy girl be? Would she sit and watch? The thought that she would join in, maybe kiss his wife while she got porked by a big sausage seized his heart suddenly.
“Oh God, oh shit,” he sighed and surrendered to the insane pounding lust. His hand gripped his cock and it twitched then spit out another flux of clear semen.
Another picture was loading on his huge monitor: The two Cassidys face to face in the water, sure, he’d seen that, but now his wife had taken a close up shot of girl-Cassidy’s pretty hand wrapped around the thick, reddish brown vein-wriggled cock of boy-Cassidy, his huge cock head pointing at the camera, the pee hole stretched wide. Amberly took a close-up picture of the guy’s cock.
“Shit, Cam, seriously, man, what is wrong with you?” he sighed as he began to stroke.
What was she doing so far away without him, right this minute?




                         CHAPTER SEVEN  

HE WATCHED her face as she came. She snarled, bared her clenched teeth to him, hissed through them; he had three fingers inside her and her walls crushed them. Her knees clamped together and squeezed the air out of his lungs. She was strong, really strong. He wheezed.
Amberly gasped, her nails pressing into his back; she grunted and grunted, and slowly the hinge of her jaw opened and he saw those perfect white teeth connected by a shimmering silver strand and she croaked long and draggy. Slowly the death grip her thighs had on him released and he could breathe again as well. He slipped his fingers from out of her and they made a sucking sound.
Now that expression of orgasm crumpled. Her lower lip bowed, the corners of her mouth tugged down, and her eyes narrowed into trembling lines. She turned her face away, rolled one shoulder to hide herself. She rolled to her side, and he gave her room to move as she drew her knees up protectively and tucked both her hands together under her cheek.
“What do you mean?” she whimpered.
“I saw the photos, Amberly.”
“I’m not a slut,” she whispered. “How can you say that?”
He opened and closed his hand, making a fist then releasing it to a flat palm, watching her sticky wetness on his fingers then wiped his hand on the bed covering. He said, “Did you sleep with him?”
She exhaled, puffing her lips as though she were offended, rolling her eyes. “No,” she whispered.
“Look at me, Amberly,” he said and touched her hip.
She opened her shoulder but kept her hips turned, her head rolled to look up at him. He ran hair away from her face. She said, “What did you see?”
“Your camera updated previews to the cloud. I saw the pictures you took of them, the two Cassidys.”
She just stared and her eyes grew wet while he watched. She blinked tears.
He said, “I saw them in the river naked. I saw her put her hand on his erection. Saw her go down on him. They had sex on the beach and you watched.”
Her eyes darted away to the door where she’d come in.
He asked again: “Did you fuck him?”
“I told you I didn’t,” she said without looking.
“Look in my eyes, Amberly. Tell me you didn’t fuck him.”
She rolled her head back to look up at him. “Why didn’t you tell me you saw the pictures?”
“Why didn’t you tell me you took them? Did you fuck him?”
“No,” she said in an irritated tone. “Why haven’t you told me that you thought I did? Why haven’t you ever mentioned it, Cam?” Now she covered her breasts up by folding her arms over them, trying to stuff them back into her tight dress’s cups.
He chuckled lightly, feeling his heartbeat in his neck, feeling that building excitement again. “The truth is crazy.”
She frowned with puzzlement. “What’s the truth?” she asked.
He sighed a long preparatory exhale. “I was enjoying ... wondering if you did or not.”
She coughed with disbelief. “You enjoyed that?”
He nodded. “I did.”
Eyes closed, she shook her head, mouth open as if to speak, struggling to comprehend his meaning. “Cam ...? I ...”
“I liked to fantasize you did ...”
“You’re crazy.”
“You didn’t? Didn’t do anything?”
Both hands came up to cover her face, and she shook her head no. “Cam, I didn’t.”
“You swear?”
She peeked at him through her cupped hands. “You wanted me to?”
“No,” he said, shaking his head now. “Not then. I watched the photos come through and I thought I was going to go crazy. I was in a rage and I was ... in love.With you, in love with what I was seeing, knowing you were seeing it too, seeing it and taking pictures, maybe coaxing them.”
“You want it now?”
“I’ve thought about it every day for the last eight months.”
“Are you serious?”
“I am. It drives me wild. Races my heart. I hope you didn’t ... But I want to hear that you did. I want to hear that you did, and you loved it, but you regret it.”
“I didn’t” she said again.
“You can tell me the truth.”
Face covered in her hands again she shook with laughter. The sound of her laughter also sounding a little like crying. He ran a hand over her shoulder, back and forth. When she removed her hands, her eyes were wet with tears that ran over her temples and into her ears. But she smiled. “I can tell you the truth?”
“Please, tell me the truth,” he said, pulling her hands away.
“Let me sit up,” she said, and he got off her, sat on the bed next to her. Amberly sat up, shook her hair out, dabbed at her eyes with the pads of her ring fingers. She sniffed loudly then laughed, sighed, “Oh, man.”
“Tell me what you did, Amberly.”
“You won’t be mad?” she asked without looking.
His hand went to her back and rubbed a circle that gently shook her. “I swear I won’t be,” he whispered, his heart absolutely drumming away in his eardrums, his cock turning to steel—and yet, he wasn’t okay, he was also mad.
“I wanted to so bad my stomach hurt. And Cam ...” Now she turned to face him and he saw the distress in her eyes. “Cam, I would have. I wanted to and I would have.”
“They didn’t want you?”
“No, Cam, they wanted me. They asked me to join them a couple times.” Her gaze went to the floor, and he felt that rising tide of rage again; a desire to reject completely the idea of her with someone else, but knowing deep down it wouldn’t go away. Not until the deed was done.
“So what stopped you?”
“I watched them on the beach. I got self-conscious because ... I wasn’t as beautiful as them.” This last part she whispered.
“You’re crazy, Amberly,” he said, hand on her back again. “You’re so incredible.”
“I went back to the van and left them to do whatever it was they wanted to do.”
“Okay.”
“Then, Cam, my stomach hurt so bad thinking about it, I went back, looking to really do it.”
“Can I tell you how hot that is,” he gasped, hand going instinctively to his chest to protect his out-of-control heart that seemed to bounce around against his ribcage like it wanted out. “Goddamnit, Amberly.”
“I went back, and they were done. If they were still going at it when I got there ... I don’t know, Cam ... I had every intention of joining in.”
“Oh man,” he sighed, looking up to the ceiling, wanting to loosen his tie, but he wasn’t even wearing one. His skin crawled, and he wanted to get out of here—run down the hallway screaming—and wanted at the same time to throw her down right now and pound himself into her until he ejaculated. But what still overrode all of it was most disturbing: he wanted to send her out like a frail little goat into a lion’s cage and see which one of those predators would jump on her first and have their way with her.
“Cam?”
He looked to her, saw she was crying.
She said, “I’m so sorry.”
His arms went around her and he held her. She didn’t cry, but he felt the wet heat from her face as though she would. He whispered, “You lost your nerve when you went back?”
She nodded, her chin jabbing up and down against his collar. She pushed away from him.
“But Cam, I watched them again. We hung out, and we drank and smoked and we had a good time. Had a fire, ate some food and watched the stars. They did it again by the fire and I watched them. Watched it ...”
When she paused too long, he asked: “Watched what?”
“Watched his thing go in and out of her.”
He exhaled shaky breaths against her ear and it made her chuckle.
“That really turn you on?” she asked him.
He took her hand and put it between his legs.
“This is crazy, Cam,” she said, her eyes watching her fingers trace over the shape of his hardness pushing his pants out.
“Take it out,” he said.
She gave him a funny little sheepish smile, but there was a twinkle in her eye. She gave a breathy snort then tugged down his zipper. She parted the fly then the front of his boxers and his cock sprouted straight up at her.
Before her hand went around it she ran a finger over the tip and drew away a long thin strand of his semen. While she stroked him a little she said, “There’s more.”
“There is?” he gasped as white sheets of pleasure clouded his vision with what her hand did.
“I watched it go in and out of her. I touched myself through my pants. I never took my clothes off in front of them. What kind of person am I? Then he pulled it out of her and I watched him shoot it on her tummy.”
“Jesus, Amberly,” he sighed, like he was going to die.
“Am I a slut? Why would I want to see that?”
“It was hot.”
“Yeah, it was,” she admitted sullenly. “But it was another man. Not my husband. I watched another man’s sperm come out of him.”
“Did you like his cock?” he ventured.
“I did,” she whispered. “I wanted it pretty bad, but I never touched it. She offered me to help her, you know … oral … and I said no. But Cam, when I got home what did I do?”
“We did it in the front hall. I was waiting for you.”
She chuckled, still watching her hand stroking up and down his slick cock, absolutely gleaming with his pre-come. “We did it twice. Right in the hall before I even got my shoes or jacket off while Vinnie ran around us barking.”
“I needed it so bad,” he said.
“Me too. Because I love you and this is my favorite cock in the whole world.”
After he sighed with pleasure, feeling her loving hand on his aching hardness and all the pent up emotion he’d bottled up over the last eight months, he said, “You never take any pictures of my cock.”
She winced when she figured out what he meant. “I’m so embarrassed,” she said.
“If you looked like you do now, you would have fucked them? Had a threesome?”
She nodded. “I think so.”
“I’m serious, Amberly. I want you to do it. There’s three guys out there who want you—”
“Cam, don’t be—”
“Amberly, listen, I’m not asking, I’m telling you to do it. How about that?”
“Cam, we’re married ...”
“Five minutes ago you asked Ryan to take his cock out of his pants, don’t act like you don’t want this.”
She smirked, one side of her sweet face sneering. He’d caught her, and she knew it. “I was just playing. I don’t know if I can really do it, Cam. Really—we’re husband and wife. We’re married.”
“Marriage?—that’s just a piece of paper that we signed. Bureaucratic entanglement. What we have—really have—is more important than what we put our signatures on.”
“Holy shit,” she laughed. “You really want this.”
He cupped her cheeks and looked in her eyes. “Don’t do it if you don’t want. But I’m telling you I want it. It’s not the detriment you think.”
“It is, you’re my husband,” she said, letting his cock go and resting her wrists on his shoulders. “In the end, I was glad I didn’t have sex with Cassidy.”
He said, “You changed that day. Got in shape. Worked out like crazy. Like you were maybe wanting to be ready the next time you had a chance. Now’s your chance. You like Ryan.”
He looked at that sweet face. That innocent rationality. She had a badness in her though, and she could dance around it all she wanted, he knew it was there.
“It won’t change us?” she asked.
“Amberly, I love you. I’ve spent almost every day with you since we were nineteen. We lived in a cramped van for three years with a stinky dog. We have an amazing life. I think you kind of want this and I’m telling you I definitely want it.”
“This is so fucking hot,” she sighed. “But I don’t think I can really do it, Cam.”
“That’s okay, Amberly. You don’t have to. Just let whatever happens happen. You asked that guy out there to take his cock out of his pants so you could take a look at it. You think he’s going to forget that?”
She smirked and shook her head no.
He said, “Let him lead. See what happens. Let it all go.”
She stared at nothing and he watched her unseeing eyes darting back and forth and he wondered what she envisioned. How did she see it playing out? What were the secret dirty things she might want tonight but be afraid to tell him? He wanted to know so bad.
Hands gripping both her shoulders, he gave her a little shake, and she looked in his eyes. “Amberly, you don’t have to be the seductress. You don’t have to make it happen.”
“I’m chicken,” she admitted in a whisper.
He said, “Put your bikini on.”
“Why?” she said.
“We’ll go out in the hot tub.”
“Oh yeah?” she said. And he saw it there. That wasn’t a Hey, no way, mister that was an I’m listening.
He continued: “Show them your body. I want to see their faces when you show it to them.”
“You do?”
“You’re so fucking hot. I want you to drive them crazy. Amberly, you were always gorgeous but I know you’re proud of how you look now. Show them it. You liked them looking at your legs. Show them your fucking round, perfect ass. Show them that hard as rock tummy.”
“My bikini?” she said speculatively but with an undertone she knew she would do it as well as he did.
“Come on,” he said and got off the bed, his eager dick pointing out of the gap of his pants. He zipped up. “Come on, put on your bikini.”
“Okay,” she whispered. Getting into it now.
Third drawer from the bottom of the dresser, with the things they’d folded and put away there fresh from housekeeping this morning, would be her teal bikini. Three months ago they spent two weeks in the Dominican and her skin against that color fabric would drive any man out of his mind.
He was practically shaking. “Get your dress off,” he said, coming up behind her while she was bent over the drawer, grabbing the hem of her dress and pulling it up.
“Okay, okay,” she said, getting mad.
“Let’s go, let’s go,” he said, opening the drawer, finding her tiny bikini and handing it to her.
She turned around, her dress bunched up around her waist wearing only her panties that he noticed sat askew, her bared, wet pussy visible. She pushed them down and kicked them away. Now she shrugged out of her dress, turning her back to him for some reason, pulling it over her head, and he watched the muscles of her back. Goddamn she was beautiful. She threw the dress away and with her bikini top pinched under the point of her chin, stepped through the holes of her bikini bottom.
He picked up her panties laying at his feet. When she turned, tying the strings of her bra behind her neck, she presented herself to him.
“You want this,” he said the evidence in his hand apparent. Her panties were pink—the same shade as the dress she had worn. The crotch and front stained darkly with her copious excitement.
She lunged forward, the muscles in her body jumping, and she snatched it angrily out of his hand. “Give me that,” she said and threw it in the corner.
When she turned back, he had her, hands gripped on her bare waist and pulling her back to the bed. She sat on his lap and he ran his hands over her hot tight body. “Let’s go out there, show them what you got. You can’t do anything wrong, okay?”

“I’M NOT GOING to do anything,” she said.
“That’s fine, Amberly. I said just come out with me. Do it for me. I want to see their faces when they take a look at what they could have.”
“Could have?” she laughed. “I’ll do it for you,” she said, got up and put her bare feet on the floor. She trotted out ahead of him, putting her hand on the door lever and pausing, giving him a frightful face. He nodded, his face tense with what they were about to do. What he was about to watch his wife do. They left the bedroom together.
The suite’s living area was empty, but bright halogen spots lit up on the back balcony. Steam rose up into the snow scattered night.
Behind her, Cam whispered, “They’re in the tub. Come on.”
Now her fingers began to tingle and while she wanted to run back into the bedroom and cover up she also wanted to know—to see—their reaction to all the skin she bared. “Okay, okay,” she said briskly, and she could tell Cam could sense her excitement.
Her feet danced across the floor ahead of him. At the doorway to the back deck, the French doors had been left open, the fire roaring still on their right, the lights turned down low ... outside two of them were sitting in the tub. Side by side, Sasha and Lawson drank beers and talked to each other while the hot water churned at their chests. On the left, Ryan sat in a wooden chair still fully clothed. When they saw her, they all stopped talking.
She walked out ahead of Cam, stepping down two steps, hands crossing over her stomach, timid but with absolutely no reason to be. Out of politeness, none of them said anything, but their hungry eyes communicated everything. She cleared her throat and said, “How’s the water?”
Sasha said, “Perfect,” shaking his head as if to physically remove his eyes which had stuck on her as she walked into the light in just the tiniest bikini. She had never felt more revealed in her life.
Sasha and Lawson sipped their beers and watched her again through narrow eyes. At her feet were discarded clothes. Peeping out behind a belt still wound through the pants’ loops she saw white cotton. It occurred to her that could be underwear, and the thought that they might be in the tub waiting for her and not wearing a thing kicked her in the stomach with a sudden onset of Lady Blue balls.
With his hands on her shoulders, Cam whispered, “You want me to ask them to stand up and you can see if their dicks are big, too?”
She turned, and faced him, showing mirth and shock. “What do you mean?”
“They’re naked in there.”
“No, they’re not,” she said, but she thought they really might be. Cam had seen the underwear, too, maybe.
“I think they are,” he said.
She turned back to face them, inhaled deeply, preparing herself for what she would do. They couldn’t be naked. Would they be so bold? I mean maybe Ryan, but he wasn’t even in the tub. He danced dirty with her right in front of her husband, pressing his cock into her, and just when things were getting a little bit strange had the nerve to hug her before she went into the bedroom to talk to her husband. Kissed her neck and touched her breasts. She felt his arousal and even asked to see it. That was on her though, wasn’t it? She’d been sending out all sorts of signals to all of them, hadn’t she? Maybe she wanted this more than she realized.
She took a step up and rested her bare foot over the crest of the fiberglass tub set in a cedar dais. She flexed for them, acted like she didn’t, then lowered a toe to touch the water, showing off the pedicure she got the first day after the convention. “It is nice,” she said.
Sasha rested his bottle behind him on the deck, turned back and put his arms to rest on the lip of the tub and said, “Come on in and sit with us.”
She turned to see Ryan watching her steadfastly, his eyes glued to her bared body. There was a tug again. Ryan had made advances, and those advances had prickled part of her brain, but these other two guys were also hot, too. Not as tall but definitely as good-looking. It would be thrilling beyond belief to sit in the tub with them. Sitting was fine, and she would see what happened.
“All right,” she said, “I’m coming in,” stepping forward, lowering her feet one at a time to step on the seat, the water coming up to her knees.
Lawson said, “Why are you wearing a suit?”
“Dignity,” she said. Then ventured, “Are you not wearing anything?”
Both of them shrugged and smiled. She shook her head and laughed. Her eyes dashed across the surface of the water, looking through its warbled surface. Didn’t see the brightness of underwear, or a flash of color under there, just dark skin color. Was she getting into a tub with two naked men? Two hot naked men.
She sat down in the hot water. Behind her, Cam went and sat next to Ryan, imitating the way he sat, hands clasped together at his knees and watching her in the hot tub. She turned and watched Sasha and Lawson put their heads back, their Adam’s apple’s moving as they opened their mouths and let snowflakes fall onto their tongues.
Lawson looked to her and said, “Come and sit with us, you’re facing the wrong way.”
She said, “I’m looking at the slope.”
He said, “You’re looking into the lights that way, come sit here and look up at the sky.”
“Okay,” she said, darting a worried glance to her husband who fixed her with a serious stare. She bobbed across and set herself right between them. She could feel their bodies touching her sides. She let her head fall back to rest on the tub like they did, looked up at all the stars over the skyline of the hotel, opened her mouth and let snowflakes touch her tongue.

THREE BEAUTIFUL PEOPLE relaxed in his hot tub, faces turned up to the starlight and the fluttering snow. Next to him, Ryan said, “Could you be more fucking lucky?”
“Tell me about it,” he said and laughed.
“Your wife is gorgeous.”
“I know. And she’s so smart.”
“How do you meet a girl like that?”
“School. We went to university together. Been with her since we were nineteen. We’ve been married for four years now.”
“She’s a rare one,” he said, and Cam saw his profile as he stared at Amberly in the tub.
“She is. We’re perfect for each other.”
Ryan turned his head toward Cam but kept his gaze cast sideways, watching Amberly with her head back and her tongue out trying to catch snowflakes on it. Ryan said, “I’ve never met a girl like her before. It would drive me crazy to see her in that tub with other men.”
“Drives me crazy,” he said. “But I’m happy for her.”
“I wondered,” Ryan said.
He looked over and saw him staring into the tub again. Now he followed his gaze and saw that the three of them had come closer together. Sasha’s eyes were closed, no longer looking up at the stars. Lawson licked his lips, watched Amberly’s turquoise bosom as the hot bubbling water lapped against it. Amberly’s mouth was also open and her tongue pressed the corner of her parted lips. The blades of both her shoulder muscles seemed to twitch.
He grew fixated on that movement. It looked as though her hands were touching them under the water. It looked as though she might have one hand in each of their laps. His heart reeled, and those confident words he’d just uttered to Ryan, But I’m happy for her, were suddenly hollow. He wasn’t ready for this. Dirty talk was way easier.
“Oh man,” he wheezed and leaned forward, his chest so tight he clutched it.
Now he was sure of it: movement of her upper arms, movement in her shoulders; she was jerking them off underneath the water.
He looked to Ryan, and Ryan’s eyes bored into the action. He licked his own lips, frowning, trying to reason whether he also was seeing what he was seeing.
Ryan smiled a slow and easy smile. Without looking at Cam, he said, “We’re all going to fuck her, aren’t we?”
“That’s up to her,” he said, and couldn’t believe he’d uttered the words. It felt like someone else had said it, and they echoed in his head as his breaths came quicker and quicker.
“We’re going to fuck her. I knew it on the dance floor,” Ryan said confidently.
On the dance floor. Before he’d ever agreed to this. How was Amberly dancing with them?
In the tub, Sasha leaned in for a kiss, and Cam watched Amberly tilt her chin and let him nuzzle at her neck.
Cam went instantly to a steel bolt. He lifted himself off the chair, his body rigid with churning chemicals. Rage and lust, jealousy, all colliding, twisting his body up. He wanted to go over and take her out of there, put an end to it. And yet he wanted to see more. Want to see much more.
Lawson leaned forward now, his hand coming around over top of where she must be gripping him under the water, his hand touching her tummy, and maybe lower …
His mouth went dry. “Wow,” he sighed.
Lawson kissed her shoulder blade, his hand doing something underneath the water, his lips pressed to her shining wet skin, suckling on the point of her collar, Amberly’s breath beginning to heave her back.
“Oh wow,” Ryan mimicked for him, and he stood up. He pulled his V-neck shirt over his head and Cam watched—saw the bulge in his black pants, saw the shape of what he had shown Amberly in the closet. He unzipped it, pushed his pants down. His cock was huge, semirigid, pointing out and curving down, bouncing between his legs as he pulled his feet out of his pants.
Cam put out a hand to stop him, then closed it in a fist and let it drop. He watched the man’s bare ass lifting and flexing as he walked to the hot tub. His waist was slim, he had no body fat, shoulders were broad. His cock bounced between his legs and Cam could see it from behind.
Amberly’s eyes opened, and she watched him coming. Her lips parted. Even Sasha and Lawson’s eyes were drawn between Ryan’s legs. He stepped up to the lip of the tub, then down, sinking into the water across from them.




                         CHAPTER EIGHT  

RYAN WAS gorgeous and unbelievably hung. She’d seen his penis before, just half of it pulled free from a zipper. Now she saw him unabashedly naked.
His body was beautiful and his cock looked enormous set in his narrow hips. Bigger than Cassidy even, though she’d suspected that. The same girth but a hand length longer.
He set himself down in the hot tub and she watched the tight skin of his midsection bunch as he brought his knees up and sunk his rump into the water, the whole time with his eyes on hers and that knowing smirk. She went bashful again, but this time didn’t avert her eyes. There was something bold happening inside her.
In her hands, she held the soft, warm, yet hardening members of two men who weren’t her husband. The first penises she’d touched since she was probably eighteen. And now there were two of them, one in each hand. She liked their feel, liked the way they wriggled, liked how she could feel their pulse. Underwater they floated, their testicles rising up to rest on her pinky fingers. Her thumbs stroked their glans’, and she had complete control of them.
Lawson’s hand rested on her tummy, flat as a drum these days. She parted her legs and waited for him to touch her. Sasha kissed her neck, and she tilted her head to allow it. He had a beautiful face. Thick, sandy blond hair not unlike the color of her own, icy blue eyes, wide cheekbones and a wide chin, and sultry lips that felt nice suckling on her skin.
Both of them were uncircumcised. Her husband wasn’t. They felt funny in her hand, but not the first ones she’d experienced. Before they got too hard, she enjoyed pinching their foreskins between thumb and forefinger.
Back in the bedroom she had no idea this is where she would end up. There was a small chance, sure, but she thought if anything were to happen it would be her and Ryan. Then for whatever reason, seeing the looks on their faces when they took her body in raced her heart. Losing the weight wasn’t easy. But when she felt her body so close to theirs, could feel their electric presence, the surface of her skin prickled. She thought What if they were naked?
What if she was in a hot tub between two hot guys and they wore nothing at all? It was exciting. Their hips touched hers. Then her hands went along her own skin, getting bold, traveling across touching their thighs, feeling their muscles jump as her nails dragged on their skin. Her heart just about beat out of her chest as she slowly let her hands travel up the inside of two men’s thighs. They weren’t wearing anything at all. She found their bare scrotums, their penises floating in the water. She ran her fingers over their shapes, lightly gripped them. That was all it took for her to know that she did want to do this. Lawson’s penis was long but not as thick as Cam’s. Sasha’s felt as thick as Cam’s but longer.
And now, here was the one who had instigated the feelings in her. Who had most likely instigated the feeling in her husband, too. Brought up some humming, dark star inside him, something he’d hidden from her for eight months, her husband liking to think she’d had sex with Cassidy. It just hit her: her husband had probably masturbated to the vision of her fucking Cassidy. It was the kind of thing that should make a wife mad, but the sudden notion just down-shifted and she was given all the torque she’d need to climb the steepest of hills. Yes, sitting across from her: handsome Ryan. Confident and tall Ryan. The kind of guy who made all girls’ hearts go pitter-patter. Eyeing her, watching her with his head tilted as she was kissed and caressed by two men and she returned the favor, stroking their organs under the water. She smiled.
And now it was happening, Lawson’s hand slipping underneath her bikini bottom and finding her bare sex. Another milestone. The first man besides her husband to touch her between her legs in eight years now. She was wet. Under the water, her excitement produced slickness that moved the pads of his middle fingers across her membranes like silk. She moaned.
Sasha’s hands ran the shoulder straps of her bikini top over her shoulders and she arched her back. He pulled the cups away, and she looked down to see her rosy brown nipples hardened into tight buds. He kissed her collar, and she leaned back to lift her breasts higher out of the water. Lawson’s probing finger sought her aperture, and she parted her thighs wider. He sunk his middle finger inside her body and she moaned like a cat. Mournful sounds, because something was changing in their lives. But she liked, it and her husband liked it too.
She saw now Cam taking his shirt off, unzipping his pants and pushing them down. He was hard as steel, his erection pointing up to the stars. He wasn’t smiling, but she could see the excitement in his eyes. As he stepped up to the edge of the tub, mouth hanging open, his expression pulled down in tense horror. He slipped into the tub next to Ryan.

THE LOOK on Amberly’s face was priceless. He slipped in to the tub completely naked, the hot, bubbling water exciting against his skin, the sight of his wife with three handsome men exploding his heart.
She bobbed across to him, bare breasts slipping up and down in the water, flashing him her hard, brown nipples. She came to him, her thighs on either side of his, her strong arms circling around his neck.
“You were right, Cam,” she said.
“About what?”
“They were naked in here.”
He laughed a little, seeing how she was trying to be funny with him. He said, “Did you touch them?”
“I did,” she whispered. Then, “Isn’t this crazy?” she asked, eyes locked on his, her voice just a soft breath, communication meant for just her and her husband.
His hands went up her sides, over her rib cage and stroking her shoulder blades. He said, “It’s so crazy.”
She said, “What are we doing?”
“Whatever you want to do.”
Her face grew troubled, and though she looked in his eyes hers were distant. She struggled.
He said, “It’s okay, Amberly. Do it. I want you to.”
“Do what?” she whispered coyly, biting her lower lip and her body practically writhing under his hands.
But it was obvious what was going to happen. Lawson and Sasha joined them; Lawson on the left, Sasha on the right, both of them bare, the tip of Sasha’s erection poking above the water. When their hands touched her wet back, he couldn’t help a groan of excitement.
Amberly closed her eyes, tilted her chin up and he reached to kiss her throat. This time whispering to the sky and not to him, she said again, “What are we doing?”
While he sucked on her throat, he felt the tendons flex, knew that she looked to her left. Looked for the one she expressed the desire for her. His wife had a little crush on Ryan. His lips smacked as they pulled from her collar and he watched her. Head turned, looking for Ryan who raised up out of the water. Still on his knees, he bobbed behind her.
“What’s he going to do?” she whispered to him.
He said, “Just let him.”
He could feel Ryan’s feet touching his own. Then long, tanned fingers stroked at her sides, moving up and down, and Amberly arched her back and thrust her rump toward this other man. His hands came down, those fingers hooking into the turquoise bikini bottoms, slipping back and forth, tugging left and right, working them down her hips. Amberly helped, seesawing, and Ryan pulled them down her thighs. She jostled, legs lifting off as Ryan pulled her bikini bottoms right off under the water.
She sighed, an excited sound; the thought that she was exposed to this man now had his wife’s heart racing, knowing this handsome man saw her most intimate part. She was letting them, exposing herself, still arching her back and thrusting her rump out, tilting to show Ryan that bright pink sex that Cam loved so well.
Head turned over her shoulder, watching her stud in her periphery, Lawson and Sasha still stroked at her back, Lawson rubbing her arm now. His foot went onto the bench, and he raised out of the water next to Cam, his penis fully exposed, water streaming down the hard shaft and running a dripping line from his scrotum.
Amberly gasped and Cam looked down her body to see that Ryan had got on his knees and began licking at her.
He whispered to her, “That’s it, Amberly, let them do it. Go crazy.”
She worked her hips side-to-side, gasping and moaning, her head lowering, coming forward, forehead resting on his shoulder. He kissed her ear. Something Ryan did made her jump with electricity. She made a bright, lustful sound, her head whipping up. She looked into Cam’s eyes, her gaze hazy and distant. Then he watched as those beautiful pupils tracked to the left. Lawson ran his fingers through her hair, working to cup the back of her skull. His penis presented to her, Amberly studied it. She watched the water run from his scrotum, and her face drifted closer. Her mouth hung open from what Ryan did between her legs and Cam watched that slippery pink tongue run from between her pouting lips, rest near the base of Lawson’s cock, then slowly run its length, lifting off at the stretched skin were head met shaft. Amberly licked her lips then bit them, pulled them between her teeth, face turning to Cam’s now, eyes frightened, expression paused somewhere between shame and horror. She’d just put her tongue on another man’s penis. He smiled, kissed her cheek, and she closed her eyes.
“You’re beautiful,” he said. “Do it,” he added. “Do it.”
Her eyes opened again, and she drew back, mouth falling open in ecstasy as Ryan used his mouth on her pussy. She still looked troubled, watching him through narrowed lashes. He looked in those slitted eyes and nodded; ran his hands up her stomach and cupped her breasts.
When she lowered to him she turned her head and Lawson ran his fingers through her hair. She gripped the shaft of his cock between her lips, ran her mouth sideways up and down, feeling the shape of the raised underside against her lips, then her tongue darting out and lapping under his scrotum, making his balls rise and fall.
Lawson’s hand came down, gripped the base of his cock and angled it downward so it stuck straight out. With his other hand still woven in her hair, he guided her mouth to the point of his cock then plunged the end into her mouth. With both hands cupped around her ears, Amberly bobbed on it. Pleasuring another man, doing it well, taking him fully in her mouth, her lips coming to a pouted point as she came to the tip, then spreading as she plunged down, nearly accepting his full-length.

LAWSON’S BODY was smooth and tan. His hips narrow, a cute belly button set high, the trace of abs where his ribs met his stomach. Virtually hairless, he still had a sexy patch of brownish hair that framed the base of his cock in a narrow, trimmed stripe. Two veins pulsed under the skin, running up from his pubis and into his flat stomach. His cock was a pretty thing; not intimidating, though it was uncircumcised, and she had only ever had firsthand experience with that one time in high school. Now he was hard, the foreskin retracted and his rosy glans swelled past it. When it went in her mouth, her brain did a funny somersault. Cam watched, and she knew he did. His eyes a foot away from her as this boyish young man pushed his hard cock past her lips. The glans stroked against her palette and her tongue depressed against the underside of his shaft. He was so hard she felt the shape of his veins against her tongue.
She performed for Cam and Lawson. Could tell what his penis liked by the way he trembled, or pushed it deeper. Could tell what her husband liked by the squeeze he put on her hanging breasts. Fortunately, they both liked the same thing. They liked when she took him deep and worked slow. So she did. Moaning and humming, letting Lawson thrust it into her, working her neck muscles to gulp him in and suck on his glans as he withdrew.
Between her legs Ryan sucked on her labia. That was for her. Sucking Lawson’s cock was good, and she enjoyed it, but most of her mind was taken away to what that handsome man did with his mouth. His tongue stroked at her, probed, teased her with shallow depth, then went wide and swathed her. His tongue had her heart racing. Her attention flip-flopped; the things Ryan did making her jump with excitement, and then a new predicament. Lawson was going to come. She could sense it. His thrusting became erratic, and he fought her slow and steady pace; demanded more friction from her mouth. She gave it to him. Her breaths came faster as she sucked and bobbed, and soon she could taste him. Taste his excitement leaking from his hole; pre-come filling her mouth and its musky scent in her nose.
The idea that she would make another man come drove her wild. Lawson so turned on by her and what they did, he was going to shoot his load in no time. She bobbed faster now, eager to bring him release, wondering if her boyish stud would squirt or dribble.




                         CHAPTER NINE  

CAM RAN his hands over her body, felt the hardness of her nipples, watched past her tailbone at the handsome brow of Ryan, eyes closed, doing something with his tongue between his Amberly’s legs.
Sasha came around the other side, raising up out of the water as well, his erection pointing upright. Amberly continued to suck, her head continued to bob up and down Lawson. Cam looked up, saw the effect his wife had. Lawson’s wet hair slicked back from his boyish face, eyes closed, head tilted up to the sky. He reached under the water and found Amber’s left hand, circled her wrist and pulled it up his body. She ran her nails over his chest and held on to his shoulder. He took that hand now, moved it off of him, holding her wrist until her fingers found Sasha’s erection. She moaned around Lawson’s cock as her fingers gripped another man now. Cam watched her thumb stroke up and down, the pad of her thumb stroking the underside of Sasha’s glans.
“Yes, oh yes,” Lawson moaned, his hips working forward and back now, thrusting his cock in and out of Amberly’s mouth. Amberly moaned as well, drool spilled over her bottom lip and swung off her chin
“That’s it, that’s it,” Lawson said, and he gripped the sides of her head, the veins standing out in his narrow arms. He was going to come inside Amberly’s mouth. Amberly knew it, too, could tell his excitement, could probably taste it, Lawson leaking in her mouth right now. She wasn’t lifting off, she wasn’t looking to take it in her hand and finish him that way, she was going to allow Lawson to ejaculate in her mouth. It stiffened Cam like steel. His stomach flipped over, not with nausea but with abrupt and frightening lust. He couldn’t wait, wanted it to happen. Wanted to see his wife please a man that way. Lawson moaned, his grunts turning to groans, then a long, low sound. Amberly’s breath snorted through her nostrils and while her mouth was fucked, his wife nodded her head. She was telling Lawson to do it.
And then he did.
Lawson roared out, his head snapped back, then he hunched forward. His hips drove deep and Amberly took it. He ejaculated in her throat and she moaned, her sounds of lust mimicking Lawson’s.
Lawson crumpled then, folding over top of her, his hands weakening on her skull, dropping and stroking her hair. His cock flopped out of her mouth and semen still sputtered. Amberly’s eyes closed, and she arched her back again from what Ryan did, gasping out to the night, head coming back and mouth falling open. Cam watched Lawson’s semen spill over her lip.
The magnitude of that moment was cherished, the incredibly dirty thing he just watched her do held like a pinpoint in his mind, seeing his wife in a complete and sexual certainty that he couldn’t imagine. Seeing her intimacy shared with other men, he rode a swell within him, surfing on it, and then she was taken from him.
Ryan kissed his way up her tailbone, his face wet, his chin and mouth showing a shine from Amberly. His hands worked up her back, under her arms and guided her to stand. They stood up together in the tub like they had on the dance floor, her back to his chest. Only now they were naked. Sasha ran his hand up the front of her thigh. Lawson watched and thumped down heavily on the bench next to Cam, splashing up water between them.
Ryan’s hand worked up her belly, cupped her breast, his other one coming up her chest and tilting her chin. She looked up and over her shoulder at him and he kissed her. They were beautiful together. Very tall, lean and muscular Ryan with his blonde wavy hair pushed back from his face, his sharp jaw tilted down, his pouted lips on Amberly’s pouted lips.
Her nipples were hard brown quarters on her creamy bosom. Her stomach rolled in and out with her excited breath, her ribs pushing out against her tight skin. At her hip, pointing up and out, was Ryan’s enormous cock, pressed against her thigh and the small of her back. He watched his wife’s hand reach around, her wrist bump against its hardness, and her fingertips finding it, wrapping its girth. She shifted to the side so she could stroke him and Cam couldn’t believe how large his cock was—it made Amberly’s hand look tiny.

THE TASTE of Lawson’s semen still washed in her mouth. More bleach than salt, that familiar taste she recognized yet distinctly different from her husband’s. And the idea that she was such a bad girl that she could tell two men apart by the taste of their semen had her heart racing.
A man she barely knew had ejaculated inside her mouth. She had done that—had provoked him to such a joyous eruption. Lawson’s slippery, slick fluids curled in viscous streams under the sides of her tongue as her mouth fell open, Ryan’s hand coming down now between her legs.
They were pleasing each other with their hands. He ran the tip of his middle finger up and down her slippery folds, her own excitement producing enough fluid to make his touch like silk. And in her hand, his prominent arousal. More than prominent. Gargantuan. By far the biggest penis she had ever seen; let alone hold in her hand. Ryan was tall, a big guy with big hands. But he wasn’t some burly monster, he had a certain elegance. But the thing between his legs was distinctly masculine. Large, oversized, hard as steel in her grip. She could feel his urgent sexuality pulsing under her fingers. She stroked him, let her fingers feel every part of him, the pads running along his underside tickling up to the point where his shaft became cloven with the two halves of the glans’ underside. She swirled the point of a finger around the puckered hole. It made him groan into her kiss. She sucked on his tongue, wondered if he could taste the other man as she did. It didn’t deter Ryan, and he took her tongue hungrily. She stroked him harder, gasped then into his mouth as his large finger probed deeper inside her, parting her petals and seeking her interior.
Her husband watched her, though her eyes were closed she knew he sat before her and watched the badness she did. Her hips worked against Ryan’s hand, her undulating seeking to accept his finger deeper. She ached for him. Ached for another man. Wondered what it would be like to be taken by this tall, good-looking, and well hung stranger. Her husband would watch her do it.
More hands touching her now, making her stomach flutter and her legs shake. She pulled from the kiss as Lawson cupped her breast, and she saw another hand, Sasha’s hand, sweeping from the other side and stroking up her thigh to touch her hipbone.
It was more than her husband who was watching. Four men were going to fuck her tonight, each of them taking their turn, driving her wild with passion as the other three watched. Watched this sexy and dirty little whore spread her legs; getting used and using them—taking their hard poles inside her body and jacking on them until she came over and over again for her own satisfaction.
And performing for them would serve as a satisfaction in its own right. It was nice to be seen; it was nice to be reduced for one night at least to nothing but a sexual being. Five of them tonight would engage in the basest acts of libertine exploration. One thing was for sure; one of them had to fuck her right now, or she was going to lose her mind.

SASHA’S HAND worked up her thigh and touched her hipbone, putting a flutter in Amberly’s stomach. His fingertips ran the crease down to her pubic pad, and she spread her legs. He touched her then. Cam watched another man finger his wife. Ryan had made her wet, made her sex full and excited and Sasha parted her plump lips with his middle finger. Cam saw it disappear inside her.
Amberly groaned and her legs quivered. Her knees buckled, and she dipped, but Ryan supported her. She gasped around his kiss but his fingertips pushed her jaw, keeping her in place. Their mouths worked over one another again and occasionally Amberly would stop so she could gasp.
Sasha watched her face as he fingered her. His finger plunged in and out and soon wet sucking sounds came from between her legs. She began to chant and gasp around Ryan’s lips. Oh God, oh yes, humming and biting her lips, then kissing Ryan again, taking his tongue, giving him hers …
Cam watched her stomach heave in and out, going round, sucking in and revealing the muscle. He watched a tremor pass through her thighs, saw her squeeze Ryan’s huge cock hard, her other hand held at her shoulder drop down, her nails digging into Sasha’s muscular forearm. Then Sasha made her come.
Cam watched his wife as she pulled from Ryan’s kiss, bit her lips, spat them out with a loud gasp; her nails ran down Sasha’s forearm and gripped his wrist, urging his thrusting finger deeper. He gave it to her, shoving it deep and wriggling. Amberly shook her hips and ground against his shaking hand. And then she cried out, collapsing in Ryan’s arms. He gripped her, hooking his forearms under her armpits as her legs gave way.
Sasha’s slippery hand opened and cupped her tummy, ran up to hold a breast. They let her down, into the water, gasping and heaving for breath.

SHE DIDN’T WANT to be let down. Behind her, Ryan’s big hands hooked underneath her arms, cradling her; Sasha loomed over her, his fingers withdrawn now, his hand caressing over her navel.
The orgasm he brought her by inserting his fingers had been mild, not an intense, zipping thing, but one that temporarily blotted her consciousness just the same. Her eardrums washed with the maritime sound of her heartbeat’s surge—but it would be temporary and she was nowhere near satisfied.
Through narrowed wet vision, she saw Cam still sitting where she’d last seen him, his face drawn but excited, his eyes wide with awe but still cursed with some element of hesitation. He’d just watched the woman he loved having an orgasm brought to her by another man. Another man had manipulated between her legs until she came; the whole while she held another man’s huge erection and her mouth still held the taste of a completely different man’s sexual product.
The soaring excitement she felt seemed to plateau for a moment as her eyes focused and she saw her husband clearly. She stared at him and showed him an expression that mimicked the very same hesitation that he felt.
This was crazy.
It was crazy, but boy had he been right—it was out of this world insane excitement. She wanted to say to him: Let’s get lost in it. Just let it all go and see where it takes us, Cam. This was your idea. This was all your idea. And as if reading her mind, that man with whom she shared the greatest connection slowly nodded his chin up and down in a straight and steady line.
A smile pulled her mouth to one side, and it crinkled her eyes. She made a snarly face at him, and her comically vain attempt at a wink. Then she was moving, getting her feet underneath her onto the fiberglass floor of the hot tub and turning, finding herself facing Ryan’s chiseled midsection, the end of his very big cock poking up out of the hot bubbling water.
She looked up at him, met his eyes and gave him a smile, too. While she held his gaze, she let her mouth fall open and ran her tongue up the underside of his cock then plunged her mouth over top of it. The head of his penis was enormous, more than a mouthful, and it forced her jaw downward. She sunk herself deeply on it, and the pleasure she gave him with her mouth sent him backward, and she followed, locked onto him, her hands coming around and up the backs of his thighs, her nails raking his perfect rump. She bobbed along with him and when he sat on the edge of the tub she raised up out of the water, bent at the waist and crouched over his lap.
Now she was intimate with that male part of him that had put a naughty tingle in her belly since he’d pressed it against her on the dance floor. Ryan sat back on the lip of the tub and put his hands out behind him, enjoying the way she admired it, eyes narrow and sultry, one cheek pulled up in a mirthful sneer. He sucked his stomach in, the hard ridges of his razor-cut abdomen flexing and rippling in the dim light. It brought his cock up to flop against his stomach, the tip of it pressing into his hard belly above his navel. Her hands went up the insides of his thighs, her eyes on his, up over his hips and smoothed over his beautiful body.
Chin dipping down, she lowered herself between his legs, ran the point of her tongue over the round shapes of his sagging testicles, felt her touch make them recoil, his scrotum pulling taut and his balls rising to hug the wide base of his shaft. Puckered lips parted, wrapping slowly around a large oblong shape, pulled it into her mouth and sucking on it. He moaned and smiled, his hand coming down to grip his shaft, pull on it and make his balls bounce a little. She took the other, held it and pulled it gently away from his body. It brought a long sighing moan from him and when he let his cock go she saw he’d produced a long shimmering strand of pre-cum that ran in a quivering strand between his urethra and his muscled belly. She wanted it in her mouth.
Now her tongue ran up the ridges of his abdomen, the hot shaft of his cock brushing wetly along her cheek. She found his excitement with her tongue, curled it into her mouth while he watched, hooked two fingers around the very base of his shaft and angled his long cock upright. Mouth closing over his plump cock head, she gave his shaft a good stroking squeeze and was rewarded with a mouthful of his clear lubricant. She chuckled around his girth, twisting her head and stroking her hand, looking in his eyes.
“You’re a bad girl,” she heard whispered next to her. Her Cam, getting close, his hand smoothing over her back. Lawson came around on her left, and from the corner of her eye she could see his erection had returned to full hardness. Another set of hands on her back, running along the narrow of her waist; Sasha lining himself up directly behind her.
The prospect of what that might mean tightened her further. Every muscle in her core went hard, she even squeezed her canal shut in anticipation. How could Cam watch another man penetrate her?




                         CHAPTER TEN  

HIS WIFE MADE love to another man’s cock with her mouth and he’d never seen anything more amazing. Sure, jealousy wound up like a cyclone when she first held it in her hand and ogled it—it was far bigger than his own. Then she was enjoying it, sucking on it, and chuckling, making eye contact with Ryan, and for whatever reason that whirlwind in him went off kilter and just dissipated; fell apart. All that was left was the dirty joy he felt watching her like this. Amberly seemed so different these days after the changes she’d made to her body. Gone was the beefy but sexy tomboy he knew, and now she was this lean little tigress whose sexy antics with other men had got him so hard he ached.
But now the biggest of steps was hastening to take place. A young and handsome man, an executive, one with sparkling and icy eyes, and long, blonde hair, lined up his erection as though he were to imminently penetrate his wife. No permission asked, this man’s focus was entirely on Amberly’s exposed sex, her rump turned up while she fellated another man as her husband watched.
Did Sasha think she was some slut, some whore? Why wouldn’t he? She wasn’t, but God, the idea that his wonderful, brilliant wife could be mistaken as worthless—just a pink hole where you stick your cock and get off inside her—was thrilling at the most gargantuan level. Yes, this was the biggest step; veritably standing on the edge of a precipice as grand as the Grand Canyon, one leg poised, ready to let your bodyweight tilt forward and see what happens ...
Sasha gripped Amberly where her hips swooped to a newly narrow waist, lining his cock up, the tip of it so close to touching her most intimate place. His cock was long, longer than his own, and bowed upright like a banana. The glans was narrow and unintimidating, unlike the one she had her mouth over. And Sasha’s body was toned and muscular, his stomach muscles flexing as the head of his cock now stroked up Amberly’s pink and glistening opening—the guy was worthy to fuck her.
As she felt it, the head of another man’s penis touching her sex, she hissed, her head tossing over her shoulder and looking to Cam. Eyes wild and worried, she asked him a million questions without opening her mouth. Couldn’t even respond to her. Tried to speak, tried to nod, but he just couldn’t communicate permission. It was okay, wasn’t it? Once it happened there was no turning back. Up till now it was just a little playing. Hands on each other, bringing some pleasure. But penetration was intimate and frightening. He wanted to say yes, he could see in her eyes she sought his permission, but his harrowed expression stayed frozen on his face.
Then she was reaching to him; her rump still presented to another man, his cock slipping into her folds. She clutched his arm, and he clutched hers back; the two of them locking forearms—his grip squeezing her on the inside of her elbow, her clawed hand sinking into his forearm, her nails digging painfully into his flesh as another man sunk himself inside her body.

“OH GOD,” she grunted, the feeling of a man who wasn’t her husband entering her strikingly uncomfortable at first. Instantly she could tell that the penis pushing inside her body was foreign; it did not belong to the man she shared her bed with since she was nineteen. It felt the same thickness, but had a bending curve in it, an upright pointing tip that stroked the posterior of her canal as it probed inside her body. Longer than Cam, she felt parts of her insides being spread that hadn’t been opened before.
Air blurted around her lips that formed a seal over the end of Ryan’s cock. She had to pull off, gripping Ryan in one hand and raising her chin, closing her eyes, her pupils almost crossing behind the shut lids. It felt so strange—intoxicating—to be penetrated deeper than what she anticipated. The knot of Sasha’s cock head pushed past the point she was used to. She curled her toes. Such a foreign and exciting feeling, now she held her breath. Then he was withdrawing, and then pushing himself back in—deeper this time, tightening the curl of her toes.
“Shoot, oh shoot, wow,” she mumbled. Her nails dug deeper into her husband’s arm and she felt his grip tighten—his fingers almost circling the narrow spot just above her elbow. “Oh wow, Cam … oh wow,” she muttered nonsensically, the ability to communicate the enormity of emotions tumbling through her—getting sticky with the wet pleasure she felt from this—almost impossible to communicate.
Cam said nothing but his familiar hand was on her now, stroking her the way he would, open palms sliding up her ribcage and cupping her shoulder and then massaging her arm, then running in circles over her rump and around her tailbone ... New hands stroked on the other side of her—a hand rubbing the middle of her back and one gripping her other elbow. Lawson joining in, watching this slut of a wife get fucked by a man who wasn’t her husband while she sucked a big cock. “Oh wow,” she mumbled again, all of this way too much for her though she loved it, anyway.
Lawson bit her back, clenched a wad of her flesh between his teeth and the intensity of that tightened her grip on Ryan’s clock and dug her nails deeper into Cam. Her mouth went back over Ryan, her tongue curling around the wide shaft’s underside, and she took him as deep as he would go. Her thumb caressed Cam’s arm, and she felt his hands smoothing over her still. The flesh clenched in Lawson’s mouth turned to suckling and then he bit her again, this time on her arm.
The whole time, Sasha picked up his pace, his careful intrusion becoming rampant and energetic, feeling incredible, that extra inch that probed and spread her wider was a pinpoint of her focus, a swelling white light that she could see in her mind’s eye just below her navel. The intensity of being touched in that untouched spot brought her breaths quicker and quicker.
Soon she couldn’t even tell if she was being bitten anymore or touched by her husband, all she cared about was the intense stroking in and out of her body by some handsome executive with dazzling blue eyes and long blonde hair and a last name she didn’t even know. Then she grew slippery inside, and Sasha’s grip tightened on her waist. He was propelling lubricant inside her, his thrusts coming quicker, the pounding of his pubic bone bouncing on her tailbone and shaking her thighs ... He was going to come.

AMBERLY STRUGGLED TO PLEASURE RYAN. She was lost in the feeling of Sasha fucking her. Another man had her breathing heavy; another man had her gasping and sweating; there was a chance another man might make her come again. And while that should have been infuriating, and it did clutch at his heart, it wasn’t—in fact his heart surged strongly against the grip that held it. There was an intensity at play here that was indescribable. Love and rage and fear and jealousy and the deepest, dirtiest, basest lust. All of it astounding.
Amberly gripped Ryan’s balls, squeezed them between the V of thumb and forefinger then circling around and tightening. Sasha pounded her harder and harder until Ryan’s big beautiful cock was almost forgotten. She still gripped his scrotum but now her face fell against his stomach and Ryan took his erection in his own hand stroking it while she played with his balls.
She began a whining gasp: “Yes, oh yes, yes, give it …” More utterances of bright affirmation followed, growing more and more unintelligible and coming at a quicker and quicker pace—matching the passionate driving of her blonde-hair stud.
Cam watch their point of connection: saw another man’s penis flashing in and out of his wife. Sticky slapping and swaying of his dangling testicles as he pounded her, and they flipped up and down tapping against her vulva. He saw Amberly’s pink membranes folding and curling around another man’s cock. It was outrageous. Faster and faster they went, Amberly gasping high and excited; in retrograde, Sasha’s grunting came quicker but low and guttural.
It hadn’t even occurred to him what would happen in the final moment until it arrived: Sasha pulled out, his cock hard as steel and curved like a bow, glistening with his wife’s wet interior—then its eruption, spewing long white lines up over her ass and over her back, right up to her shoulders. Cam withdrew his hand and let it happen. That could’ve been inside her. That man could have come inside his wife. This was insane. They weren’t using protection. Amberly wasn’t even on the pill. Holy shit.
Sasha stroked it in the seam of her cheeks, pushing her rump closed around his cock as the underside stroked between her cheeks and streams continued to burst from him, weaker and shorter but still pumping out all the same. He grunted and roared and heaved for breath. Amberly made ecstatic noises in her throat, her brow curled up as though she were disappointed—an exciting thought whipping through Cam, imagining that his dirty, awful wife wanted to feel that man shoot it deep inside her, that Amberly was disappointed that Sasha hadn’t come inside her body. He almost buckled over at the horrible thought. He gripped her arm tight and her nails dug into him.

JUST AT THE point where she thought she may come, Sasha withdrew from her. She felt him going off, ejaculating, could feel the hot tapping against her back; impressive distance that he shot, feeling it even landing in her hair. What would it have been like to feel that inside her? Was it crazy to want another man to come inside her? That would be too much.
The proximal orgasm still seized her body; so close to having been unleashed—and it would’ve been a doozy—her body still tightened and writhed with the tension that had come so close to releasing. She ached for more.
Hot water splashed on her now, and her eyes fluttered open to see her husband releasing her forearm, bringing two hands together in a cup and uploading hot water to splash over her back. Washing another man’s semen off her skin. She smiled, lopsided, not confident enough to show him her teeth, wary of how crazy and awful what they were doing was.
His eyes had trouble meeting hers, but they did, flashed away then guiltily, but she saw him give an equally lopsided and hesitant smile. He continued to splash handfuls of water across her back, then using his hands to make sure the semen was cleaned from her.
There was something exciting about that, too. Her husband maintaining her, partaking in this action and enjoying it, and maybe there was a little bit of restoration involved; an admission that this was so fucking crazy, so dirty, he couldn’t stand to see the evidence of it splattered in pearly drops across her back. The thought made her thighs tighten.
It was an intimate act that they had just engaged in, her and Sasha, and now it was completed and the two of them had parted, she felt a certain pang of loss. Having been separated from an intimate partner, an overwhelming urge worked over her back, a desire to renew the connection.
She pushed herself from Ryan, raised up, turned to face the man who just penetrated her and shot his seed. She looked in his eyes, and it took him aback. He didn’t know what to do, so she cupped his cheeks with her palms and moved herself close. She kissed him, opened her mouth and took his lips, put her tongue between them. He accepted it, and now his nice warm hands were over her back, going low and cupping and squeezing her buttocks.
She pressed her tummy against him, felt his hardness still pulsing with excitement on her skin. She arched her rump, begged interiorly for Sasha to part her cheeks, help present herself to the man she really wanted: she closed her eyes tightly, pictured Ryan getting up behind them, seeing this hotwife’s bared and exposed pussy, forcing that enormous thing he had between his legs up inside her, tearing her apart with shredding pleasure ...




                         CHAPTER ELEVEN  

IT HURT to see her turn and embrace then kiss the man who had just fucked her. It hurt but in a way that was profoundly exhilarating. Pushed away from her, separated from her, and yet somehow inexorably linked to her. Watching her kiss Sasha and rub her stomach against his erection drove him wild. It was somehow exactly what he wanted though he never knew he’d ever ask for it. Somehow seeing her this way completed the relationship. She was entirely his, of that he was sure, but having it challenged tightened their bond somehow. And seeing her with another man made his understanding of her more complex, his relationship with her growing deeper roots.
Now as he rose up out of the water, thinking he might embrace her, whisper a little I love you under her hair and into her ear, Ryan rose up as well, coming to close off Amberly from behind. Sasha still embraced her from the front, kissing her, taking her tongue, one hand on her rump the other cupping a breast. Ryan came to her back, his huge tool touching her first, slipping up her rump and along her back, and when she felt it, she sighed, broke from Sasha’s kiss and Cam saw the wide smile she had. She glanced over her shoulder, her eyes welcoming him. He embraced her from behind, hands slipping in between her and Sasha and rubbing her stomach, coming up and taking the other breast. She kissed him over her shoulder, and he rubbed his erection on her back.
Sasha said, “She’s tight.”
Amberly looked to him, saying, “Am I?” Offended, hopeful, and complemented all at once.
Sasha said, “You feel good,” smiling and brushing her cheek with his fingers.
Amberly turned toward Ryan, Cam seeing that she wanted to make sure that he’d heard—heard that she was a good lay. Though it was silly because he must already know given what she had done with her mouth.
Ryan stood, getting off his knees and rising up out of the water, his massive cock bobbing in front of her face, Amberly’s eyes watching it move. He held his hands out and she put hers in his; he helped her to stand with him, then he bent and scooped her up, putting one forearm behind her knees and the other around her waist, hoisting her up and cradling her. She yelped and laughed, and gasped lustily, her eyes seeking his, meeting them and boring into him. She kissed him while he held her. Then he was moving, turning from the hot tub to face the doorway, stepping up onto the hot tub seat, the other long leg lifting out of the water onto the deck and then he was out, cascades of water splashing to the cedar decking, walking with her while she tried to kiss his neck and he watched where they went.
Sasha looked to Cam and said, “I guess we’re taking the party inside.”
Lawson laughed, stroking himself, saying to Sasha, “It wasn’t very comfortable out here, anyway.”
Cam shrugged awkwardly, said, “Yeah, it’s cold when you’re not in the water.”
Sasha said, “We’re not going to let him do her alone, are we?”
Lawson said, “No. I haven’t even gone yet.”
Sasha laughed, said, “She sucked you off.”
Lawson nodded, looking to cam. “She did.”
Cam said in camaraderie, “Let’s go inside.”

SHE DIDN’T WANT to be a worrywart, but as Ryan carried her over the threshold, walking from cedar deck onto stone interior, they shed gushing water from their naked bodies. She said, “We’re splashing everywhere. I’m absolutely dripping.”
When he looked in her eyes and smirked, she got the dirty double entendre and laughed, burying her face in his neck, forgetting the mess they made.
Though he was tall and lean, his body with no fat on it, she didn’t know he’d be so powerful, picking her up out of the water as easily as he did. It was shocking how much that turned her on. Tonight on the dance floor, she’d been blessed with his grace and agility—now she seemed to be blessed with more. Her hands had roamed his hard chiseled body, and her lips had kissed his enormous and shockingly beautiful cock.
In a few minutes, it would seem, she would know even more. She would become prey to his sexual prowess. She imagined it would be fierce. A smart, handsome, graceful and athletic man; well hung and passionate …? Her thighs clamped tightly again in erotic anticipation.
She clung to him as he crossed the suite with her, heading around the couches and passing the fireplace. It was the two of them alone as far she could tell, but she hoped Cam was close behind.
“Are you taking me to the bedroom?” she whispered.
He said, “I’m going to lay you out on that bed, and fuck your brains out—you’re going to scream my name every time you come.”
Holy shit.
“My husband is going to watch.”
“I don’t care.”
“I want him to.”
“When I danced with you, I knew I’d be fucking you later tonight. Husband watching or not.”
“You did?” she said softly, getting her face closer to his.
“You didn’t feel it?”
She looked around, seeing only his chest and shoulders, saying in a confidential whisper, “I did. I did feel it, I—woop …”
... And she was in the air, bouncing on the bed, seeing this human predator stalking after her. God, she wanted it from him. Wanted him to consume her. He climbed up the bed on all fours, sneering at her with wild and devilish confidence. In the doorway, she saw three naked men piling in to join them.
On her back, she scrambled up to the pillows, walking like a crab but keeping it sexy, her hot lover in pursuit. The muscles in his shoulder bounced and jumped, and every hard edge rippled on his torso. She told him quietly: “You are so beautiful.”
Then he was over her and she opened her legs to him, accepting him, Ryan getting to her and putting his mouth over hers, her knees coming up high and squeezing against those long blades of muscles—his lats. He bit her lower lip, looking in her eyes. When he released it, he said, “You are beautiful, too. We’re going to look so hot together.”
“We are?” she gasped, her lips peeling to a wide smile.
“You want to give them a show?” he asked, nodding his head to the men gathering around the bed.
She bit her lip and nodded.

THE TWO OF them clutched together on the bed where he and Amberly had peacefully slept last night. Not only was Ryan handsome and a good dancer—and, holy shit, hung—he also had a hot body. An all over tan, even on his buttocks; he was lean and thin, with round muscles that popped and bulged all over him. Now beautiful Ryan was over top of his wife, on all fours, and she clung to him from underneath. The muscles of his back moved and flexed as he dipped his head to Amberly and she kissed him, his thick blonde curls tumbling over her brow, her eyes sweetly shut. She caressed his face, her muscular legs climbed his sides, her feet arched and pointed. Ryan put a hand up the back of her thigh and pushed one knee higher. Between them, his huge, hard cock lay on her belly, and he could see Ryan’s hips gently pumping, letting Amberly have a preview of what it was about to be like—and Amberly responded well, her own hips rising to meet the man’s gentle thrusts, liking the feeling of his hot cock stroking up and down her belly.
On his left, Sasha stood watching, head bowed, eyes lusty and boring at the action on the bed; pretty much how he imagined he must look right now as well. On his right, Lawson had put one knee up on the bed, his young lean body bent at the waist, one hand stroking his cock while he watched Ryan make out with some guy’s wife.
Now that they had her on the bed, it looked like they might not be done—once Ryan had his turn, this might not be over. The idea that the four of them might fuck her all night long shot a hot rod of excitement through his heart. Four men each taking their turn and putting their cocks in every hole his wife had, humping and pumping and filling her up with their nectar until dawn. Fuck, what was wrong with him? God, it was only hot because Amberly was no slut, no whore. She was a goddamn genius, sweet caring and giving ... Seeing her reduced to only her sexuality was so exciting, and the most exciting?—her willingness to, hopefully for one night only, allow herself to be reduced that way, allow it and get off on it.
While Amberly and Ryan pulled their kissing lips apart, eyes working over one another, expressions paused with the weight of impending lust, Amberly’s hand came up between them and she licked her first three fingers. That hand traveled down now and Cam looked to the side to see. She found the end of Ryan’s cock, those three fingers swirling over his huge glans. His wife wanted it—his wife wanted it and knew that it may be difficult due to his size; knew it would be easier if he was slippery. Seeing his wife put that knowledge into dirty action made his vision hazy as his heart surged strongly. He put his knees on the bed, his hands out in front of him, climbing up and sitting on his heels to watch.
Nothing was said between them, but some communication transpired, because now he saw his wife nodding her head, encouraging him, letting Ryan know she was ready. Ryan took her lips again, lowering for a kiss, and their eyes closed. He inched his hips backward and up, the tip of his cock running a line down her belly toward the swell of her womanhood. Cam had a clear look at it now, Ryan’s ass turned up, his balls hanging down the shaft, his full length pointed downward toward his wife’s opening. Ryan’s hand took it, holding below the cock head and nestling it into her slippery membranes. He let it go, both hands on the bed now, supporting himself over Amberly. The two of them were locked, eye to eye again. He pushed himself into her, slowly and carefully. His hard column made slick popping noises against Amberly’s mucus membranes. Her mouth fell open, her lips pouting and parted, her eyes wide yet somehow hazy looking. She sighed then gasped. Her hand stroked down Ryan’s arms, crossing under them to rest at his slim waist. She stroked Ryan’s sides as he inched himself a little deeper.
“Ow, careful,” she moaned, but she nodded just the same; ready for more.
Ryan’s rump tilted up again, the end of his cock slipping out and nestling in her folds once more, glistening from her insides, showing the meager depth he’d penetrated.
Cam wanted to ask her if she was okay, decided not to—wanted for her to have this moment all to herself. There was a connection there between her and this man she danced with all night and he didn’t want to stomp on it. Of course she was all right, she was no wilting flower, if she wasn’t all right she would let them know. So he stayed out of it, buttoned his lips though they wanted to speak and involve himself in this.
Now she nodded to Ryan again, and her toes pointed, her feet coming together crossing over the crest of Ryan’s buttocks.
Ryan pushed himself in again, curling his hips and sliding that huge thing up into his wife. Each inch he penetrated her produced a higher whine. Now her eyes squinted, light glinting off her pupils under her narrowed lashes. She nodded. She wanted more. Ryan gave it to her, continuing his thrust and sliding deeper than he had before. She gasped and moaned an eager cry. Her hands turned to claws and her nails dug into his narrow waist. Cam watched that huge thing plunge deeper and deeper.
“Yes, yes, deeper,” Amberly hummed, tapping at his rump with her bowed feet. Ryan did it, sunk himself in till his balls rested on her tightly stretched pink ring.

RYAN’S COCK was tearing her up. She’d never had her insides pushed apart so completely. Sasha’s had felt bigger than Cam. Cam was the same size as any other guy she’d ever been with—though that wasn’t many. Ryan was on a whole different level.
It hurt at first, her opening straining to accept his girth. As he plunged deeper inside her that was washed away by a joyous swell. Any slight tearing pain she felt was squashed by the enjoyment she felt from this salacious tryst. Then he sunk deeper, that enormous glans she could barely get her mouth around pushing like a hard lump through her belly. Past where Cam would penetrate, past where Sasha’s had penetrated. That fist of hard swollen man meat, gulping through her insides, stroking her membranes, pushing into parts of her that had never been touched. She squeezed her thighs to his sides, dug her heels into his ass. She was impaled. She was gored. She was completely and unequivocally owned by his column of hard masculine steel.
“Oh God,” she sighed, “oh God, it’s big …” Nonsensical, stupid, the dumbest thing she could say but right now her mind was on autonomous action. All her faculties focused on the hard horn that had buried itself deep inside her body and stretched her canal so tight it strained not to tear. She ran her nails at his sides, scratched at his flesh, like somehow a pressure release for the pain she felt, transferring the energy of what he did between her legs and raking it across his skin.
Then he was pulling out, withdrawing, his hips engaged in the reverse pumping action. And though she knew he would return, the absence of him so deep made her frown and whimper. He responded, pushing back, thrusting himself until that club pushed deep again.
“Oh God, that feels so good,” she said running her nails up to the middle of his back, hugging herself to him. She wanted to hold on to him, squeeze him tight and just have him pound that thing in and out of her. She never knew it could feel so good.
“Fuck me,” she told him. “Do it, fuck me.”
She bucked against him, bouncing her hips into his. Ryan withdrew, going down on one elbow, the spread out fingers of his hand easing through her hair and cupping the back of her head. He gripped her tightly then, that hand forming a fist and seizing her by her long wet locks. It clutched her and froze her gaze on his. They locked eyes, and Ryan’s gaze narrowed in serious concentration. His jaw set firm, his lips thin and serious, he plunged in so deep it hurt. She grunted, clamped her teeth down on both her lips pulled into her mouth. She nodded, and encouraged now, he withdrew and plunged again. She nodded, whispered, “Quicker.” She could take it, she wanted him to know she could take it. His thrusts began in steady machine piston movement. Plunging deep, pulling out with stark suction, the flanged head of his huge cock head swirling her juices in whirlpools in its wake. Then plunging deep again. She cried out, thinking it was very likely that she would call his name out when she came.




                         CHAPTER TWELVE  

CAM FOCUSED on the way his wife’s hands clawed at Ryan’s muscular back. He watched his wife rake her nails across his glistening tanned skin, watched them move in circles, watched them turn to claws and dig into him when he pushed himself a little too deep. Amberly seemed to like that though, and she dug her nails in simply out of painful surprise.
Sometimes they kissed, sometimes Amberly thrust her head back into the pillows, her eyes closed, her mouth open, gasping with Ryan’s deep thrusts. Her body pinned underneath him, she rocked under his syncopation. Sometimes she would try to mimic his thrusts, but mostly it looked like she was just along for the ride.
Though he was lean, he was tall, and seeing Amberly’s petite body underneath him made him look even larger. Made Amberly look like his play toy. She’d hooked her ankles around his waist, like she held on for dear life, like she was gripping herself to a runaway horse and she had no saddle.
Ryan kept his thrusting at a steady, purposeful pace, and now with one hand clutching a grip on the hair behind her head, his other explored her body, cupping a breast and squeezing one of her nipples between the pad of his thumb and his first knuckle, stroking down and grabbing the back of her thigh, spreading her legs wider. The wet suction sound as he pummeled her privates came clearer.
Amberly’s head began to rock from side to side, her chin pointed to the ceiling, she moaned, “That’s it, that’s it, you fuck so good, fuck, you fuck so fucking good, mm, that’s it …”
Cam licked his lips, his neck was stiff, sore, and his eyes came up in a jittering hesitation. His cock ached to be touched, his cock ached to be inside his wife. He looked and saw Lawson kneeling on the right side of him then, stroking himself and watching the scene. Sasha sat on his heels on his left-hand side, and he held and kneaded his balls while he watched. His cock was throbbing and upright, eager for its next opportunity.
Now Cam rubbed the back of his neck with both hands, eyes bulging out of his head and seeing this in rampant technicolor reality. This had been a fantasy only an hour ago. Now it was real live lust, and it was mountainous compared to the hillock of his fantasy. He hated it and loved it. Loved to see that look of joy and erotic satisfaction on Amberly’s face and simultaneously hated that he wasn’t the one doing it for her. It was good just to see her get it though, wasn’t it?
As her squeaking gasps came quicker and quicker, his eyes returned and found her hands held up above her head, Ryan’s big masculine grip around both her wrists crossing them over and pinning them up in the pillows. She’d hooked her knees up higher, and he was fucking her so hard the headboard banged against the wall and Amberly’s feet bobbed over his back.
“I’m going to come, I’m going to come, and come …” Amberly gasped in tight constricted whispers, over and over and over. Then a sharp hitching of breath—dry air whisked into her lungs and she held her breath and bit her lips.
Her squeaks resumed now. Then her squeaks became cries as something huge built between them. Ryan growled and bit her neck and she bared her teeth. Cam gripped his own cock. One stroke and he would’ve been finished so instead he gripped it tight and held on for dear life as he watched the most insanely erotic thing he’d ever seen his entire life.

ARMS PINNED ABOVE HER HEAD, her breasts bounced and jounced and spun in circles; her nipples clenched to hard aching stones. Between her legs Ryan’s already huge cock felt suddenly gargantuan. Like as hard as he was, but swollen now to even grander proportion. As he shoved it in and out of her, she swore she felt every ridge and every vein, felt the swelling cable on its underside; felt the ripple through her membranes of the hard coronal ring. Something else: increased slipperiness, her own mixed with his. Making his passage, as tight as it was, feel like oil and silk. His own sexual excitement was streaming from his cock and flowing in gushing eddies through the wrinkles of her canal. The thought of it thrust her head farther back in the sheets and she cried out. Yes, she cried out his name.
“Ryan!” She shouted it then clamped her teeth shut and snarled. She never knew sex could feel this good, never knew that she could be so completely claimed by a man. She was absolutely immobile underneath him, her feet bounced and spun in circles, his hipbones thrust into the back of her thighs, his immense size pushed itself with great force up inside her body, she even felt the tapping of his scrotum against her anus.
Now her eyebrows rose high and her eyelids fluttered. It was all too much, it was all so fucking crazy. How did she end up like this? How did this come to pass? This was simultaneously the worst thing that could happen and the most best-est, joyous thing she’d ever experienced. She knew Cam watched, she knew that Cam would see her dirty, pink sex spread wide and hugging on to this other man’s huge cock, clinging to it for dear life. Just like she’d watched Cass’s insides cling to Cassidy.
Now her stomach fluttered, and her knees hitched higher, making her feet bounce while they spun in circles.
“Oh God, oh God, oh Ryan,” she chanted. And Ryan knew what was coming—he forced her hands even higher, her breasts clapping excitedly with his intensified thrusts. He had it going triple time, and she swore she felt that knotty head of his cock up behind her diaphragm.
“Oh fuck,” she blurted, and now it was happening; she curled her toes, and a storm broke across the coast, a veritable caisson of unimaginable destruction blasting its lid and lighting up the stormy sky in sizzling phosphorescent streams. She bucked and arched her back, twisted underneath him as the most incredible orgasm tore through her; somewhere behind her navel the eye of the incredible storm.
She squeezed him with her thighs, hard enough that he grunted and groaned in her ear. If she had held his hands she would’ve crushed his fingers between hers. Instead she formed tight fists as hard as lead balls, her feet arched until they cranked.
She cried out his name again, “Ryan, oh fuck, oh Ryan!” And now she couldn’t breathe. She had exhaled past the point where it be possible for her to ever inhale again. Her life was about to end, extinguished like this, being fucked into breathless oblivion.

FISTS TIGHT AND SHAKING, arms seized by a tremor, Amberly was delivered a massive orgasm by another man while Cam watched. Watched the blades of her leg muscles flex and squirm as she squeezed this man between her knees, saw her toes point and arch, heard them click as they tightened. She twisted underneath him, arching her back and struggling against the grip he held her with.
Her face pinched in a bared-teeth snarl, a vein rose in her brow and her face went purple. A creaking groan emanated from inside her throat. She twisted more, back arching and while she gripped him, his cock still impaled inside her, twisted at the waist until her shoulder pressed the mattress and she lay on her side.
Her eyes fluttered, and he saw a wild, desperate look there; then a thundering inhale, a shaky indrawn horse-like sound—Ryan’s punishing orgasm had pushed the life out of her, and it sought to return once more. She inhaled the words, “Oh my God, oh my God,” and Ryan let her hands go. She covered her face and Cam watched as Ryan’s hips resumed pumping his cock into her.
Ryan said, “You’re so fucking hot, you come like a demon …”
Amberly dragged her hands down her face pulling her eyelids down looking at him with wild eyes. “You fuck ... you fuck like a demon, oh God ... You’re still going ...”
Ryan curled his hips, looking in her eyes, veins standing out in his arms and on his neck too. He grunted, bared his teeth at her.
Cam looked down between Ryan’s legs, saw where they were connected still, saw where his huge cock spread his wife. Watched those balls of his rise and pull up into his body, they sagged again, pulled up high again. Amberly gasped. Her mouth fell and her eyes rolled up in the sockets as she moaned. Ryan continued to hump and grunt, and Cam knew that he was ejaculating deep inside his wife.
Now Ryan’s breaths came in sudden freight train sounds. Amberly struggled to lock her eyes on his gaze, her mouth drawn and her fingers still pressed into her cheeks. She tried to rationalize what just happened. Tried in her mind to make it okay.
Then Ryan took her wrists again, cleared her hands from her face, kissed her neck and Amberly closed her eyes to him. She let him kiss her, tilted her chin and bared her neck to him. He bit at her flesh, bit his way to her lips and kissed her. She kissed him back, moaning while their bodies still writhed against one another.
Their kiss broke, and they looked at one another like they had a secret between them. Cam knew what it was and watched for it; Ryan got up on his hands over top of her again, sweat running in streams down his back. He eased his cock from inside her, pulled it out with a slick gurgling sound. Cam saw the glans pull free from her glistening folds, and in the moment before Amberly shoved her hands down to cover herself then closed her thighs, he saw a swelling pearl in her pink, it drooled in a line toward her anus. Ryan had come inside her.

THOUGH SHE COVERED her sex from Cam—drawing up her knees and crossing her feet—her husband knew another man had come inside her. She lay back in the pillow and crossed her arms over her chest, saw him watching. She bit her lips, sucked them between her teeth and held them firm.
Sasha worked up to the pillows, his hard cock bobbing as he came along, throwing his hip on the pillow next to hers and presenting her with his proud arousal. He was fully hard again, his long cock thrusted out of his groomed nest of pubic hair. His very large balls hugged up tight to the shaft. Its lone blind eye pointed straight at her and she closed her eyes and opened her mouth. Sasha cupped her ear and guided the head of his cock past her lips.
She sucked it in, swirled her tongue around its shapes, Sasha groaning, getting comfortable and shifting his hip on the pillow. His other hand came underneath her head and gripped her hair. Now he held her head between both hands and thrust his cock in and out of her mouth. She opened wider, took him deeper. He thrust slowly, but forcefully. Trying to go deeper still.
She brought a hand up, ran it along the inside of his thigh and felt him tremble. Her fingers went around the tense ball of his two big testicles and ran her nails over them. He groaned, grunted, the hand cupping her ear sliding along her arm and gently holding her wrist. He was sensitive there, ticklish maybe.
She did it again, ran her nails, felt his bag tighten harder. He thrust himself a little deeper, but it brought his balls into her grip, and she clutched them now and squeezed them. He grunted and flinched and hissed, “Don’t …” and she smiled around his cock. She fondled them now as he continued to push it into her throat. Fondled his balls and teased them with the lightest squeezing. It made him grunt more, and she felt hard tension seize him—so worried she would hurt him. He had big, sensitive balls.
Her thumb ran over them as she sucked on him, and when she squeezed him tight and he growled—as much as he didn’t like it—he filled her mouth up with streams of pre-come. She moaned to let him know she liked it.
The hand on her wrist gripped her tighter, tried to ease her scratching and tugging on his testicles. She still kept her thighs together, knees brought up demurely, hiding from her husband her leaking sex—though Cam knew damn well that Ryan had come inside her. It was so obvious, the grunting and the growling and thrusting, and then he was done, pulling away from her and sitting on the bed. What was done was done.
Sasha passed her wrist behind her back, and she felt another hand take it and pin it behind her against her tailbone. Lawson she figured, searching now underneath her and finding her other wrist, pulling up behind her as well. Teeth biting on her shoulder gave away the stranger’s identity. Lawson liked to bite.




                         CHAPTER THIRTEEN  

CAM WATCHED with disquiet as Sasha’s stomach muscles rippled, sitting crooked on the pillows, thrusting his long cock in and out of Amberly’s mouth; his wife taking it, sucking on it, playing with his balls and teasing him. This was insane.
Lawson watched, inching closer, coming behind Amberly. Ryan watched as well, sitting back on his heels his slick cock deflated between his legs but still looking huge. He hefted it now and stroked it, not wanting to lose his excitement. Cam watched him, twisting grip on the end of his cock, a shimmering strand of bright semen dangling from the slit. Ryan caught his eye and Cam said, “You shouldn’t come inside her.”
Ryan didn’t say anything, and though his face stayed expressionless, Cam could see a small measure of guilt there.
Cam said, “Seriously, she’s not on the pill. You shouldn’t be coming inside her.”
Ryan gave a slight nod, though there was a smirk there, too, held up a hand in apology.
Lawson had Amberly’s hands pinned behind her back now and Sasha held both sides of her face again, thrusting his cock in and out of her eager mouth. She hummed and gurgled wet sounds while he did, and Sasha’s face took on serious intent, looking like he meant to hurt someone. Brow pushed low, mouth in his sneer, he watched his dick flash in and out of Amberly’s pink, pouting lips.
With one hand holding both her wrists, Lawson’s other hand smoothed over her hip, down her haunch then in between her thighs, opening her legs. He pushed on her hip to lay her rump flat on the bed, her hand still pinned behind her, him bouncing on the bed to get himself between her legs.
But Cam couldn’t wait any longer. Seeing Amberly like that, torso twisted, mouth being fucked, now her legs open, her reddened pussy bared to him, messy and wet, another man’s evidence seeping through her folds, he shot up on the bed. He put a hand on Lawson’s shoulder as he got on his knees between Amberly’s legs and twisted them aside, Lawson looking toward him and Cam shaking his head no.
He looked at his wife now, her legs open to whoever wanted to put their cock in her, and he groaned with terrible and frightening lust. Then he was over top of her, lowering his weight on her body, finding her hot seam with the tip of his cock and sliding all the way to his balls in one slick wet stroke, grunting uncontrollably under her damp hair.

WHILE SASHA RAN his cock in and out of her mouth—the thing now as hard as steel, veins rising up on its surface, feeling them on her pallet—another man put his cock inside her and she hooked her knees around their waist. Could tell by the feel of that familiar penis that it was her husband. That was Cam’s penis inside her; the one she’d known since she was nineteen. She hummed a soft soothing sound for him around Sasha’s cock, squeezed him with her thighs while someone kept her wrists locked behind her. She wanted to lay like this with her legs open and let them do whatever they wanted to her. You asked her last week if she would ever consider something like this she would think it was ridiculous.
Sasha continued his thrusts, and she swabbed her tongue along his underside, tasted his salty lubricant streaming from him now, knowing he was close and wanting it for some reason. Another thing she never knew that she would want but here it was: she wanted the stranger to come in her mouth. She tasted Lawson and now she wanted this one. Maybe later tonight she would have Ryan’s in her mouth as well.
“Oh God,” she blurted as Sasha fucked her mouth faster and faster. And between her legs her husband began to pump wildly. Not looking to pleasure her at all but just looking to fill her up with his seed. And that was exciting too. Just fill her up, get off, and let the next guy have his turn. They could take turns fucking her pussy all night—what a horrible thought—come tomorrow though this would never be mentioned. So for now she would open her legs and take it.
Now she was being hoisted, turned on her side, Cam rolling onto a hip with his cock still inside her, gripping her waist, and she threw a leg over his hip. A body bounced behind her, pushing her hands away and moving close. She felt the hardness behind her, the tip poking into the soft cheeks of her ass, and she gasped around Sasha. He held her tighter, locked her head in place, still running it in and out of her mouth, streaming freely now.
Lawson, behind her, she was sure of it, dug a thumb into one ass cheek and lifted it and she felt his slippery tip running along her crease. Cam still fucked her but he held himself deep and steady until Lawson could catch up.
Then it was happening; while her husband was inside her pussy, that boyish stranger she’d seen on the slopes yesterday pushed his tip against her seam until he found the weakness of her anus, sunk into it, bounced closer on a hip then ran himself inside her. Two cocks in her body at once. She held her breath and let Sasha keep taking her mouth.

CAM HELD her ass open for Lawson, but he watched above him, his wife’s face so close to him, another man’s penis thrusting in and out of her mouth, his big testicles jiggling. Amberly’s breath came hot and heavy, air rushing in and out of her nostrils like a horse. Her face had gone red, pinched between Sasha’s hands. Sasha’s cock slipping in and out of her mouth gleamed with liquid light, white lines zipping along its raised saliva-slick edges.
Cam held his cock still inside her, wanting to watch but knowing that if he watched and thrust right now, too, he would lose it inside her. Though when he stayed still like that, he felt Lawson in her anus, thrusting up inside her, the bottom of his cock rubbing along the bottom of his own. He tightened his stomach muscles and watched.
Sasha came in her mouth.
She coughed and blurted splatters of pearly white that shot down his shaft and drooled over her lips and onto the pillow. He cupped her face, withdrew his spurting cock and pressed it on the corner of her lip, shooting straight liquid white lines that slapped over her cheek and into her ear hole.
Sasha lowered now, his cock flexing, him pressing it with the thumb on the top side and every time he roared, another bright white dash burst out of him and landed on Amberly’s face. Up her cheek, into her hair, over her brow. Amberly pressed her lips together and pouted them, curled them outward into soft pillows so he could run the underside of his cock back and forth over them. Then he pushed it back in her mouth and Amberly took it greedily.
He’d never seen anything like it. Could never even imagine it was possible—not from his Amberly. Not from his innocent wife. She seemed to know all the tricks; was it innate, had she been the high school whore, and he never knew? Or did she just always have this in her? She was so good at it, had she always wanted it?
His eyes traveled over her shoulder, saw Lawson watching too, the sight urging him to thrust frenziedly into her bottom, bouncing her stomach against his own. Then Lawson’s face transformed, turning red and snarling, gripping her arm above her elbow and crushing her flesh, shoving his cock deep inside her ass and hissing. He bounced her a few times, and Cam could feel his cock flexing against his own through the thin membrane that separated them. Lawson was coming inside her too.
And that was it, he could not last another second, he arched his back grabbed a hold of her narrow waist and pushed his thumbs in her belly, gripping her hard to brace her against the fury that was coming.
It was hard, and fast, and angry, but it didn’t last long.

THE TWO COCKS inside her body didn’t stretch her as tight as Ryan alone. She rode them, let herself succumb to their thrusts, parted her legs, Cam holding her ass cheek and Lawson lifting her knee. Cam had held his still while Lawson pounded her hard, stabbed deep and held and she felt his cock sending out his balls’ warm contents in pulsing streams inside her colon.
Then abruptly, it was Cam’s turn to pound into her. She knew he watched her face while he did, knew he saw Sasha come all over her, watched her take his leaking cock back in her mouth and swallow the remaining pulses. She felt Sasha’s heartbeat in his softening member, could feel its throbbing hardness begin to soften. It was slippery with saliva and semen.
A groan escaped and she let it, wanted Cam to hear it—could tell from his familiar actions he was very close. He grunted and stiffened too, on cue, shook against her. Cock thrust up and rigid, buried deep as his would go, she could feel it flexing and pulsing—yet another man coming inside her tonight. And that was a relief—it felt so good and natural for her husband to come inside her and she hoped the flanged end of his cock head had plunged out all the stranger’s semen—though Ryan had shot his seed far deeper than Cam could ever reach.
Lawson’s teeth dragged on her skin again, his bite running along and pressing against her flesh, from shoulder to elbow while he withdrew his cock from her anus. It let loose with a flatulent sound, slick with gurgling, and she didn’t like the feel of his fluids leaking from back there.
Cam groaned at the feel of the man running his cock along his; she could feel the two of them rubbing against each other inside her and it made her toes flex. She moaned for them, writhed between them and pushed her stomach against her husband’s. It was received with a sigh and a groan, Cam wriggling against her, too, drawing in a long breath and kissing at her collar, his cock moving in and out of her with over-lubricated ease.
Her wrist was taken, someone holding her and guiding her hand away. Her fingers wrapped a huge hard column of man steel and she knew Ryan was ready again. She stroked him while her husband hugged her, his cock going soft inside her.
Sasha collapsed back in the pillows, breathing heavy and she could see him from the corner of her eye, slumping, chin touching his chest as he slid his back along the headboard.
“Was that good?” she whispered to Cam while her hand jerked Ryan, sitting next to her with his legs open.
Cam nodded and groaned sleepily.
“Don’t you fall asleep, baby,” she said to him, and now she cupped Ryan’s balls, coddled them gently.
Cam chuckled, moaned into her neck, went to kiss her but thought better of it, seeing the slippery shine on her lips and cheek.
She said, “We’re not done here yet,” and she darted her eyeballs toward her hand. They both turned to look; saw Ryan next to them, her hand stroking up his shaft, his huge cock coming up to his sternum the way he sat hunched.
Cam seemed to blanch at the sight, and while he watched, she flicked the ring of her thumb and forefinger up and down the flared edge of Ryan’s erection. She whispered, “He fucked me so good, Cam. Tell me you’ll let us do it again, please. I want it.”

FOR THE NEXT hour it was just the two of them: Amberly and Ryan. Cam sat at the foot of the bed and watched; Sasha on the pillows, and Lawson laying on his side, elbow in the mattress, cheek in his palm.
First Ryan had her get on all fours and while she watched over her shoulder, he talked her through angling her hips properly. Had Amberly with her breasts pushed down in the bedding, her neck bent awkwardly, the curve of her spine looking too extreme; but Amberly was fit and flexible. He slid that big thing inside her, going slow, watching her face as she raised her brows and closed her eyes. She sang a pained and tremulous note. He told her to tilt her pelvis forward, said his cock wouldn’t hit her cervix this way, the underside of his cock would stroke along over top, fill her canal completely without bumping her backstop.
Amberly let out a quavering sigh, breath chugging, her tummy bouncing, her hands clenched fistfuls of bedding. He rocked it in and out of her like that, hands cupping her bare round haunches, Amberly making the wildest sounds he’d ever heard. No words, only soft feminine singing and moaning that got him hard as a rock again.
On all fours like that, Ryan controlled her for an hour, buried balls deep, his cock—which had to be ten inches—held deep inside her and barely thrusting. Amberly came six times. He had her sweating, wide-eyed, dizzy; her thighs quivered. When he let her lay down, she seemed comatose, eyes struggling to stay open, her cheeks bursting in excited red. He twisted her hips, pushed a knee up and fucked her sideways doggy, Amberly completely satisfied and enervated on the bed, her breasts bouncing in circles. She whimpered and seemed to orgasm one more time, but her body wasn’t animated; she just accepted it.
Then Ryan withdrew, walked up her body on his knees and stroked himself. Amberly’s eyes fluttered, saw him, opened her mouth and ran out her tongue. It went flat, the curved end almost touching her chin, her arms outstretched on either side of her, ready to receive whatever happened. Ryan came on her face, and she flinched and bounced her eyelashes, but kept her tongue presented. Hot white dashes stroked across her cheeks and nose, and into her open mouth. Ryan collapsed over top of her on all fours, then took his cock and put it in her still open mouth where she continued to suck from him.

IT WAS ALL VERY HAZY after Ryan. Whatever he had done had changed her. She never felt anything like that. His cock had pushed into her fully; it was uncomfortable at first, just for her body, her membranes had been warmed up and were ready to accept his size. But the depth and the stretch—the incredible fullness—was just astounding. He owned every inch of her for an hour. Not even thrusting, just claiming her, giving her the slightest bumps; after a while the orgasms came in waves, lapping in regular beats against her shore.
After that, she was exhausted, her heart rate had been redlined, and she wished she had worn her Fitbit tonight. He lay her back, and she felt like her head had been packed with cotton. He stroked himself, came on her, and she opened her mouth to it.
Then while she lay like that, Lawson got over top of her and fucked her missionary, pulled out and came on her stomach. She wanted Sasha again, and he got another turn, fucking her on her side from behind then coming on her ass. Cam wiped her face with a warm towel, then he climbed aboard for another missionary fuck, and she locked her arms and legs around him. Poor Cam couldn’t last more than five minutes.
While she lay dazed on her stomach, someone rubbed her back (she thought it might be Lawson, but she never bothered to look) and she fell asleep for a little while as the men sat on the bed and talked about business.




                         CHAPTER FOURTEEN  

A RHOMBUS of yellow morning light crept across the bedroom wall, coming in from a slanted window facing the snowy dawn. It made its way closer to them as they lay in bed, naked and exhausted, passing over a set of polished trapper’s snowshoes affixed to the wall in an X. He watched his beautiful wife breathe.
The bed sheet was pulled up to her waist, and she lay facedown, both arms hugging a pillow under her cheek. Expression calm and peaceful—he’d like to call it satisfied—her plump lower lip joggled with the puffs of her soft, sleepy exhales. Her Dominican tan was marked by vague lines of sweat that shone more dully under the growing sunlight and a small groan twisted from him when he thought that it might not be sweat. Amberly got used last night. She wanted every inch of it, but four men absolutely used her up. Every hole she had was reamed out more than once and his loving, insanely talented, beautiful, caring wife took it all and even cried out for more. It was incredible.
As her eyes fluttered open, he was right there to support her, let her know she was loved. One knuckle stroking her cheek, he said, “Good morning.”
A warm smile from her appeared in response then faded quickly as she seemed to play back some of the images from the previous night. She shut her eyes to the visions then hid her face from him, burying it in the pillow.
“You okay?” he asked her, stifling a smile.
“Mm-mnh,” she grunted and shook her head no, face still buried in her pillow.
“You’re okay,” he told her and laughed.
Her eyes appeared now over top of the bunched up pillow, studying him. He smiled and she let him see her now, digging her chin in, pouting and getting comfortable. A frown creased her brow, making her look like she was mad at him but he knew she wasn’t, just feeling a little unsure in the aftermath. With early morning hoarseness, she said, “Well, that was disturbing.”
He rubbed a thumb to soothe her tense brow, said, “I didn’t know you had it in you.”
She groaned and scrunched her features up, deepening her furrowed brow as she pictured it all over again. She buried her face once more. Into the fabric, she said, “Had what? I don’t even know what you’re talking about.”
“Oh yes you do, Amberly,” he said, caressing her shoulder.
“Oh my God, Cam,” she moaned now, adding fake muffled sobs.
“Let me see you,” he said.
After a moment, she looked up and showed him a timid expression that soared his heart. He leaned forward for a kiss and she arched her neck, tilting up to meet him. They pressed together long and loving, and he sucked on her kiss. When they broke away, she gave him a modest smile. He said, “I love you.”
“I love you, too,” she said, her eyes getting a little teary, her mouth twisting in myriad emotions.
“You feel okay?”
“I feel good,” she said.
“Not sore?”
“Down … there?” she said with a wince.
“Yeah.”
“A little. I feel it. My butt’s sore.”
“We went to town on you.”
“Ca-am,” she scolded him and hid her face again, but before she did, he saw the mirth there.
“Amberly got used,” he said now, rubbing her back again.
“Sto-op,” she said into the pillow.
“There’s semen in your hair, Amberly.”
“There is not,” she said.
“There is,” he said, looking at the flicking lines broken up in her locks.
She groaned and lifted her head up so he could see her again. “God, I think I’m going to barf,” she moaned.
“No, you’re not,” he laughed. “It was hot and you know it.”
“You’re not the one covered in strangers’ sem—”
“Wait, wait,” he said, whisking back the covers and getting out of bed.
Hung over the back of the cushioned chair was his Stroud Kestrel fleece and he snatched it up, retrieved his iPhone and returned to the bed.
“What are you doing?” she asked.
Jacket laid over her back, he tugged at it so one bare shoulder was revealed, inched the bed sheet down so a sliver of her tanned waist showed between fleece and bedding. He stepped back and got her in the frame of his phone’s camera.
“What on earth ...?—Cam …?” she said scoldingly but didn’t move.
“I want to remember this,” he said.
“Can you see … stuff in my hair?”
“Oh yes,” he said lasciviously.
“Ca-am,” she chided him, still not moving.
His wife couldn’t look sexier. He’d known her for so long, loved her completely, knew her completely. Trusted her. What he saw last night was a piece of her deepest truth. A piece of his own as well. They shared it.
“Smile, Amberly,” he said to his scowling wife and she couldn’t help complying.
“Dude,” she chuckled, eyes moving between his legs, “look how hard you are.”
He took the picture. “I have the hottest wife in the world,” he said, returning to the bed, and Amberly watched his rock-hard erection bobbing and wagging as he did.
“Didn’t you get enough last night?” she laughed, still eyeballing his dick sticking straight up as he sat next to her on the bed.
Eyes on the sexy photo of his wife on his phone’s screen, he asked her: “How about you? You get enough last night?”
She let out a satisfied groan and hugged the pillow tighter. “Yes,” she said tentatively. Then looking in his eyes, a little more relaxed, she said, “I did.”
Thumbs tapping on the screen, he said, “You liked it?”
Face more serious, she said, “What do you want to hear?”
Done with his phone, he laid it on his chest and looked at her warmly. “That you loved it. That it was hot, and you liked me watching. You liked waking up alone next to me. And you liked being covered in their filth. But I really just want the truth.”
She chuckled sweetly, climbed up to cling herself to him, nuzzling her face in his shoulder. “You’ve been pretty truthful with me.”
“I always have.”
“Okay. I loved it, Cam. I loved all their hands on me, kissing me. I loved being a dirty object to them.”
“You’re more than that.”
“That’s why I like it,” she said slyly. “I loved getting fucked, I loved sucking them. I loved their cocks. I loved Ryan’s size.”
“He really buried it in you.”
She exhaled shakily, rolling her eyes, recalling the deep dirty pleasure he’d delivered to her. “That was incredible,” she whispered.
He prompted her: “And you liked waking up with me, covered in other men’s semen.”
“Oh, I love it, Cam. Don’t you?” she laughed, then climbed higher and squirmed her dirty naked body against his. “That what you want? Want to hear I’m a dirty slut?”
“You’re no slut,” he said seriously.
“You can call me one,” she said softly. “Sometimes.”
“When the time’s right?”
She nodded, still wriggling against him, looking in his eyes.
“Look at this dirty slut,” he said now and tilted his phone so she could see it, eyes watching her face comprehend what she saw. The picture of her he’d just taken was posted to their company Instagram. Amberly looking sweet but tired, laying face down in bed with her head on a pillow, a Stroud jacket over her shoulders. Underneath it, he’d written: three days nonstop skiing, eight hour session yesterday, dancing all night in Telluride—Amberly’s gonna sleep in today, cozy in her Kestrel fleece. It probably already had 20 hearts.
He watched her face still, saw her get mad, saw her face relax, saw her rationalize, rectify, squint to see if semen was visible. It was kind of, but no one would know. No one would know they were looking at a good girl gone bad; a wife who had been fucked by four men just before the picture was taken.
“I’m so mad at you, Cam,” she whispered. “I want to rip your face off.” She climbed over top of him, lay her warm, dirty body on top of his and kissed him. His hands went up and down her hips and ribs, and she wiggled low, parted her legs until the tip of his penis poked into her hot, wet core.
“You slut,” he whispered to her.
A moan escaped her as she sunk her pelvis on him and his steel rod slid up inside her with wet ease. “Careful,” she warned him.
Their fingers wove together, and she sat upright on him. He said, “You fuck me. Ride me.”
“Yeah,” she sighed, looking in his eyes and stirring her hips.
“Ryan came inside you,” he said.
“That was such a mistake.”
“It was hot,” he told her.
“I never should’ve let him … do that.”
“No.”
“Are you mad at me?”
His own hips gyrated opposite hers, and being inside her like this, talking dirty, was endless, cottony heaven. “No. We didn’t know what we were doing. It happened so fast.”
“I wanted it,” she confided, leaning lower, grinding harder.
“You did?” he said with a slight gasp.
“I know better,” she whined. “I feel like a dumb teenager.”
“You get pregnant, they’re going to kick you out of high school, Amberly.”
She laughed and moaned, squeezing him with her thighs and rocking. “What am I going to tell my mother?”
“All the other mothers are going to talk behind her back about what a slut her daughter is.”
“Oh fuck, Cam,” she blubbered in his ear, collapsing on his chest. “Come inside me, okay? Come inside me.”
“Ah, I’m coming, Amberly, I’m coming,” he grunted, feeling his balls riding high.
She whispered, “You’re not going to get anywhere near deep as my big dick lover, but do your best.”
He yanked her back by her hair and erupted inside her explosively, watching her laughing face through hazy twinkling stars.

IN THE SHOWER, she waved a wand shooting scorching hot jets of water over her dirtiest parts. Four men had their way with her and she was okay with that. How did it come to this? She never imagined she could be this kind of girl. Turned out she was. Even now in the light of day, the events of last night stoked an intense little fire in her tummy. They’d come in her mouth, her anus, and one well-hung handsome stranger even let it go up inside her. That was a mistake. A mistake for sure. But it was so incredibly hot. Maybe she should go back on the pill—then again, they were looking to get pregnant. That might be postponed until they sorted out this new and startling development in their love lives. Fortunately, the timing was actually pretty good. It was a pretty good time in her cycle to have a stranger ejaculate inside her—it was hard to believe this was a thought out of her own mind; what would her sister think of sweet, conscientious Amberly now? Becca would die if she knew what happened. The potential shame though only heightened her excitement, and she felt her cheeks take heat even under the onslaught of her cleansing hot water shower.
When she came out of the bathroom in her fuzzy robe with a white towel wrapping her hair and piled on her head, she heard Cam talking to someone in the suite. Their bags were open on the bed and he’d been packing. She crept to the door, a small worry about what her dirty-minded husband had planned now. The door to the suite closed, and she saw her husband surveying the platters atop a room service cart.
“Want some breakfast?” he asked, catching her spying on him, smiling and holding the lid of a serving dish, steam rising. The smell of bacon hit her.
“I do,” she said.
“All keto,” he said. “Bacon, eggs, salmon, avocado, coffee with butter. Waffles and maple syrup for me. Unless my sexy little fuck machine wants some carbs in her gas tank …?”
“I might have a bite of yours,” she said, padding over to him. She stood at his side and held his hand. “You’re packing up our things.”
“I don’t want to be in this room anymore. I want to go home.”
An uncomfortable worry squirmed through her. “You don’t have … regrets, do you?”
“No, Amberly,” he said, looking to her. “I just want to be home. I want to see Vinnie. I want to curl up on our couch. Run our trails.”
“You don’t want to run into those guys.”
“No,” he admitted. “I’m fine. No regrets. I just really want to go home.”
“Did you already check out?”
He nodded.
“I want to go home, too,” she said. “Let’s eat, baby. Then we’ll go home.”
IT WAS in the busy lobby of the hotel, Cam standing right next to her, when she got the text from Ryan. Under the massive iron chandelier that hung high overhead in the glossy log and glass A-frame, they stood waiting for the taxi that would take them to the airport where Cam had booked them an emergency flight home to Seattle. Couldn’t get first class, but business was just fine for two ex-ski bums aching to be home with their dog. A ding from her purse had her retrieving her phone and waking it without even looking while people went past them with skis.
Ryan: turn around, sexy

At first she wondered who Ryan was, then it occurred to her—she only knew one. How did he have her number?
Phone pressed to her chest, hiding from it like he could watch her through its screen, she stayed where she stood and moved her head on a swivel. The lobby was mid-morning busy with people coming out of the restaurant after breakfast, people checking out and in, and skiers looking to head out to the lift. She could see into the restaurant, and out the windows to the bright, snowy day beyond—that would have been great for skiing if she and Cam didn’t need to get the heck out of town before they found a reminder of the glorious sin they committed. Now that sin had found her through her very own phone.
“Cam,” she whispered and nudged him with an elbow. As he looked to her, she tilted her phone so he could read it, tugging down on the bill of her Stroud baseball cap, hiding her face and peering around like a spy.
“What?” he asked her, standing straight again and giving her a puzzled look.
“How does he have my number?”
“I gave it to him.”
“You gave it to him?”
“Yeah,” he said, not seeing the concern.
“When?”
“This morning. Before they all left. All the guys.”
“You gave all those guys my number?”
“Yeah. Don’t you want to stay in touch?”
“For what?”
“I don’t know. Business. Sasha invited us to Manhattan. For Stroud.”
“But Cam … Ryan’s not … He’s a lawyer.”
“You don’t need to stay in touch with him for business.”
She couldn’t help a smirk. “For what then?”
“Whatever you need,” he said and bumped her shoulder with his own.
“Cam …” she said, frowning but smiling, struggling to comprehend his meaning—though she knew what he was saying. Struggling to rectify it then. “Are you serious?”
“Or not. It’s up to you. You can do no wrong.” Then thinking for a second, clarifying: “If I’m there, you can do no wrong.”
“That’s wild, Cam,” she said, smiling, narrowing her eyes and studying him for cracks. “You sure about that?”
He shrugged and nodded.
Now she turned right around, eyeballing the crowd for one handsome face in particular. He wasn’t that hard to find. Tall, tanned, wavy blonde hair; his hot looks made him stand out from the crowd in the busy lounge, sitting by the thirty-foot tall river rock fireplace in an oxblood leather lounge chair. He was enjoying a coffee and talking with another young good-looking guy she didn’t recognize. He raised his coffee cup to her, and she nodded, tried not to burst out in the giggles, held a cool smile for him for the appropriate number of beats and turned back to face outside with Cam. Her phone dinged again.
Ryan: I’m in Seattle the 12th next month we should get some drinks, go dancing

She studied his words. Texted,
Amberly: can’t wait. Give me a call

She showed her husband the unsent text, looking at him hopefully. He pressed send for her then leaned in kissed the top of her ear.

IN THE CAB on their way to the airport, he watched the side of his beautiful wife’s face. Last night had been incredible. He’d seen her in ways he never imagined, ways no man ever gets to see his wife. They’d seemed to come through it just fine, and for that he was thankful.
It had existed in his mind like a canker for eight months. He wanted her to have messed around in California. He did, but he didn’t. Found out last night that she didn’t ... but wanted to. It was the best outcome.
Then they blew the top off his secret fantasy and he watched her do the dirtiest things with multiple men. In the aftermath, the night’s activities had left him charged up, more in love with her—and most surprisingly and yet most importantly, closer to her than ever.
She was on her phone again, the two of them in the cab’s backseat, driving the 145 to Telluride Regional, Amberly’s beautiful face turned down, her ball cap pulled low, long brown hair touching her shoulders. She was smiling, reading, tapping on the keypad, smiling again.
“What’s got you so happy?” he asked her.
“Oh, sending out some feelers,” she said slyly.
“Feelers?”
“You like to watch?” she said, raising an eyebrow for him.
His stomach condensed. This had been his thing; for eight months this had been his dark fantasy and the idea that it was out in the open, fulfilled, and maybe, just possibly, shared by his lovely Amberly was at once wild and frightening. “I do,” he said. “Why?”
She wagged her phone to him, showing him the screen where she’d been texting with someone. “You want me to watch me take some photos of Cassidy?”
All last night he’d felt on top of this fantasy, like he held the reins and while the horses had his carriage bouncing and rocking, he controlled where it was going. Now he wasn’t sure. But he knew he liked it. “What did you have in mind?”
“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe we’ll go out in nature, take some new product. Maybe you’d like to be behind the camera.”
“I’d like that a lot,” he said, seeing her eyes narrow on him, studying how much he enjoyed her badness.
“I’ve made some changes since the last time I saw him.”
“You have,” he agreed. “Lots. You should be in front of the camera now.”
“I should,” she agreed. “Sometimes.”
“You want him to see the new you?”
“I want him to see every bit of the new me.”
“And touch it?”
“We’ll see where it goes,” she said, teasingly, reminding him she could be in charge when she wanted.
“What if I say no?”
“I doubt you will,” she said, eyebrows high, regarding her phone. “He’s available next weekend, and I already booked him a flight. He’s going to stay with us. He’s pretty stoked.”
He let out a slow exhale of disbelief and preparation. “I’m pretty stoked too,” he admitted, getting some pictures in his head already.
“Yeah, I’m stoked as well,” she said.
Now he nudged her thigh with his hand to get her attention. “How many boy toys do you need?”
“How many do you want me to have?”
He smiled. “I’ll let you know when it’s too many.”
She looked in his eyes and she smiled warmly, his sweet Amberly back again. She said, “I’ll listen.”
He kissed her cheek.
Then she winked, said, “But I’m probably always keeping Ryan.”




                         AFTERWORD  

Sign up for my newsletter to get the latest info, sneak peeks at upcoming stories, and even a free story or two down the road!
http://eepurl.com/bYsVwH
Visit my blog!
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LANDLORD Series
Landlord: Box One
It’s the first of the month and that means Reza is coming.
Jonny and Charlie Keen got themselves in financial trouble. Well, that was Jonny’s fault. But sweet Charlie has a way to keep them in the apartment they love. And despite how terrible it may seem, it’s still a better option than the two of them stumbling back to her parent’s Kansas farm and telling them what a failure Jonny is.
She’ll submit to Reza, their landlord’s son. Jonny will watch as another man takes care of his woman in every way she needs. It’s the first of the month and this is the way it is now.

MAGGIE Series
Tempting Maggie
Sharing Maggie
Secret Maggie
Exploring Maggie
Discovering Maggie
Uncovering Maggie
Recovering Maggie
Max is a fourth year Government and Policy student engaged to wed the love of his life.
Maggie is a fourth year Art student and she can’t wait for the summer to come so she can finally tie the knot with the guy she fell in love with when they were Freshmen.
They’ve been together four years at their prestigious private college nestled in the Green Mountains of Vermont. This is the year they’ll graduate and set out into the world together as a couple.
But Maggie is surprised to find her desires set on fire by a gorgeous new figure model. She thinks she’d never cheat but she can’t stop thinking about him.
When Max learns her secret he’s crushed. It tears down everything he knows about her. But in the rubble he finds something shining: excitement.
Now, if he could just convince her it’s okay…

Learning Lessons
A Losing His Wife Novel
This long series is now one novel! A 160,000 word cuckold tragedy …
Pete and Jess Mapplethorpe have been married for seven years now. They’ve got two wonderful little boys and an Irish Setter. Everyone that knows them would say they are the nicest couple you’d want to meet.
Well, they might say that Pete can be a bit of a jerk sometimes—but Jess? Regional Grade Three teacher of the year, three years running. Pretty, polite, sensitive, kind and thoughtful…
It must have been black magic that brought them together…
Behind closed doors everyone would be shocked at what goes on. They’d never believe the dirty things that sweet Jess might do or say. Pete doesn’t think he has what it takes to please his beautiful wife and they fantasize about larger men taking her and making her happy.
She’s just starting to discover herself at thirty-five… She wants to make up for lost time.
They’ve found a handsome, well-built young man to play along. It’s better than they even imagined. Now that they’ve started will she be able to stop? What if she doesn’t want to?
Her husband loves enduring distressing levels of humiliation and she’s finding a crazy pleasure now in delivering it…

Cherry Blossoms
A Losing His Wife Novel
This long series is now one novel! A 300,000 word cuckold tragedy …
Geoff J. Kane is a successful children’s book illustrator. Ten years ago he married the girl of his dreams. She’d been his best friend and he’d helped her through tough relationships and gave her his shoulder to cry on many nights. Then after two years, she kissed him. Now they’re married and they’ve got a beautiful seven-year-old daughter.
Nia Kane was a wild one. She liked to have fun and she liked to cause trouble. Everything she did, in the end, blew up in her face, hurt her. One night she realized the best man in her life was sitting with her, telling her it was all going to be okay. She kissed him and it was wonderful and he’s always good to her.
Their daughter is growing up, she’s away at school now and it seems like it might be a good idea for Nia to return to the workforce. The city isn’t getting any cheaper. She gets a job offer from an old friend. The brother of her very hot ex-boyfriend. She cried on her husband’s shoulder a lot over this guy, back when Geoff was just her buddy.
Having her ex back in her life stirs up old feelings in both of them. They both like it. There was something exciting about that time when they were twenty. It’s safe now. He’s got her. They can fantasize, right?

Watching Natalie Cheat
Nelson and Natalie Stacks are settling in for the night to spend some together-time. It’s been a long week of work and they’ve got one night together before they have to spend some time apart.
One night alone, that’s all Nelson wanted. But it seems fate has other plans …
Soon, there’s a knock on the door … behind it a ghost from the past …
They let him in—it’s freezing outside. And even though Natalie has never been a fan of Nelson’s old college housemate, she’s ready to let the bad of the past remain there …
Besides, it seems like he’s brought quite the gift …

Obsessed Series
Obsessed: Book One
Obsessed: Book Two
Four couples lives intertwine as they explore their erotic boundaries. From simple wife-watching to cuckolding and domination and humiliation, these couples have one thing in common: they all share the same incredible bull. And he is far more than they even expected.
Mike and Gretch: Not married, but dating for a good long while. Two comedy writers just at the edge of love, that strange and delicate space where the act of sharing can be so dangerous. But they’re two cool cats and they’re sure they’ve got it all locked down. They call her ex-boyfriend from college, Atticus Hawke, a guy who has in the years since their breakup, and before Mike, been a reliable booty call for her.
Sean and Courtney: Sean’s a Type A stick of dynamite. A rocketing studio exec, competitive and driven, he shares an incredible bond with his gym-toned wife. Courtney is all in for the new game she and her handsome husband have devised. Their ten-year-old daughter is out of the house and away at boarding school. They’ve planned a one-year commitment to one another about honesty, openness, and exploration. They’re going for broke. Their new thing? Sean likes to watch and Court likes to be watched. They’ve found a guy online. He seems too good to be true. A guy called Finch, endowed, muscular, handsome like a fashion model. Courtney’s been working out and she’s going to put this stud through his paces.
Steve and Becky: Becky’s a headstrong X-Ray technician who landed herself a multi-millionaire tech investor husband thirty years her senior. Steve loves to be dominated and he found the girl of his dreams in Becky. She’s got an iron will and she loves her husband. Loves him enough to lock him in chastity and keep him abstinent for months on end. It’s okay, don’t worry about Becky, she gets a regular visit from a drop-dead gorgeous man named Finch. He keeps her satisfied. Sometimes, if he’s been good, she’ll even let her husband watch.
JJ and Amy: Two young country bumpkins just arrived in Los Angeles. JJ wants to live a lifestyle he’s only dreamed of and this city is part of it. He’s married to the sweetest little nineteen-year-old outta Jackson Pond, South Carolina and he’s sure she’s on a fast ticket to stardom. She just needs her first big break. While they’re waiting he’s got a fantasy he wants to see lived out. He would do anything to see his little Amy with a man who’s got a big one, one’ll make her scream like those girls he watches on the internet. He found a guy online, one Amy didn’t make her vomit-face at. He’s got everything JJ’s been looking for and, thank the stars, he’s agreed to do it.
Atticus Hawke: Finch is his online name. His nighttime name. The one he uses on a site that puts him in touch with couples looking for a bull just like him. By day he is Atticus Hawke. You might have heard of him. You know the song from the eighties, ‘Going With That Girl’? No? You’d know it if you heard it. That was Atticus’ dad, Ricky Hawke. Yes, that Ricky Hawke. Now you know. Made a bunch of singer-songwriter hits in a time when all the kids wanted pop coming out of synthesizers and their stars to be pretty boys and have colourful hair. Ricky had real talent. So does Atticus. One of L.A.’s hottest emerging Modern artists, his work commands a fortune. But it pales against his enormous trust fund. These days his real work is done at night. His masterpieces. That’s where his passion is. Watching and participating in intense psychological dramas in dark hotel rooms across the city. He gives women what they want. They’re a canvas, a medium. His audience: their husband.

The Cayman Proxy Series:
The Cayman Proxy (Box One)
Mitchell Sutton’s family is one of the wealthiest in London. But Mitch is an outsider, the handsome young son who took his own path. He’s in love with a girl from the wrong side of the tracks.
Kate’s a troubled Council house girl thrown into a lifestyle she never imagined. But she’s more than his dressed up little princess.
He’s got just about everything she needs. But she’s got a mind full of dark thoughts she can’t escape. And there’s something Mitch can’t give her.
She needs something his money can’t buy.
He would do anything for her.
They hit the hot beaches of Grand Cayman, a reunion with an old friend and a handsome stranger. Passion boils in her blood. Can she make this work or will her desires destroy the man she loves?

Pool Party
A cuckold thriller.
Darren’s wife is far away this weekend at a conference in New York City. At least that’s what she told him. Who knows these days?
He’s got a sneaking suspicion Lynn’s been cheating on him. Nothing concrete; little things. Like the gym dedication, the slim-fitting new clothes ... there’s an attitude as well. And she’s been denying him his marital pleasures.
A distance has been growing between them though they’ve been happily married for twenty-five years.
Today’s the hottest day of the summer. A hundred-and-five degrees, and at Darren’s house it’s about to get even hotter ...
A fortuitous knock on the door brings Darren surprises and clues to the mysteries that have been keeping him awake ...
He worried his imagination had been getting away from him ...
Sometimes the worst thing you can imagine isn’t even close.

Going A Little Too Far
You couldn’t picture a sweeter couple than Troy and Emma.
Troy’s a former Division One college wrestler. A walking water park at two-sixty-five, with shoulders no woman could get her arms around and a set of abs you could scrub laundry on.
Emma’s a sweet little Georgia Peach. Pretty as can be in her proper dresses; she’s a good girl from a good family that raised her right.
You couldn’t tell by looking at them that they were two straight-up freaks that loved to push each other’s kinky buttons.
Emma, with all her book club shyness, loves to be man-handled, loves to be lifted off her feet and dominated. Troy is a monster with a six-hundred-fifty pound deadlift and she’s like a feather in his arms.
Troy likes to be humiliated. He knows he doesn’t have much ‘down there’ and he likes his virginal wife to tell him he’s no good and she’d have to get what she wanted elsewhere.
Couple of closet freaks.
A summer housewarming party on a scorching hot West Texas day puts a gift in their lap. A big, larger-than-life playtoy for Emma to tease her husband with. He wants her to. She wants to do it. But once it starts, where do you stop? What’s going too far?

Taken While He Watches: On Their Honeymoon
Ken and Ashley just got married and while money is super-tight they’ve got themselves a weekend getaway in the Honeymoon Suite looking out over the ocean on the sunny Carolina coast.
The room was a steal. Turns out it’s Bike Week and no one books the Honeymoon Suite during Bike Week. Especially not two dopey white kids from the suburbs.
A mix-up leaves them in trouble and they don’t know how they can get out of it, don’t even know how they’ll get home. They get some help from their hotel neighbours. A half dozen handsome, muscular, and very wealthy black men.
Ken’s wary but Ash is all in.
When they find out she’s saved herself for her special night she becomes the star of the show and they’ll offer anything to help her...
Ken doesn’t like it but she’s going to do what they ask. She says it’s for their future...

Taken While He Watches: At The Combine
Coralee has put her own career on hold to help her husband keep his Sports Podcast afloat. He’s spent eighty grand on his tiny entertainment empire.
Bobby just needs a big break. His business is a half second away from going belly-up. When their camera captures an XXL wardrobe malfunction by the combine’s star prospect they see an opportunity.
Coralee will do anything to get an interview with him. She’ll use the video as leverage. She’ll get to this bad boy super-athlete, even if she has to break into the locker room…
She’s doing it to save the family business, right?

Taken By His Best Friends: At The Hockey Rink
Marguerite was a sexy little French student Randall fell in love with at college. She loved hockey. He played hockey.
They fell in love and they married. They live a regular 9 to 5 now, but Randall and his best friends still play once a week. They are four big guys and they play rough and Marguerite is always there to cheer them from the stands.
When they all end up alone in the locker room after a bench-clearing brawl passions are already high. And when some innocent flirting starts it quickly tumbles out of control.
Marguerite does nothing to stop it. Randall is frozen...
He’s going to watch his best friends do all the dirty things they’ve ever dreamed of doing to his wife...

Measured Next To Her Ex: A Medical Size Comparison Cuckold Fantasy
When Ben Watson went to the new Sexual Performance Clinic across from his office he was just looking to get some help.
But when he showed up on Opening Day the place was so overwhelmed they started doubling up in exam rooms to make sure all the patients were assessed.
Of all the gin joints in all the—
Guess who his exam partner is? Yeah, his honey-pie’s ex-boyfriend. He is going to be sitting next to him, knees practically touching, while theses nurses assess their size and performance using only their latex hands.
He could leave, get the hell out of there. That would be sensible. But he’s kind of curious. A dark part of him wants to know something. Wants to know what his precious girl’s ex-lover has between his legs.
He’s going to wish he left.
Then, when his obscenely endowed exam mate starts to relate to the nurses the casual but very dirty hook-ups he’s been having with an ex, Ben’s hands really start sweating.
This is going to be the worst day of Ben’s life.

Size Curious Brat
Matt Walsh is on his way home from Harvard. It’s Thanksgiving recess and he hasn’t been with his sweet Chloe Rose in months. He can’t wait to get off the bus and wrap his arms around his baby girl.
Chloe’s a perverted little high-schooler with a habit for trouble. She loves her boyfriend Matt and she’s been aching for him.
But there’s a problem.
Matt’s step brother came home early. He’s a bully. A domineering man’s man who made Matt’s life miserable growing up. Now he’s a sexy deep-sea welder just getting home from Louisiana after two months at sea and he hasn’t even seen a woman in ages.
After a brief, naked encounter in the hallway little Chloe can’t get something out of her mind. Matt’s stepbrother Moric is built much better than other men and she can’t stop thinking about it.
It makes Matt mad but Chloe is just naturally curious. She doesn’t think it’s a big deal. She’s just never seen anything like that before.
Now Moric’s got his eyes on his little brother’s prize possession. She’s not exactly unwilling. Moric is a big powerful stud and Matt is powerless to stop him. Once he starts neither of them could stop him. He could take whatever he wants. It might be better—if Moric would let him—to just join him…
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