
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
   Claire's Cowboy
 
   A Cuckolding Short
 
   By Arnica Butler
 
    
 
   *********
 
   Copyright 2015 by Arnica Butler
 
   All rights reserved. No duplicating and no resale, but
 
   feel free to share with friends or family.
 
   Published by Thirteenth Line Publications
 
    
 
   This book is a work of fiction. All characters, companies, organizations, products and events in this book, other than those that are clearly in the public domain, are fictitious, and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, companies, organizations, events, or products, is purely coincidental. 
 
    
 
   All characters depicted in this story are 18 years or older. 
 
    
 
   Cover characters are models. Image(s) is/are licensed from:
 
   ardni / DepositPhotos
 
    
 
   Published by Thirteenth Line Publications
 
    
 
   Click Here To Check Out Hotwife Novels and Novellas By Arnica Butler
 
    
 
   The Hotwife Summer
 
    
 
   A Dark Place: Cuckolded in Lagos
 
    
 
   The Hotwife Tattoo 
 
    
 
   A Gamble: The Making Of A Hotwife
 
    
 
    
 
   READERS! 
 
   Get a FREE book when you SIGN UP for our newsletter!
 
   Browse our catalog and email us your choice. 
 
   We email once per week and do not spam.
 
    
 
   You can also follow Arnica Butler @ArnicaButler on Twitter. 
 
   Please drop me a line. I love to hear from readers.
 
    
 
   Table of Contents
 
    
 
   Chapter 1
 
   Chapter 2
 
   Chapter 3
 
   Chapter 4
 
   Chapter 5
 
   More from Arnica Butler
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 1
 
    
 
   “I want to go on this horseback tour in Montana.”
 
   “Right.” 
 
   Claire was leaning over a pile of brochures, flipping through them with so much enthusiasm it almost seemed like she was being sarcastic. So far, she had wanted to go on eight or nine different trips.
 
   When she found something she liked, she pushed her dark red hair over her shoulder and bounced a little, shaking the paper or letting out a little shriek. The bounce was a characteristic move of hers, one I enjoyed immensely, because her pert little breasts gave a jiggle each time she did it. 
 
   She squeezed the latest brochure of her desire in her hand. Her squeal was full of the same glee as when she had held Baltic Cruise or Athenian Ruins in her fist, just moments before. 
 
   I smiled and turned another page of the newspaper. I liked the way she was getting excited, her dark brown eyes twinkling, her lightly freckled nose getting scrunched up with the thrill. I hoped there were many more tours in the pile for her to fall in love with, so I could watch her bounce around about them.  
 
   “No,” she declared quietly, as though reading my thoughts. “No, I think I'm serious.” She leaned against the counter and abandoned all the brochures but the one in her hand. She turned her back on them, her small bottom against the counter. Then she did her thing, which amazes me every time she does it, because it seems almost supernatural: she sort of expanded, like a stretching cat. Her slender legs seemed to grow even longer. 
 
   Somehow, though, her body never really moved when she did this.   
 
   At that point, I should have known she was actually serious, and not just claiming to be serious, as she had already done several times before she settled on this particular tour. Claire gets very quiet, and a look of determination settles in on her face once she decides on something. 
 
   Her life of professional training as a musician had given Claire certain tendencies, and tenacity was one of them. The tenacity and the determination that had made her a great violinist were qualities that she applied to everything. Even to having fun. Once she made a decision, she was on that course to the bitter end. 
 
   Claire was the concertmistress for the local symphony, and she won the job easily when the audition came up. It was not a world-renowned symphony, but winning an audition with ease was never a small thing for a violinist, particularly the position of concertmistress. What was so amazing about Claire is that she could have won much bigger jobs, with better orchestras, but she had followed me and my career instead. 
 
   In many ways, the tenacity she had learned as a musician was positive feature of her personality (occasionally, her tenacity emerged as a bulldog stubbornness, such as the time she was determined to spend the day on the beach in Hawaii and it was pouring rain. She sat on her beach towel as though it were a sunny day and even ate a soggy sandwich at noon, sitting in the sand that had long since turned to mud). 
 
   But this same tenacity would, I hoped, keep her determined to keep things together throughout our marriage. I often felt like Claire was too beautiful for me, and one day she would realize it. 
 
   She was a small and girlish woman, like a ballerina but likely less tough and muscled to the touch. Her auburn hair and chocolate-brown eyes served as stunning beacons for her delicate features. She looked exactly like a doll, especially if caught in the right moment: her eyes were large and clear, her nose tiny and neatly upturned, her mouth heart-shaped and full. Her lips pursed in a small, natural pout when she was resting. The only thing that gave her away as a real human, if she was sitting very still, was the smattering of freckles over her nose and cheeks. 
 
   Her lithe body was well-proportioned, and everything about her was best described as perky – from her two small but perfectly rounded breasts, to her tight ass. And the greatest part about Claire's red hair, since everyone's mind immediately went there, is that the carpet did indeed match the drapes, though it was a shade different. It was a brighter, fiery red.
 
   It might be because Claire was so doll-like in her appearance and dancer-like in her mannerisms, and because she was a tiny little girl who played the violin in elegant evening gowns, that I frequently forgot about the bulldog in her. She also had a tendency to become enamored with things very easily, and then abandon them, something I always hoped would not be the case with me. 
 
   So, when she professed this commitment to horseback riding, I continued reading the paper and waited for the next thing she would love and really want to do.
 
   Since we had decided to have a baby, I had promised her a vacation to anywhere she wanted. A final, fun vacation before the real work of being married and having a child settled in around us. She had raided a travel agency (I was surprised that such a thing even existed anymore), and was now gleefully deciding on her dream vacation amid glossy brochures, another thing she loved. (She took brochures from absolutely anywhere they were offered and pored over them no matter what the content). 
 
   Another reason I wasn't taking Claire seriously was that she had also always claimed to hate the outdoors, to prefer museums and shopping, to anything remotely outdoors aside from the beach.  
 
   “You ride a horse every day,” she was saying. “And so you get to access all these mountain passes and things, see all this stuff that no one else gets to see. You get lessons on the horse first.”
 
   Her voice had taken on an unusual tone, and I peered at her over the top of the paper. 
 
   Her eyes were turning dark with excitement, her pupils eating up the irises. They moved quickly over the brochure, back and forth, but not in straight lines. 
 
   She was not reading. 
 
   I reached out and snatched the brochure from her hand. 
 
   “Oh I see,” I joked. The inside of the brochure was dedicated to a full-page photo of a rugged cowboy, looking almost hyper-masculine atop a horse, in faded brown chaps. His plaid shirt (of course) did not entirely conceal the contours of his muscles, and his chest pushed against the material, announcing his masculinity. A day's worth of light-brown stubble covered his square jaw, and bright blue orbs peered through his squinting, weathered eyelids. This, it all seemed to say, is a man who is not pussy enough to need sunglasses or sunscreen.  
 
   I smiled. “You want to go see some cowboys.” 
 
   I expected Claire to deny this, and snatch the brochure out of my hand. I expected her to claim to want to see the mountains, or to secretly love horses, as all women apparently did. Instead she smiled. A secretive, unusual smile. 
 
   “You said we could go wherever I wanted.” 
 
   I cocked my head to the side. “You would rather ride a horse? Through Montana? When you could go to Italy, or Thailand, or...what about Iceland? You've never been there.” 
 
   She took the brochure from my hand and flipped the cowboy photo back toward her. Her eyes again turned to sponges and soaked up the hard, leathery man. “It's just...I've never ridden a horse.” 
 
   My mind transformed the sentence to: It's just...I've never ridden a cowboy. I felt a delicious pang in my chest. 
 
   “Okay, but...Montana? I'm sure we could get a horseback tour in Iceland, or...somewhere else. Somewhere more interesting. Don't you want to go have an adventure?” 
 
   Claire had been completely sucked into the brochure again and didn't answer me. 
 
   I blinked at her. 
 
   My wife never really acted like this. Now I was starting to worry that there was something to what I had said about wanting to see some cowboys. 
 
   Also: I am not an outdoorsy kind of guy. I never have been, and every attempt I have made at being more outdoorsy has been an utter failure. Sometimes I get it into my head that I need to be more manly. Less academic. That I need to repair things and chew tobacco and fell trees. So I take someone up on an offer to go camping or fishing. I have regretted every one of these decisions. 
 
   I decided the best course of action was to leave Claire alone to consider her choice. I took a sip of my coffee, and shook the paper out in front of me. 
 
   She would change her mind. 
 
    
 
   She brought it up again it over dinner. 
 
   “Okay,” she said, and her eyes were lit up with this strange electric excitement she gets sometimes. “Don't think I'm crazy, but I really do want to try something different.” 
 
   She dropped this on me out of nowhere, so it took me a moment to realize she was talking about the vacation. 
 
   I was expecting “cooking lessons in Milan,” or something like that, to be her newest “different” thing. 
 
   She pushed the same Montana brochure across the table at me.
 
   And this is when I took it for a complete joke. I picked up the brochure and unfolded it. 
 
   “This brochure is full of all of the things you profess to hate: trees, bugs, a lack of buildings with running water.”
 
   “I know,” she said, in a strangely sexual-sounding voice. “That's why I want to do it.”
 
   I leaned back in my chair and folded my hands over my stomach. “Because of all that? Or because of the cowboy?” 
 
   She shrugged and said nothing.
 
   My interest was piqued. I felt a slightly cold sensation of excitement travel through my body, right under the skin.  
 
   “It is the cowboy,” I said. 
 
   Somewhat related: I'd always been interested in Claire's former lovers. I tried to get her to talk about them, and it's difficult to explain why, even to myself. I wanted to hear about them, what they were like – but specifically, the things they did better than me. The ways in which they were different than me. 
 
   I always assumed Claire had married me primarily because she loved me, but Claire was the kind of girl who threw herself passionately into anything and everything, if it caught her interest. She had dated a lot of rougher, more blue-collar men in the past, and I think I won out partly because she loved me but partly because those men didn't fit in her lifestyle, and I did. She was an 'artist,' she wore expensive evening gowns to work. She needed someone who was part of the class of people who attended the symphony and knew not to clap at the end of every movement. 
 
   Secretly, I enjoyed the little jolt of pain it gave me to think about how Claire in reality preferred a man who knew how to fix the plumbing, a man who wrestled animals or chewed tobacco. A real man's man, covered in grease, who would pick her up with one hand and throw her against the wall before stuffing her full of his hard, filthy cock. I liked to think that she was mildly bored with me, and that her mind was often elsewhere, thinking of real men, men who would never sit through a symphony but knew how to give it to a woman the way she wanted it. 
 
   The thing I wanted Claire to tell me about most of all was what her former lovers, all these blue-collar men, had been like in bed. But she wouldn't cough up the details. She always swatted me away or changed the subject. It's fine: I had imagination enough, and I used it. I used it to think about her ex-boyfriend Sean, a hardened-looking Irish man who in different times would have been muscle for the IRA but was instead a carpenter. I used my imagination to think about Ronnie, who had been a mechanic in Tennessee, and who I had never seen a picture of but who I drew vividly in my imagination. Or...what had his name been? The one she was the most mysterious about, but had told me details about one night. 
 
   One evening, I had pestered her about her ex-boyfriends, and she had had a lot of wine. In the bedroom I had asked her to tell me a real true sex story. 
 
   I had expected to get something mild, and not too detailed. Instead, perhaps because she had polished off almost an entire bottle of red herself, my wife Claire opened her mouth and spewed out the filthiest things I had ever heard her say. 
 
   Later, she claimed to not remember what she said, and to have been making things up, but I often stroked myself off to the near-perfect memory of her stories:
 
   ...liked it when I wore thigh-high stockings and heels to bed, and he had this black handcuff device- it wasn't really handcuffs, but it wasn't just a scarf or something, it really tied me up, and he liked it when he tied my hands behind my back…
 
   - she had demonstrated this, at this point, placing her hands behind her back and lying down on the bed -
 
   and I got on my stomach, and he held my hands up, or down, depending what he wanted, and I had to put my legs up in the air, like this...and then I would open my mouth, and suck his cock. If he held my hands up high, I needed to go slower, which was hard, because it hurt. 
 
   I had lifted her hands, and she had smiled, teasing me with her eyes because we had been fully dressed. 
 
   Slow and all the way to the base of his cock. 
 
   I had dropped her hands.
 
   And then if he dropped my hands down, I was supposed to suck him fast. Up and down, sucking the cum right out of him.
 
   And then, he liked to lift me up, and cum all over my face. 
 
   Hank. That was his name. 
 
    
 
   Back in the kitchen, all of these thoughts swirled around in my mind, and Claire remained silent on the subject of why she wanted to go to Montana, of all places. And get on horses, and sleep outdoors, of all things. 
 
   “Oh,” I said, jovially. “Yeah. Okay. This looks great. Really you want to do this?” 
 
   “I do!” She said it so enthusiastically, I again felt certain it was a joke. 
 
   Certain. It was. A joke. 
 
   “Great,” I said. I gave it so much enthusiasm that I felt certain she could have only interpreted my answer as joining her in what I thought was her sarcasm. 
 
   But the next day she met me at the door, waving around the neatly folded, brochure-sized envelopes that you get at travel agencies. Inside were airline confirmations, small passes, a rental car confirmation, more small passes. All of these small papers added up to: one trip to Montana, one drive to Golden Rancho, one week horseback riding on the range. 
 
   But what can you do? Claire, my little red-headed doll, was buzzing with her graceful excitement and her eyes were sparkling.  
 
   “Are you excited?” she said, clasping her hands together.
 
   “I'm excited because you're excited,” I said, and I must have failed to hide the wariness in my voice. 
 
   She tipped her head to one side and smiled at me flirtatiously. “Snookie,” she said, using the nickname that had begun, as I suppose all nicknames begin, as a joke. She put her hand on my chest. “Please get excited.” She put her hand on my chest and very slowly began to move it down to my belt. 
 
   I stood there attempting to think of the cleverest thing I could say to take advantage of the moment and get myself laid in the early afternoon. 
 
   Claire surprised me by saying, just seconds before I was going to quip almost the identical thing:
 
   “Maybe I can get you excited.”
 
   She flipped my belt out from under the buckle. 
 
   I stared at her as she lowered herself with her dancer's grace to her knees, and then smiled up at me, as she pulled the belt loose of the buckle and unbuttoned my pants.
 
   I sucked in my breath. 
 
   See here's the thing: I enjoy the thought of Claire getting thoroughly fucked in every single hole in the most lewd ways I can cook up. I love to think about her taking a huge cock in the ass, I love to think about Hank suspending her hands above her while she obediently stuffed her mouth with his cock, I loved thinking about streaks of cum across her face. I turned her upside down on office chairs and throat-fucked her in my fantasies, until her face was shiny with cum and spit, and then I turned her over and filled her tightest hole with another big load of cum while she bit down on the back of the chair and just took it. 
 
   However, in real life, Claire looked like a doll, and so when she was on her knees and had her mouth open, even though all of that soft, wet, redness gaped open just begging me to grasp her hair and shove my cock down into her neck, and smash my hips and my balls into her face until I came right into her throat. I couldn't do it. 
 
   Claire licked the tip of my cock, and grasped the shaft. This is how she always sucked me off, and don't get me wrong, it was just fine. Not a lewd throat-fuck, but a nice, graceful blowjob from a little doll. She licked at me like a kitten, lapping up the bead of precum that had formed at the head of my shaft from thinking about all the things I'd like to do to Claire. Then she pulled the end into her mouth, and inside her mouth she swirled her tongue around me.
 
   I looked down at her. I wanted to ask her to show me what she would do if she got on her knees for Hank. Or a cowboy. 
 
   Claire surprised me by slowly moving all the way down my cock, taking nearly all of me in her mouth. She lowered her eyes, and began to bob her head up and down on my shaft, with an expertise I had been unaware she possessed. 
 
   A climax was rising quickly in me, and I reached out a hand to touch her head and push her away, but when I felt her hair in my fingers, she moved down on me. An animal force within me combined with the images I had created, my fantasies of her with her exes, and I felt my hand push her head against me. 
 
   Claire continued to move, up and down, sucking me hard. I pulled my fingers closed and felt her hair in my hand, and the thrill of controlling her like that, clutching her like a football and moving her up and down my cock for my own pleasure, sent a shiver through me that triggered an orgasm. I erupted suddenly, and I leaned forward with the force of it in my torso. I let go of Claire's head, but she kept her lips around my cock, and pulled her mouth slowly along the length of it. Her mouth was filling up with my cum, and she was sucking it off the length of my shaft. When she reached the tip, her doll eyes flicked open, and she met my stare. 
 
   Then she sucked, right to the very tip, and cleaned my dick entirely of cum. 
 
   I stood, gasping for a moment, before I panted: 
 
   “Holy fuck.” 
 
   Claire leaned back on her heels, and placed a small finger on the corner of her lips. “Are you excited now?” 
 
   I was still having trouble breathing. 
 
   I nodded.
 
   The trip, suddenly, seemed like a really good idea. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 2
 
    
 
   When we arrived at the Golden Rancho, we joined a group of three other middle-aged couples like us: John and Annie, Doug and Melissa, Mark and Sara. 
 
   The three men looked a lot like busy, finance-types, who took one vacation a year for one week and had been dragged here by their wives. They spoke quickly and efficiently and spent a lot of time looking at their phones.  
 
   I was starting to think things might not be that bad. I had never ridden a horse, but I figured none of these people had either. The wives were pretty, well-maintained little things, but none of them held a candle to my Claire. Annie was a tight-lipped and almost anorexic woman with straight brown hair; Melissa was a full-figured blond with a better body than face; and Sara was a bleached-blonde who was clearly a second, trophy wife and seemed to have spent quite a bit of money constructing the world's most perfect breasts. Admittedly, she had succeeded. 
 
   However, each of these women, however pretty they might have been, looked washed-out and plain next to Claire. Her bright, natural hair and doll face sucked every man's attention her way. She was clad in a pair of tight jeans that gave her ass an especially attractive shape, and a plaid shirt that she had somehow fitted neatly against her body so that her long, dancer's form was visible through the material. She had propped a leg up on the fence and was watching the horses with excitement.
 
   I watched with amusement as the other men tried to hide the wandering of their eyes to the magnificent shape of her buttocks in those jeans, or her long, slender thigh, or her heart-shaped mouth.
 
   It was moments like this that I felt like a real winner: these guys might be making a ton of money, and they even had trophy wives, but none of those women compared to Claire. 
 
   Eat it, suckahs, I thought, and then actually felt as foolish as if I had said it. I was, after all, a forty-something white guy who taught English Literature at a poorly-regarded university.
 
   Still, it was gratifying, having a wife like Claire. 
 
   The first part of the trip was a training session in a fenced yard. The guides were two plain-faced girls in their twenties. They approached, giggling, and then froze in child-like anxiety. Doug smiled, and he did nothing to hide the very filthy ideas that were coming to his head. John rolled his eyes. The girls stammered, talking over each other with the busy, disjointed speech of very young girls.
 
   They did much better once they could give instructions about horses and how to get on them. 
 
   They led me, based on my experience with horses (I had seen one at a petting farm once) to a black and white horse, who was a little heavy-set and ignored everything but the grass on the other side of the fence. 
 
   Which was fine with me. 
 
   “This horse is nice and calm,” Amber (or Ashley) assured me. 
 
   I got on the horse awkwardly. The horse did not react, and continued munching at grass.
 
   The two girls proceeded to boss me around like I was an idiot, but everyone else seemed to be about useless as I was.
 
   Everyone, except for Claire. 
 
   Claire, it turned out, had ridden horses a lot, something she had never mentioned. She swung herself up easily and trotted on her horse with fluid grace. Her hair was down, and it blew in the wind behind her. Her mind seemed to be somewhere else, and she looked out into the distance while everyone else struggled. 
 
   When I finally managed to get my horse to move in the direction I wanted it to, I trotted up next to Claire. 
 
   “Hey,” I said, taking in her beautiful form. She was moving like she was one with the horse, like a female centaur. “What's with the horse riding?” 
 
   She swung her hair over her shoulder and it picked up in the wind. Her bright eyes sparkled. She twisted her heart-shaped mouth into a coy smile. 
 
   “I used to ride horses all the time,” she said. 
 
   I squinted. 
 
   It was unusual for someone in my line of work, but I had a bad memory. I had a bad memory for almost everything people told me.
 
   But not for personal details about Claire. 
 
   “I don't remember that,” I said.
 
   She smiled, and tossed her hair again, snickered at her horse, and away she went, smiling at me over her shoulder. 
 
   I watched her ass moving slightly over the saddle, up and down in rhythm with the horse's gallop. She directed the animal neatly through the obstacle course of struggling riders, and slowed him near the opposite fence. 
 
   From someplace, she had dug up a cowboy hat that shaded her face. She looked like a different person, and she was acting like a different person. She seemed to have come out of a movie, or at least have been born and bred in Montana, on a horse. 
 
   A quiver of pleasure moved inside of me. I loved when my wife seemed like a different person, and I could contemplate what I had. I liked watching her as though she were someone else's wife, and then savoring the thought that she was, in fact, mine. 
 
   But along with the normally pleasurable feeling it gave me, the feeling of seeing her on a horse came with a light fear. It was almost like Claire was too different. Too unlike herself. Now she seemed to be a stranger. 
 
   When she reached the fence, her horse, moving like part of her own body, slowed to a trot and a back wind caught her hair and blew it over her face. She used one hand to push her hair back, and she appeared to be staring out into the distance. Looking at the scenery.
 
   And that's when I saw him. 
 
   Marlboro Man. From a distance, I couldn't see that he was the guy from the brochure, though I would find out soon enough. He was just an incredibly fit man, wearing the modern cowboy costume of jeans and a plain shirt, and weathered leather boots and gloves. 
 
   He appeared to change direction as he approached the ranch and the enclosed area where we were learning to ride. His horse trotted up next to the fence, and I saw that he was headed straight for the halo of red light that was Claire's hair caught in the sunlight. 
 
   Claire put her hand up on her head, as though holding her hat on. 
 
   I couldn't hear anything from where I was, and my own horse had moved to the fence and begun munching on grass, and would not move. The two figures of my wife and the handsome cowboy merged at the fence, each horse facing the opposite direction of the other. The horses moved lightly beneath their relaxed bodies, and it looked for all the world like a couple, who had spent eternities out on the range on horses together, was stopping to exchange affections. 
 
   Claire looked good, and she looked natural. 
 
   They talked for quite some time, while I pulled on the reins of my horse. The horse paid me no mind, and so to salvage my dignity I crossed my hands over the grip of the saddle and looked off into the distance. I had seen the stance in movies. I hoped it looked like I meant to be standing there, and less like I was an idiot who couldn't control my horse. 
 
   Annie, the very thin and mousy-haired woman, passed me on a reluctant horse. 
 
   “You have to stop that horse from eating,” she told me, sagely. 
 
   Her own horse was moving around as though it had no idea there was even a rider on it, which was unsurprising because she was so thin. Annie bobbled away.
 
   I clicked at the horse and patted its neck. 
 
   My wife tossed her hair again and I heard her voice, high-pitched in the form of a squeal, crackling across the distance. 
 
   She was laughing.
 
   I couldn't see the hardened cowboy's face beneath his huge hat, but I imagined that he was smiling as his eyes moved up and down, from Claire's flat stomach to her pretty mouth, and then back down, to where her two slender legs met. 
 
   The figures moved apart, but I noticed that Claire's hand was held up in a goodbye. 
 
   She trotted around the enclosure, oblivious to my problems with my horse. 
 
    
 
   “So...” I said, sliding my plate along the bench table and sliding myself up next to Claire at lunch. 
 
   She had a sandwich in her hands and gave the me side-eye. “So..?” 
 
   “Are you going to tell me about this horse-riding?” 
 
   She bit into her sandwich. Chewed. Swallowed. “I told you about it,” she answered, her voice full of incredulity. “I used to ride all the time.”
 
   “What? I don't remember any of that.” 
 
   She shrugged. She was looking at the cross-section of her sandwich as though it were deeply interesting. “It was when I dated Mike.”
 
   Mike. 
 
   Mike?
 
   Mike…
 
   I shook my head.
 
   “Who's this Mike?” 
 
   She turned to me now. “What's this? You don't remember an ex-boyfriend of mine?”
 
   I closed my eyes, as though searching my files. I shook my head. “Nope. Nope, you never said anything about any Mike, who took you horseback riding.” 
 
   Her eyes fluttered, almost as though she were an actual doll, and then they glazed over. “Hmm.”
 
   I opened my mouth.
 
   “So?”
 
   “What?” She bit into her sandwich. She was smiling, enjoying my curious pain.
 
   “So, tell me about him.”
 
   She set her sandwich down and turned to me, setting her elbow on the table. Her face was a little accusatory, which she may not have known only added to the delight I got while she painfully narrated to me any details about her ex-lovers. I knew she thought I was a little crazy, wanting to hear about another man touching her, unwrapping her from her elegant costumes, exposing her pale skin and tonguing her cinnamon-colored nipples. Finding her bright red curls and pushing them away to part the petals of her pussy and watch her drip dew onto her light-pink lips, a fat droplet of it rolling down between her legs to glisten on her untouched anus…
 
   I never, of course, gave Claire any hint that I wanted her to go into that kind of detail, no matter how much I did. I'm sure that my erection gave her some clue. 
 
   She pressed her lips together and the corners of her mouth turned up a little. This was always a sign that she herself felt like having a little fun getting me hotted up. I felt desire twisting inside of me. My cock was getting hard. 
 
   “Well,” she said, and she lowered her voice so that it was only audible to me. If there was one thing Claire was not going to do, it was make a spectacle of herself. “Mike was an actual cowboy,” she said. 
 
   For a moment my hearing went dull, and Claire's next words disappeared in a high-pitched ringing. My head felt as though someone had punched me, I became so disoriented. Inside of me, the cool feeling I enjoyed so much seemed to uncoil, filling my veins with ice and making my cock throb. A cowboy, a real cowboy, Claire's voice said, over and over again in my mind. 
 
   Was that the reason she had chosen this trip? She was nostalgic for her time with Mike, for the smell of hay that she used roll around in, while her muscled ex-boyfriend made her pour sweat as he rammed himself into her?
 
   “...rugged, with biceps like this,” Claire was saying, when I finally returned to the room from my stupor. She held her own slender arm up, and spread her fingers wide on either side of her small bicep to indicate that Mike, apparently, had seven inches of bicep muscle when he flexed. 
 
   Seeing that I was back in the room with her, she leaned forward a little. 
 
   Her eyes had that look, the one she gets when she is feeling a little horny, a little mischievous. “And his cock,” she said, “was the biggest cock I have ever seen.” 
 
   She held her hands almost a foot apart, and leaned back, smiling in an almost challenging way. 
 
   Then she picked up her sandwich and began to eat it with amusement, knowing she had gotten me worked up, pleased with herself.    
 
   I looked around the room. My balls were aching now, and there was no chance of getting any relief because it was the middle of the day and we were scheduled to all hell.
 
   I leaned toward Claire anyway. “Want to sneak off to the room really quickly?” 
 
   Her eyes glittered for a second, and she leaned closer to me. I almost thought I had a chance. 
 
   Then, jokingly, but almost cruelly, she smiled. 
 
   “Nah.” 
 
   And she spun with a smile on the bench seat, and hopped away.
 
    
 
   The horseback training ended after an hour of instruction on emergencies and handling gear. It was replaced by luxury-resort activities, like pool and spa. We would resume our training in the morning the following day. 
 
   The idea of 'Mike' the ex-boyfriend was gnawing at me, but since it appeared we were being taken on this trip by the two girl-scouts, I decided not to worry about it too much.
 
   I tried not to worry about it too much. 
 
   But I was not successful. 
 
   Claire settled in by the pool with a copy of a book, turned on her stomach and showing her cute ass to everyone at the ranch, and I sat grumpily in a chair trying not drink too much. Thinking and thinking about Mike. 
 
   I didn't understand why Claire hadn’t explained her reason for wanting to go on this trip. Why hadn't she just said: I like riding horses and I miss it, and I think Montana is beautiful? 
 
   Why hadn’t she just said: I got to thinking about old times with my ex, Mike, who I never told you about, and I wanted to re-live that part of my life? 
 
   Why were we here? Her hands, twelve or so inches apart in the air in measurement of Mike's cock, fluttered through my mind.
 
   That's crazy, I reminded myself. She was exaggerating. And even if she wasn't, she was married to me. 
 
   I looked at her round buttocks, and her mane of mahogany hair. 
 
   She was my wife. 
 
   I sat down next to her. 
 
   “Want to go back to the room for a bit?” 
 
   My balls were still aching. I was still almost as worked up as she had made me in the dining room. 
 
   She turned a page of her book. “Uh...” she looked up at me. “Oh, I see,” she said. She looked at my crotch. She was being friendly, but giving me a ribbing at the same time. She winked. “You're really worked up,” she said, in a teasing voice. 
 
   I shifted in the chair. 
 
   She placed her chin on her hand and adjusted her book. “Why's that?” she said. 
 
   “What?” 
 
   “Why is it you're so worked up?' 
 
   She was grinning. She liked it when she had some kind of power over me. It was fun for her. 
 
   She kicked her legs playfully and pretended to read. 
 
   I didn't answer.
 
   “Is it because of the cowboy?” she ventured. 
 
   I was just about to answer, when a shadow cooled the air around us. I looked up to find John and Annie looming above us. 
 
   “You up for a round of golf?”
 
   I squinted, reminding myself to choose my words carefully. But Claire, playing her little game, flashed me a mischievous look and hopped up, slapping her book closed. “Sounds lovely,” she said. 
 
   I looked at her quizzically. She didn't even know how to play golf.
 
   She extended her bare foot toward me. “Let's go change, Snookie, and then we'll meet you guys here...in ten?” She directed the last bit to John and Annie.  
 
   She swung her legs around and practically skipped away. I watched John's face as he checked out her ass.
 
   Then I followed her.
 
    
 
   By the time we got to the room, I was really heated up. Claire seemed to expect this, and she turned around to face me as soon as we entered. She leaned toward me, pushing me against the wall.
 
   It was an unusually aggressive move for her, and because I was already savoring all of my suspicions and jealousy, I let myself wander off to a fantasy in which she was hotted up because of her cowboy.
 
   She found my cock with her hand and squeezed. 
 
   She grinned. “You're really horny,” she teased. 
 
   “Look who's talking,” I said. “It must be the sight of the rugged cowboy man.”
 
   This final bit came out of my mouth before I could stop it.
 
   Claire smiled, but she pushed away from me slightly. 
 
   “Or your memories of Mike,” I added. I heard the words as though for the first time once they were said out loud. What the hell was I doing?
 
   She pushed herself backward and looked at me. 
 
   “Oh my god. Are you serious?” 
 
   She had her hand on her hip. 
 
   I wasn't sure what to say, and I was thinking of how to exit gracefully, when Claire's expression changed. “Okay,” she said, and a slight glimmer of mischief flashed in her eyes. “Fine.” 
 
   She sat down on the bed and crossed her legs. She flipped her hair and looked at me challengingly.
 
   “Mike, like I told you, had the biggest cock I have ever seen.” 
 
   I was a little stunned. I wasn't sure what was happening. I hadn't even made a request of her, and yet she seemed to want to indulge me.
 
   I recovered quickly. 
 
   “And that's what you liked about him?” 
 
   She started acting. She put her hand on her forehead. “Well,” she said, batting her eyes. Mimicking sheepishness. “Any girl would like that...” 
 
   I was gathering courage. I had always wanted Claire to talk like this again, like the drunken night she had described Hank. I dove in. “But there was more?” 
 
   She smiled. 
 
   Her smile was meant to be an act, but there was something about it, something disturbing that stayed with me to the next day. “So much more,” she said. 
 
   Her eyes began to look distant.
 
   “Like what?” I said, trying to reel her back in. 
 
   She reached out and grabbed me. She gave a laugh, and pulled me into the bed. “This is too silly,” she said, but her voice and her face were completely serious. “Let's just have sex. We don't have much time.” 
 
   My heart sank, but Claire was undressing me so quickly, and so hungrily, that I didn't have much time to complain to myself or feel bad. She pushed me onto the bed and straddled me, pulling my shirt open. She freed my cock with one hand while pushing me into the bed with the other. 
 
   I was unable to react in any way but to let her pull my cock out of my underwear and grasp it, squeezing it hard. Claire never did things like this: she never sat on top, and she hardly ever instigated intimacy. 
 
   She was still in her bathing suit, a plain black bikini. She used her free hand to push aside the material and expose the neatly trimmed strip of bright red hair that would curl if she let it grow. Her fingers pulled her lips apart and I caught a glimpse of her glistening pink flesh. But she guided my cock to her opening and sat down on me, sheathing my cock in her hot, silky flesh and sending my eyes toward the ceiling. 
 
   Claire began to ride me, pumping herself over my cock. She was slick and wet, and I could tell by the way she was tensing up already that she was so heated up she would come any second. Her tits bounced wildly with her fast, hard pumping. 
 
   I watched in semi-disbelief. This was unlike my wife in every way. 
 
   She looked up at the ceiling as her pussy clamped around my cock, and I let myself go at the same time. Her pussy filled up with hot bursts of our cum, and sloshed with her spasming as she came. 
 
   She looked down at me, her hand on my chest. She was panting, and her face was covered in a light sweat, like she had sprayed a mist of water over it. Her cheeks were flushed. 
 
   Our eyes locked.
 
   Then she hopped off of me, and into the bathroom. I heard the shower running. “Hurry up!” her voice bellowed, deepened by its passage through the thick wood door.   
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
   The next morning, I saw that Ashley and Amber, the two instructors, whose names perplexed me, were standing by the stables and placing things into bags. “Hi ladies,” I said, and they both gave me nervous smiles. They were starting to warm up to me. I rubbed my hands together jovially. “What's on the plate for today?” 
 
   “You're meeting your guide,” Ashley – or maybe Amber – bubbled. 
 
   I blinked. I was actually quite shocked, and it occurred to me that I shouldn't have been. Of course these two giggling girl-scouts weren't going to take anyone out into the wilderness. 
 
   “Oh,” I said, trying to hide my confusion. “So that's it for you then?” 
 
   One of them nodded, and looked at me like I was an idiot.
 
   Of course I was. I was an idiot for thinking these two little girls were going to guide a whole group of people who barely knew how to ride a horse or unzip a sleeping bag through the plains and mountains of Montana. 
 
   I made a slow turn toward the ranch house, and there it all became clear as day: the Marlboro Man was there, emerging from inside the house. His jeans were clean and so was his shirt, and he wore no cowboy hat so I could see his strong jaw, shadowed with a little stubble, and his steely blue eyes beneath his geologically creased forehead. He placed his hands on his hips and surveyed his domain. 
 
   It was, without a doubt, the man from the brochure.
 
   It was, also, the man Claire had been talking to. 
 
   A cool feeling swirled around in my chest. An idea, poorly thought-out, began to lift inside my mind and swirl around: 
 
   Was this also Mike, the ex-boyfriend?
 
   “Folks, get your gear and meet by the stables in thirty minutes to meet you guide and set out on the first segment of your trip,” Ashley-Amber called out behind me, breaking my fantasy. 
 
   I felt a hand on my shoulder and the light bump of Claire's soft breasts as she sort of jumped up against my back in greeting. “Looks like the real guide's here,” she said, in a song-sing voice. Her eyes went to the door of the house. Then she brushed past me.
 
   “Hey,” I said, in almost a whisper, and immediately I felt foolish. I grabbed her hand. “Hey – do you know this guy?” 
 
   She looked back at the house and then back at me. 
 
   She exhaled through her nose, shook her head, and rolled her eyes.
 
   Then she jerked her head toward the house, telling me to come along. We needed to gather our bags for the trip. 
 
   But one thing she did not do? She did not answer my question. Her head-shake was one of disdain, not of giving me information. 
 
    
 
   We gathered by the stables, as instructed, and the women chatted the way women who don't know each other very well do. It was the verbal equivalent of men kicking the shit out of each other, but done in light, cheery tones. The women were spitting questions at Claire like vipers, but it was all rolling off of her. She knew she was beautiful, and when they had asked her where she worked she had casually tossed her hair and smiled. “Urbana Philharmonic.”
 
   “Like, in...the office?” 
 
   “Violin.” 
 
   This always shut people up. 
 
   I had to smile. The fact that she was also riding her horse like she had grown up on one was adding to their disdain for her. The entire group, as entire groups always did, was orbiting around Claire. Hating her, or desiring her. 
 
   And she had chosen me, I reminded myself. This magnificent creature was married to me.    
 
   And then, like out of a movie, on the horizon, a horse with a rider appeared. 
 
   The women's eyes all rolled right to him. 
 
   It was the same brochure-man as before, and who knew how he had gotten all the way to the horizon to make his movie entrance. 
 
   As he got closer, it only got worse. He had a five-o'clock shadow (it was morning). His arms got bigger and stronger. His jaw was straight and jutted out. His eyes were a piercing blue set against his sun-darkened skin. 
 
   He, like Claire, moved like he was an extension of the horse. 
 
   He was, in short, the very kind of man that makes men like me feel like small, effeminate wimps. I looked down at my sweat-soaked, but obviously new, shirt. 
 
   I suddenly felt ridiculous. 
 
   His horse stopped just in front of us, with seemingly no signal from him. The animal stood still, completely under his command. 
 
   Likewise with the entire group, even the men, who seemed like the kind of people who were normally in charge of things and people. We fell into a new hierarchy, and we could all sense it, like a pack of dogs whose alpha had just returned. 
 
   The man lifted his big hat from his eyes to reveal his perfect, masculine face. 
 
   “Folks,” he said. “I'm Mike. I'll be your guide for the next three days. So if you're ready to go, let's get cracking.” 
 
   I was paralyzed from the moment he gave his name. I wanted to turn to Claire, and get an explanation from her. I wanted to turn to her and see her face expressing shock, and for her to grasp my arm and shake her head and laugh. I wanted her to stop all the “joking” about her ex-boyfriend right then and there, and for her to assure me it was all just a coincidence. 
 
   But I was frozen.  
 
   I watched Mike, because my eyes were riveted to him. His eyes moved slowly around the group. His expression did not change, but somehow his disappointment or approval registered on his face. It was all mostly calm disappointment. 
 
   Until he got to Claire. He stared at her for just the extra few seconds longer than anyone else, and a faint smile threatened to erupt on his face. But did not. He moved his eyes slowly up and down her figure. 
 
   I managed to wrench myself from my paralysis. I had to turn my entire body toward her. 
 
   But she wasn't looking at me. Not even to share in the coincidence (because it was a coincidence, right?) of this guy's name. Not even to shrug and say, “Wow. Small world,” or, “Honey...no...Mike is a really common name.” 
 
   No. 
 
   Claire smiled at Mike, and stepped out into the enclosure to mount her horse with ease. 
 
   Mike gave her a light nod, and then turned his gaze back to the rest of the group. He crossed his hands with well-contained impatience. Waiting for the rest of us. 
 
    
 
   The rest of us took a long time to get our things together and get onto our horses with clumsy movements. By the time I had mounted and dismounted to get the things I had forgotten, mounted again, and straightened everything out, Mike had sided up to Claire and her horse and the two of them were chatting cozily. It almost looked as though they were a couple, maybe a partnership of some kind, like Claire took people on tours herself. 
 
   With her rugged, manly, husband. The quintessential cowboy. 
 
   It was strange watching her on her horse, in her plaid shirt and jeans. Her face, still doll-like, was somehow transformed to something more attuned to nature. She was moving differently, touching her face differently. Again, she almost looked like another woman.  
 
   I opened my eyes wider. 
 
   Their legs were touching.
 
   Surely just because the horses had moved close to each other. There was nothing anyone could do about that. Right? My wife wouldn't brush her legs up against a stranger fifteen minutes after meeting him? Right?
 
   If in fact he was a stranger.
 
   I looked at Mike's strong jaw, and his intense eyes, which were wandering all over Claire. She had her head lifted and her eyes were shining. She was laughing, a husky laugh, at everything he said. 
 
   I was overcome by jealousy, and not the kind I savored. I began to act foolishly. 
 
   I tried to steer my horse closer to them, but the horse sort of pushed his way through their two animals, upsetting them. The horses moved to the side and jostled their riders.
 
   They stared in disdain as I passed between them. 
 
   It was clear I was out of control on the horse, as well as a few other things.
 
   Mike reached out calmly and grabbed the reins of my normally slow-moving horse. “Whoa,” he said softly. 
 
   My horse immediately obeyed him, and turned around, placid. I looked at Claire. She looked annoyed, and then: she rolled her eyes. Her horse stepped away, the exact way that Claire would walk herself. 
 
   Annoyed. 
 
   Mike handed me the reins, and gave me a faint smile. I was completely unsure of what it meant. He might have been laughing at me, and he might have been being friendly.
 
   Or, he might have been thinking of how much he was going to enjoy looking at my wife's ass all week.
 
   Worse yet, he was remembering how much he had enjoyed a big handful of her ass as he buried his huge (Claire's hands, a foot of imaginary cock between them, again surfaced in my mind) cock inside of her. 
 
   I tried to look dignified as my horse made its way to the fence, and for a moment, I did. Then the horse began to chew on some grass, bending so far down that I had to balance myself precariously to keep from falling over. 
 
   “Shouldn't let Mags do that,” the baritone voice of Mike rumbled behind me. A snicker, and Mags the horse stopped eating looked up at him adoringly. He passed us, and Mags went back to eating. 
 
    
 
   We set out, with the rest of the trip proceeding about the same way. 
 
   In the beginning, we were in an open plain, headed toward the mountains. It was easy riding, and there was room for me and Claire to ride side by side. 
 
   The scenery, to be fair, was spectacular: the sky opened up above us, wide and blue, and the sage and wheat-colored grass was moving in waves that rustled lightly and gave a dramatic feel to the scene. In the distance, purple mountains bit into the cerulean sky with their white-tipped teeth. If I hadn't felt so precarious, toddling side to side on the beast underneath me, it would have been quite peaceful. 
 
   “Well,” I said. “Now that I've mastered this animal, I can relax and enjoy myself.” 
 
   This was the kind of joke that had never failed to work on Claire before. She loved my false bravado. 
 
   “Yeah,” she said, and her voice was breathless. Her eyes were trained on the distance, but it was obvious that she was not thinking about the craggy mountains or the waves of amber grass. She was inside her own mind, and from the way her lips were parted and her voice was so dreamy, I could take a good guess that she was immersed in a daydream about Mike, her cowboy. 
 
   “What are you so lost in thought about?” I ventured, trying to maintain my joking tone. 
 
   Claire didn't answer.
 
   “Honey?”
 
   I wanted to stop talking, I really did, but I just couldn't. What had begun as a mild fantasy for me, an almost pleasant idea, was now becoming just a little too real.
 
   “Claire. I need to ask you a question,” I said. “Is this guy, Mike-”
 
   I wanted to ask if he was her ex, of course, but as I began the sentence, my nag of a horse Mags, who had begun walking slower and slower, stopped abruptly to get at some grass. Claire's horse kept walking, and I interrupted myself because I would have had to shout for her to hear me. 
 
   Her horse began to trot lightly, and then slowed. Right when she was parallel to Mike. 
 
   I dug my heels into Mag's sides and tugged on the reins. I tried to make the snickering noise I had heard. 
 
   Mags took her time, and the group was almost a quarter of a mile ahead of me when she raised her head, and very begrudgingly followed. 
 
   Claire, by then, was only about three feet from Mike, and their faces were turned to each other yet again. I could see Claire's open mouth, and her smile.  
 
    
 
   Mags kept stubbornly stopping to eat grass. Mike had to trot back occasionally and get him moving for me, which made me look like an idiot and made him look like what he was: a strong male who held an animal power over everyone. 
 
   Claire stopped a few times with me, but eventually she made her way to the front to ask Mike a question. And there she stayed, totally ignoring me, laughing at everything he said, while I trailed bitterly behind, wondering how I was going to ask her if this was the same Mike from her past.
 
   Or if she would tell me.
 
   Or if I was being paranoid.
 
   Or if I even wanted to know, if he was the same Mike. 
 
   Because what then? Then my wife was a duplicitous woman. Then she had dragged me here just to see an old flame. The fact that she wasn't telling me anything was gnawing away at me: if this was the same Mike, why was she torturing me? 
 
   Or was she testing me?
 
   Mags stopped to eat, and I felt like kicking her. I jabbed her sides and squinted into the sun.
 
   It was going to be a long day.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 4
 
    
 
   When we broke camp for the first night I struggled to put the tent together while Claire sighed. Mike, it seems, slept on his jacket under the stars like a real man, unless it was raining, in which case he strung a tarp up. 
 
   No joke. 
 
   The trip was a real luxury deal, so caterers hauled in our meal on horseback and we just had to enjoy a strange form of gourmet camping food: high-end Sloppy Joes, and portabello mushroom burgers. Shrimp skewers and a salad. Definitely a long way from any camping I'd done before. 
 
   Everyone was exhausted. After sitting politely around the fire and barely speaking, everyone went to bed early to get ready for the long ride the next day. Claire even seemed to have exhausted the things she wanted to talk to Mike about, and she sat by me on a log around the fire. 
 
   As she snuggled up next to me with her arm linked through mine, my resolve to challenge her about Mike began to evaporate. 
 
   She had just been talking to the guide, I reasoned. She was interested in this trip, and she was a better rider than everyone here. It was typical of Claire to show off like that. She had been universally despised in elementary school, she had confided to me. For precisely the same behavior: brown-nosing with the instructor, showing off how great she was at everything. 
 
   The couples drifted away to go to sleep. Claire yawned. 
 
   “Let's call it in,” she suggested. 
 
   We wandered to our own tent.
 
    I watched Claire zip up the tent and unbutton her plaid shirt to slip on her sleeping wear. 
 
   She lay down on her sleeping bag. 
 
   The evening was still fairly warm; the fire had been more for ambiance than anything.  
 
   I reached out a hand and touched her shoulder. She looked at the ceiling. Her thoughts were suddenly somewhere else. 
 
   The paranoia seized me again. I wasn't the crazy one, after all. It was Claire who had never mentioned her cowboy ex-boyfriend until now; Claire who was not bothering to tell me if this Mike was the ex-boyfriend Mike; Claire who was acting so...strange.  
 
   “So...spending a lot of time talking to Mike,” I said. I meant for my tone to be joking, but the pitiful jealously came across anyway. I sounded whiny. 
 
   I tried to save myself. To clarify that I was only joking, that I didn't seriously feel threatened by Mike, that I knew my loving wife Claire would never do anything more than give a man like that a brief thought, because she was a virtuous woman who was married to me, I added: 
 
   “Mike the Cowboy, big Marlboro man.”
 
   I immediately wished I hadn't. Instead of sounding like a line from a comedy, there was tinge of anger and real jealousy in my voice. 
 
   Claire fluttered her eyes in half an eyeroll – like she couldn't even be bothered to roll them any more, and blew at her long bangs.
 
   She was annoyed, and her annoyance was sharp-edged. 
 
   I was pained by it, but it also came with an odd chaser of excitement.  
 
   I propped myself up on one elbow. I moved my hand down her shirt, along the hem, ready to slip my fingers in between the fabric and her skin. Part of me, after all, if was honest, was enjoying watching her with Mike the Cowboy. I was turned on. 
 
   Claire looked at me. Then she rolled her eyes again. “Oh, come on,” she said. 
 
   “What?” I said, and my tone was suddenly a little too angry to sound like a joke when I added:. “Too busy thinking about Mike?” 
 
   There was a pause, and it was a little too long. Her eyes sort of clouded over, and I could see she was too busy thinking about Mike. Or something. Or someone. Then she turned on her side without answering me. “God. Go to sleep.” 
 
   I looked at her form next to me, and it was stiff with real anger. I decided not to press my luck, no matter how much I wanted to clarify things. All afternoon I had wanted to ask her if this was her same Mike from her past. Now it seemed like too much time had gone by. If I asked her now it would seem like I was desperate and paranoid. 
 
   Still. The whole thing was an awfully big coincidence. 
 
   My heart was rising and falling in my chest. The sinking pain of imagining that my wife had used this vacation to see an ex-boyfriend mingled with the high I was experiencing of thinking...about that very same thing. My cock was getting hard as the more animal quadrants of my brain spat out images: Claire bouncing on top of Mike, squealing like a pig and pushing her sweat-soaked hair out of her face; Claire opening her mouth and getting it filled completely by a huge cowboy cock – so much so that her eyes watered and her lips looked like they would split open; Claire's face and perky tits, clean and lightly covered in droplets of sweat, getting streaked suddenly by string after string of sticky, white cum.  
 
   I stared at the tent ceiling, and burned with jealousy but also got a huge hard-on. The emotional pain was also grasping me in my chest. 
 
   Get a grip, Chris. 
 
   I began to analyze. It's what I do with everything. Voices began to clamor for attention inside my head.
 
   What did I have to go on? Suspicions. 
 
   What had really happened so far?
 
   Claire had told me about an ex-boyfriend. 
 
   His name was Mike. 
 
   This man's name was Mike. 
 
   Mike is a common name. 
 
   In my mind, Mike's thigh against my wife's, both of them on their horses like a couple, flashed through my consciousness. 
 
   Mike is a common name.
 
   Her big smile for him. 
 
   If she liked horses, it was not crazy that she wanted to go on this trip. 
 
   I had suggested the trip.
 
   The brochure came from the travel agency. She looked at hundreds of them. There was no way this kind of coincidence could occur. 
 
   Images of Claire's hair, tossed around flirtatiously, ahead of me on the trail. Her eyes batting for Mike as she told him some story with her mouth wide open in a seductive smile. 
 
   Flirting. Claire was really, truly flirting.
 
   My stomach twisted again and my cock throbbed. I looked over at her.
 
   There was no way Claire was going to let me touch her.  
 
   And why wouldn't she flirt with Mike? He was such a strong, perfect specimen of a man. He knew how to ride a horse, he slept on the ground. His face felt like sandpaper. I had half-expected him to bite a snake's head off for dinner, but he had eaten a Sloppy Joe instead, tearing it apart like a lion would eat its prey. 
 
   He was the epitome of manliness, and I was a skinny, pale academic.
 
   I closed my eyes, and tried to get some sleep. I was dog-tired. My thoughts were invasive and kept me awake, and shook me from my earliest dreams: was my wife here because of Mike? Her voice would gasp and moan, or the image of her pussy being spread to its limits by a dream-sized penis would make my heart race and shake me awake. I would open my eyes to the darkness and the stillness, and Claire asleep next to me.
 
   Eventually, though, I fell asleep. 
 
   It was only four days, I thought, just as I was drifting away for the last time. Four days and then we would never take a trip like this again...and Claire would never see this Mike or the first Mike, or any “Mike” ever again...
 
    
 
   The mosquitoes are what woke me up. Humming in that screechy buzz next to my ear. I swatted at them and then sat up in the tent. I was disoriented about where I was, and the dream I had been having had been filled with a mixture of my paranoid thoughts and some science fiction movie I had recently watched. 
 
   As the sound of the outdoors around us slowly entered my confused mind: cicadas, wind, scurrying rodents who sounded like they were the size of wild boars. The fabric of the tent, red and semi-transparent, letting in the light of the moon above me, clarified everything for me. 
 
   I turned to the right.
 
   Claire's form was not on the sleeping bag. 
 
   My heart slammed against my chest. 
 
   I moved around frantically, not sure what to do.
 
   The door of the tent was not completely shut. 
 
   What time was it?
 
   Then I felt a little silly, as I realized she had probably just stepped out to pee. The idea of Mike was trying very hard to flood my mind, and I resisted it. Claire always peed in the middle of the night. This was just an adventure trip and I was being crazy. 
 
   I lay back down and stared at the ceiling.
 
   But again, I sat up with a start as I had another bad thought:
 
   What if she had stepped out to pee and run into trouble? It seemed to be taking a long time.
 
   But I didn't call her name. Maybe because, deep down inside, the thoughts about Mike were getting the better of me. At the time, I think I told myself that I didn't want to wake anyone because of my own paranoia.   
 
   Instead, I unzipped the door slowly in order to not make any sound, and poked my head out, into the darkness.
 
   My eyes went immediately to Mike's jacket on the ground. It was abandoned, and a quick sweep with my eyes told me he was nowhere in sight. 
 
   The other tents were zipped up and still.
 
   Crickets chirped.  
 
   Then.
 
   I heard her voice. I heard the baritone of the cowboy.
 
   I eased myself out of the tent, as slowly as I could to avoid making noise. 
 
   As I rose in slow motion, my stomach balled up and my veins filled with cold jealousy, and my heart slammed against my chest so hard that it almost seemed to hurt like a small punch from the inside. I could barely breathe. My head was pinning with ideas, with rage, with intoxication. I realized I was almost shaking – not with the cold, because it was a very warm night – but with adrenaline.  
 
   I imagined the scene I would see: Claire and the cowboy, a little too cozy together by a fire. Flirting, laughing a bit too much. 
 
   I moved across the campsite. 
 
   I squinted through the remaining firelight and the darkness. I noted that Mike had committed a very bad sin by leaving his fire unattended. 
 
   I could hear their voices, but they weren't near the fire or anywhere in the campsite. I moved toward their sounds, into a tangled patch of cottonwoods and pines. 
 
   Now it was mostly Mike's voice that I heard. 
 
   “That's it...” the rest faded into mumbling in the dark.
 
   The sexual nature of his tone sliced through me. My eyes had started to water, maybe from the smoke of the fire, and maybe from desperation. Still, I didn't scream Claire's name. I kept moving, stealthily, trying not to make any noise. 
 
   Why did I do this? It's difficult for me to say. Part of me dreaded what I would find, as much as it seemed almost guaranteed that I would find it. The other part of me was moving toward it with anticipation, wanting to see my worst nightmare: Claire and Mike, Mike and Claire. Claire, betraying me with her flesh. 
 
   I pushed a branch from my face. Sharp needles attacked me from all sides, but I ignored the pain and moved slowly, carefully. 
 
   Where were they?
 
   I followed the sounds, which were quickly dying down to something muffled. 
 
   I turned in the darkness as a cloud passed over the moon. Without the moonlight I couldn't see two inches in front of me. I cursed myself for not having the sense to bring the flashlight.
 
   Claire's laugh tinkled in the air. 
 
   As the darkness dulled, an orange glow seemed to grow between the trees. A campfire, and not the camp's fire. A different one. It was about 500 feet from the main campsite. I pushed through the trees and tried not to swat at the insects or the branches. 
 
   So they wandered off to flirt together, said my mind.
 
   A darker voice almost laughed. So they wandered off to fuck, you moron. 
 
    I could walk into their “campsite” and ask Claire what the hell she was doing. 
 
   They would look embarrassed, she would follow me back to the tent. She would stay away from Mike until the end of the vacation. 
 
   No, I wouldn't do any of that. 
 
   What would I do? My cheeks were already burning with the humiliation of my own pathetic weakness. I would probably just watch and pout. Mike looked like he could stare me into submission. 
 
   I moved toward the light, hypnotized. Silent. Not attempting to stop anything.
 
    
 
   As I got closer, my eyes widened. The lines of the scene before me sharpened as I neared. They took on the shapes of humans in the darkness, but I wiped my eyes several times, because they were blurry somehow. From sweat, from bug spray. 
 
   I rubbed them and blinked.  
 
   I couldn't believe what I was seeing. I moved even closer.
 
   I took in the setting first. 
 
   Mike and Claire were in a clearing. A small fire had been made in a cooker of some sort. 
 
   Their clothes were in a pile on the ground.
 
   There was a tree, an old tree, perhaps an oak, with a big, thick trunk. 
 
   I stared at the tree.
 
   The two of them were pressed against it. 
 
   Maybe it isn't Claire.
 
   Pain seared through me, as the reality of what I was seeing became impossible to deny or reject, or ignore. 
 
   It's another girl with red hair and porcelain skin.
 
   But it wasn't only that Mike and my wife were entwined in their nakedness, it was other things that froze me from the inside out.  
 
   Claire's wrists were tied together and strung over the tree. Her back was against the trunk, and her eyes were closed. 
 
   Mike's hand was over her mouth. 
 
   A cold fear erupted inside of me, that something terrible had happened and now my wife was getting violated on a nightmarish trip. Also, I would have to do something to help her if that was the case, and I had no idea what to do. I looked around frantically for a weapon of some kind, while my mind raced to whether or not I should run and call the police, and to what an emasculated wuss I would be if I did that.
 
   But then I heard the sounds that Claire was making. 
 
   They were not the sounds of a woman who was being tied up against her will. 
 
   The reality of what was happening slowly crept into my mind, in waves, with each agonizingly sexual moan and whimper that came from Claire's throat. 
 
   My eyes hardened into focus on the scene in front of me, and I dropped down into the bushes. 
 
   I had no idea what else to do. The sight of Cowboy Mike's enormous, toned arms that could easily break me in half, coupled with the sultry purrs that were coming from Claire – ropes or no ropes – made me impotent to do anything but watch. 
 
   I looked more closely at the ropes. They seemed to be the harness from Mike's saddle, and they were very loosely wound around her hands. 
 
   I mean, she could easily escape if she wanted to. She was hardly a real captive.  
 
   Mike still had his jeans on, but his chest was bare. He was an even larger and more imposing man without his shirt: not a scrap of flab, just hard muscle and tanned skin. The light of the moon made it possible to see him in detail.
 
   I followed his muscled shoulders down his thick arm, and then to his hand. 
 
   His hand was between Claire's legs. I pulled myself forward, practically on my belly, and then the moon dimmed behind a small cloud.  
 
   I squinted and cursed the weather. The cloud moved, and then I got a good look. Mike had three fingers inside of Claire's flesh. I stared at the sight of his tanned, worn fingers, strong and wiry, as they moved in and out of Claire's soft slit. They were wet, and they glistened in the moonlight. His wrist was moving like he was stroking something from inside of her, out. 
 
   Claire twisted in her “restraints” and her moans came from her chest, stifled by her covered mouth. 
 
   “That's it,” Mike said again, like he was talking to horse. “You like that, don't you?” He pushed himself further inside of her. I stared at his disappearing flesh. I had never tried to do anything like that to my wife. The most I had ever dared put inside of her was my cock, and a single finger. A sensation of anger and hurt bubbled up inside of me as a brief memory surfaced, of the time I had tried to do more, and Claire had squirmed away from me. 
 
   Claire moaned to let Mike know she did. She did like it. 
 
   He took his hand from her mouth.
 
   “Now be good, be a good little girl and don't scream and wake anybody up.”
 
   His voice was calm, dominating. Steady. Claire's mouth was open and she was panting, but I could see from her face that she was completely under his command. 
 
   He added another finger to his fisting. 
 
   Claire mewled and lifted her legs from the ground to open herself up to his large hand even more. I could see the lips of her pussy around his fingers, stretched out as much as they had probably ever been. The skin was tight against him, almost white with the pressure of his hand.  
 
   “You want it harder?” he growled, and rammed his fingers into her while she squealed and her legs shook around him. She turned her head and bit her lip. Even though Claire had never acted like this for me, I knew she meant yes. She wanted it harder. 
 
   “Maybe deeper?” he growled. 
 
   He pushed his hand further inside, but he could only go so far without adding his whole fist. 
 
   “Oh,” Claire moaned. She began the word as a scream, but she lowered her voice to a gasp.
 
   I shuddered, both with pleasure and a little fear, as Mike's other hand rose to her face with a light slap and he squeezed her jaw. “You need to be quiet Claire, or I'm going to have to punish you.”
 
   My cock throbbed. 
 
   Claire did not fall out of character, but I could see that she was almost smiling.
 
   What the hell was going on? This was not my wife.
 
   This couldn't actually be happening.
 
   I pinched my skin and checked things like the ground beneath my feet. Surely I was dreaming. 
 
   I shook my head, trying to wake myself up. 
 
   But no, it was all real.  
 
   Mike's voice rumbled. “You want the whole thing? You think you can take it?” 
 
   “Yes,” Claire panted. 
 
   My eyes widened. What in the fuck was going on? 
 
   My own cock was getting so hard I thought it would burst, and I felt a wave of guilt. I knew I should be infuriated, or be a man and do something about this redneck cowboy fisting my wife in the middle of the night.
 
   And Claire. What the hell was up with her? She never did this kind of thing. 
 
   Was this what she had wanted all along? No sweet, gentle lovemaking, but someone who would push his fist into her pussy and tie her to a tree? 
 
   I watched as his hand disappeared into her. I could hear the sound of her gaping hole, wet with her juices, absorbing his whole hand. She emitted a sound from her mouth that was unlike any sound I had ever heard any woman or human being make: a high whimper, both agonized and pleased. 
 
   “You like that, don't you?” Mike told her. His voice was low like the growl of an animal. “Now I want to feel you come. Get that pussy all nice and soft and wet for me.” 
 
   He moved his hand violently inside of her while she tossed her head and screamed in whispers for more, more, more, more, until he had to cover her mouth again as she yelled into it. He withdrew his hand, holding her against the tree with one enormous arm, and holding one thigh up so that he could step back and admire his handiwork.
 
   And so could I. Claire's pussy was stretched open and gushing with her own cum, so thick it was white, so much of it that her thighs were wet and shone in the moonlight. 
 
   Then he took his hand, wet with her juices, and brought it up to her mouth.
 
   Claire licked his fingers obediently, tasting her own juices. Her gaping pussy was still held open for me to see, and it was still gushing as Mike pushed nearly his entire fist into her mouth, prying her open, shoving his hand inside of her next hole. 
 
   I hadn't even noticed, really, that I had placed my own hand on my cock. I was practically doubling over with the pain of my erection. 
 
   Mike loosened the straps that held Claire to the tree, but he left her hands tied as he pushed her down to her knees in front of him. 
 
   He said nothing to her, but she seemed entranced, obeying his every desire. They moved without the awkwardness of new lovers, I noticed. As though they had done this before. Many times. 
 
   Claire fell to her knees obediently and had her mouth open, with her hands in front of her, bound, before he even took his cock in his own hand. 
 
   His dick was hard and much larger than mine, I could see from there. It was was no surprise that it was large, but Claire's enormous estimate at the lodge almost seemed to be true. It was the largest cock I had ever seen. 
 
   I felt another pang of humiliation as I felt my own average-sized cock in my hand. The image of Claire coming until she gushed and had to scream in his hand flashed before me, and I felt another painful jab. 
 
   She never came like that for me. 
 
   She obliged me, by faking enthusiasm. 
 
   But I could tell she was faking nothing now. 
 
   Mike guided his thick slab of meat to her open mouth, and with his other hand pushed her head onto his stiff cock. Claire opened and opened her mouth, taking the whole thing inside of her. 
 
   Then – and this sent a poker of hot pain through me – she looked up at him. 
 
   She met his eyes, and held his gaze as he pushed her head back and forth, back and forth, all the way to the back of her throat until I could hear a sticky gag in her mouth. 
 
   His cock was thick, and her mouth was completely stuffed. I knew I shouldn't have felt as turned on as I did; I knew I shouldn't be enjoying the sight of my wife's mouth completely stuffed full of another man's meat as much as I was, but I couldn't help it. I was almost cheering for Mike, to fill her until she couldn't breath. Her breath was labored through he nose, and her eyes began to water, but she was obediently looking up with him, as he pushed harder and harder to fill her mouth and her throat full of his cock. 
 
   I shuddered with the desire to come, but I wanted to wait. I wanted to see more. I felt a little sick thinking about it, but my cock had a different idea. The sight of my wife being so submissive to another man made me hard enough to believe I might actually to split open. 
 
   Mike pushed her face on and off of his cock with no mercy. Wet glugging sounds echoed in the dark forest as Claire, my wife of seven years, sucked and sucked another man's cock with her eyes obediently and submissively meeting his. 
 
   This went on for such a long time, and I stroked myself until I was close to the point of no return and let the pain settle down slowly before starting again. Watching Mike's big hand cradling her head, his eyes looking down at her lips around his cock all the way to the base, and her watering eyes looking up to submit to him. Her hands neatly in front of her, tied together. 
 
   Used like a sex toy. 
 
   He pulled her hair and her head from his cock and tipped it back violently with a sharp tug. Claire whimpered, but kept her eyes on him. She wasn't resisting, she was enjoying being manhandled. 
 
   Without any prompting from him, she began to beg him. “Please fuck me now,” she said. “Please fill me up with your cum!” 
 
   Was I hearing this right? 
 
   Something inside of me wanted to stand up and interrupt the insane thing that Claire was doing: asking another man to fuck his cum into her when she was off birth control. Any fool could see she meant for him to fuck her now, and not with a condom.
 
   But it made sense, didn't it? To want to get the best seed possible. Not from a man who hid in the bushes with his cock in his hand while a cowboy fucked her, but from a big, perfect specimen of a man like Mike. From the fittest possible man. 
 
   It made sense. 
 
   I watched, horrified, as Mike smiled. 
 
   He was going to do it. And Claire was going to let him. 
 
   I wanted to stop her. I wanted to jump from the bushes and do something. But I didn't. I just crouched behind them, pumping my own cock, while he pushed her backwards onto her back and grabbed her ankles – this is when I noticed that her hiking boots were on – and spread her legs open in a V. 
 
   From this angle, I had an even better view of his cock, and it seemed even larger. It was too heavy to be erect straight in front of him. Instead, it hung, thick and hard as steel, at about a 45 degree angle. Claire looked at it with greedy eyes. 
 
   He guided the tip of his slab to her pussy. He teased her opening for a moment while she moaned and begged him to fuck her. 
 
   Then he pushed in. I watched the veined, purple meat of another man slide, inch by inch, between the sweet folds of my own wife.  
 
   Her pussy was so wet that it sloshed as he entered her. “Oh,” she mewled. “Uhhhhn, oh god.” 
 
   She was making the most pornographic, most animal noises. She threw her head back on the ground and twisted as though she couldn’t stand the pain of it. “It's so big. It's too big. I can't take it,” she breathed and whined. 
 
   Mike held her legs open and pushed harder. He was looking at her face, her twisting hair, her open mouth that he had just violated. He didn't stop for her whimpering, he just embedded more and more of his cock inside of her.
 
   Finally, the final inches of his dick were swallowed up by wife's pussy. His cock was so long I wondered how he could even get it all inside of her.
 
   He pushed her hands over her head. He gave her no command but it was clear: she was to leave them there, and spread her legs, and take what he was going to give her. 
 
   He slowly thrust into her a few times, and Claire let out gasps of plain and pleasure. 
 
   Then he picked up the pace. He grasped her hair in his hand and jerked her head up so that she had a view of his cock moving in and out of her. 
 
   Slap, slap, slap, went his thighs against her ass as he began to thrust harder. Her legs flailed loosely in the air. She kept her hands above her head and let him fuck her like a rubber doll. 
 
   In a fluid motion, he reached down and grasped her shoulder. He pushed her to rotate her, and Claire went obediently, turning on his cock until she was on her stomach. She kept her hands above her head and let Mike jerk her legs so that her ass was up, and she was on her knees. Utterly submissive, face in the dirt. I could only hear her moaning now.
 
   I looked at Mike's face, twisted in lust. 
 
   His face was determined now, he was close to spilling his seed deep inside of her. She twisted beneath him and moaned. “More, more, more, oh god, fill me up!” 
 
   He moved his hand down to her ass. His fingers tapped on her hard buttock, and then he swirled his thumb into the wet juices that coated her pussy, and up...to the tight, pink eyelet of her asshole. 
 
   I watched as Claire responded to his playing with her hole, not by squealing or squirming away, as she would have with me, but by lifting her head and mewling. 
 
   “Not in the ass,” she gasped, and I felt a small twist of victory. “I want you to fuck your cum into my pussy.” 
 
   My victory deflated. 
 
   I watched as Mike's thumb disappeared slowly into her tightest and most sacred hole. She whimpered but moved her hips in enjoyment. 
 
   “That's okay. I'm still gonna feel every inch of you, Claire. And you're going to take it all. Like a good girl.” 
 
   Claire dropped her head again, and howled, as Mike pulled his thumb from inside of her. He leaned over her ass, still moving his cock inside of her pussy, and let a large glob of spit fall, with scary precision, on to her hole. 
 
   Then he plunged his pointer and middle finger inside of her. 
 
   Claire screamed into the ground, but she remained in her submissive crouch, behaving herself. Being a good girl. She clawed at the ground. 
 
   “That's so nice and soft in there, Claire. So hot.” 
 
   I tried to imagine the silky, superheated feel of the flesh in my wife's ass. 
 
   He dipped a third finger in and smiled as Claire flopped, clearly in pain. Her toes curled and she made no sound. He let her settled, and then he began to fuck her with his hand, just as he had before, but now in her tight ass. 
 
   “Maybe I want my cock in there,” he said. 
 
   “No,” Claire panted. “I want your cum in my pussy.” 
 
   He pushed deeper inside of her, smiling now at her discomfort. I didn't really want to admit it to myself, but I liked it, too. My cock was dripping precum, and I found myself wanting Mike to get another finger inside of her. To make her collapse on the ground and cry as he fisted her ass and then fucked his cum into her.
 
   What is wrong with you?!
 
   I licked my lips as another finger joined the three, and Claire bucked. He pushed her back into position as shushed her like she was an animal. “You want some cum, Claire?”
 
   Claire gave a muffled, sobbing assent. 
 
   “Then be good. I want to make sure you remember me all day tomorrow on that horse.”   
 
   He fucked her with his hand for a moment, as she squirmed and twisted. I'm sure he could feel his own stiff cock through her stretched flesh, his own hand rubbing along his shaft through the stressed flesh between her two filled holes, as he plunged inside of her. 
 
   Claire was limp when he pulled his hand from her, and grasped her hips.  
 
   “You want it?” he asked in hoarse whisper. 
 
   “Oh, yes!”
 
   “Tell me you want it,” he said.
 
   “I want your big load of cum in pussy!” Claire squealed. “Please, please, give it to me...oh god!”
 
   I could tell by the way that her legs flailed, even a little out of Mike's control, that she was racked by another orgasm. The sounds coming from her pussy got louder, sloshier. For a moment all I could see was her strained face and Mike's huge cock, and then he plunged so deep inside of her it seemed like he would split her in two. 
 
   He let out a groan, and I knew that his milky cum was bursting deep inside of my fertile, unprotected wife. 
 
   I leaned forward as my own orgasm shot through me like seizure. I was panting and sweating.
 
   As soon as I came, the scene seemed to turn horrible and gray, I felt even more like a wimp than I had just moments before. Humiliated, I gave a last look at the scene before me – Mike, pulling his cock from my wife's shredded pussy, his load trickling from her as she spasmed with her second orgasm. Both of them panting with ecstasy on the ground. 
 
   It would be pointless to do anything now except return to the tent. I pushed myself back, on the ground, and practically crawled back to the campsite. 
 
   In the tent I stared at the fabric above me, my heart racing so fast that my limbs were tingling and my ears were filled with the sound of my own blood. 
 
   What would I say to Claire when she returned? 
 
   I tried to play out the scene: if I confronted her, wouldn't Claire want to know why I hadn't interrupted them? Wasn't I just as guilty as Claire in a way?
 
   Because I had enjoyed it.
 
   No, I hated it.
 
   I had enjoyed watching another man fuck my wife. I had loved watching another man debase my wife in ways I just didn't have the balls to do. And I loved that my wife Claire liked being fisted in the ass. 
 
   The image of Claire's full mouth, stretched for Mike's cock, swam in front of my eyes. 
 
   My cock started to get hard again.  
 
   I would save it for Claire. I would fuck Claire when she returned, and feel how stretched and sloppy she was, and I would turn the tables on her. She could be the one to wonder why I wasn't saying anything, why I didn't mention that she felt impossibly wet, that her pussy was gaping, that her ass was sore and red. 
 
   I closed my eyes. 
 
   I reached for every detail of what I had seen, especially Mike's fingers on her jaw, especially her stuffed throat, especially...


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 5
 
   Cold.
 
   A spiraling whistle.
 
   I opened my eyes. 
 
   Red tent.
 
   A flood of images. 
 
   My heart raced inside my paralyzed body.  
 
   When had I fallen asleep?
 
   I turned on my side, and was surprised to see Claire's slender body. She was also on her side, facing away from me. Her red hair was exactly as it had been before I had fallen asleep the first time the night before. Splayed across the small pillow she had inflated. 
 
   She seemed, in fact, to have not even moved.
 
   It was barely morning and the light in the tent was purplish and dim. I squinted, remembering the events of the night before as I stared at Claire's body.
 
   I looked back up at the top of the tent. 
 
   Was it possible that I had dreamed the whole thing?
 
   I had had very lucid dreams before. Dreams in which I controlled the event myself, and even dreams in which I had checked to see if I was dreaming and believed that I wasn't.
 
   Until I woke up.
 
   Then, the impossible qualities of the dream became clear: everything had been gray, or I had been breathing underwater, or I had not felt anything on my hands. Something always shook the memory. 
 
   Could that have happened with last night?
 
   I scanned my memory. 
 
   No...no it couldn't have been a dream. I was certain I had seen what I saw. I had scratched myself in the forest. I had tasted dirt in my mouth. It had been too detailed, too real. 
 
   I had seen my wife get fisted in the ass?
 
   I moved closer to Claire, and buried my face in her hair at the base of her neck. She didn't stir too much.
 
   I smelled only her shampoo. 
 
   I moved my hand over her torso. I began to move down, down to her pajamas. 
 
   What was my plan? 
 
   I slipped my fingertips between her panties and her skin, only at the top. She moved a little and made a sound that was a cross between a moan and a groan. 
 
   I was getting rejected. That's what the sound was. 
 
   I pushed on, a little bit of madness overtaking me. Now the possibility of everything being a dream seemed almost realistic.
 
   Maybe I just wanted it to be a dream.
 
   Or I didn't want it to be a dream.
 
   Or I wanted both.
 
   But I had to know.
 
   I pushed my fingers down, reaching quickly for her fire-red strip. My fingertips made it to the lightly springy hair, before she twisted and grasped my hand, pushing me away.
 
   I did something uncharacteristic and kissed her neck and tried again. 
 
   “Chris!” She said, and she twisted away from my touch. She rolled back against me and turned to give me a quizzical look. 
 
   I tried a new tactic. I kissed her.
 
   She responded warmly, and I was encouraged. 
 
   Did she taste different? She tasted like a person who had been sleeping, only slightly sour because she always took painstaking care, anywhere in the world, to floss, brush, and mouthwash the hell out of her mouth. 
 
   But did she taste like Mike's cock?
 
   I delved into her mouth with my tongue. I pushed my hand downward, trying to get into her panties, into the folds of her pussy, so I could verify if she was sloshing wet with another man's cum or not. My fingers reached the feathery hair just above her slit, and I felt something damp. My heart slammed against my chest and I started to move in...
 
   She turned away, and brushed my wandering hand away again. She sat up.
 
   I looked at her as she pulled exchanged her sleeping shirt for her plaid shirt. “Sorry,” she said. “Gotta pee.” 
 
   She had no guilt on her face. 
 
   No anything.
 
   But it could not have been a dream. 
 
   Or could it have been? 
 
   “You sleep okay?” I said. 
 
   She was looking down as she hooked her bra together beneath her shirt.
 
   Did she smile a little?
 
   “Uh...yeah...pretty good.”
 
   “Not great?”
 
   She looked up at me. Her face was unreadable. 
 
   “Ground's a little hard,” she said. 
 
   And then she hopped out of the tent. 
 
   I held my finger up to my nose. 
 
   It smelled like Claire. 
 
   Or did it? 
 
   I had barely found my way in there.
 
   I sniffed again. 
 
   I had no idea. 
 
   “Fuck,” I said. 
 
   I know that a man should have the kind of relationship with his wife that we could just talk about this, but I was really trapped here. If I asked her, in all seriousness, if she had fucked Mike the guide, and she hadn't, then I was a complete psycho.
 
   And if she had?
 
   I wasn't sure I really wanted to confirm it. 
 
   I turned on my side. My head ached from all of my worrying.
 
    
 
   I heard the zipper of the tent and then felt the movement of Claire's body in the sleeping bag next to me. She was squirming, twisting her body to slide inside. I opened my eyes and looked at the red material of the tent.
 
   “It's still super-early,” she whispered. “No one's up. I'm going to try to sleep a little.”  
 
   In a few short minutes, I heard the low, soft half-snore that she gives off when she is dead asleep. 
 
   Just sleeping. 
 
   A guilty woman wouldn’t be able to do that.
 
   I waited a bit.
 
   Then I turned in my sleeping bag and lifted myself on one elbow. Careful not to disturb her, I reached over her sleeping bag and slowly moved the zipper down. Down, down, down the side of her sleeping bag, moving slowly to keep things quiet. 
 
   I looked at her body, inside of her sleeping wear. She had not put her bottoms on.
 
   I was surprised, and unsurprised, to find that she had also taken off her panties. 
 
   Why?  
 
   People sleep well when they have a clear conscience, I thought. 
 
   Claire had a light smile on her lips and was sleeping as soundly as a saint would, if that were the recipe for sound sleep. 
 
   I had my hand between my legs to keep it warm, and I moved it under the bag and onto her skin. Carefully, slowly. I didn't really want her to wake up. 
 
   Then I moved my hand down. Over her breasts beneath the cotton shirt, down to between her thighs. 
 
   And there, she was wet. 
 
   But what was she wet with?
 
   Was I feeling the stickiness of another man's cum? 
 
   Or was it just that it was morning, and she was horny, or she had just peed?
 
   And how would I ever know? Was it all gone? 
 
   Was I going crazy?
 
   I moved slowly down her body until my mouth was hovering over her mound. 
 
   Trying not to wake her, I began to move my tongue into her folds. Were they stretched? Were they swollen? 
 
   The taste of her was sweet, like her own juices. 
 
   Was it sour-salty, like cum? 
 
   I moved slowly, lapping at her like a dog.
 
   Claire stirred beneath me, and I looked up at her face. She had opened her doll-eyes, and she was looking at me.
 
   I had no idea what was going to happen. 
 
   Her eyes widened, and then a look that was difficult to fathom crossed her face. Of pleasure, and of disdain. 
 
   Was it disappointment?
 
   Maybe thrill. 
 
   What was it?
 
   Maybe all of these things together.
 
   She smiled, but it was a wicked little smile.
 
   Or was it? 
 
   She put her hands on my head, and pressed me deeper into her pussy.  
 
   And so I did, until she grasped my head and pushed me hard into her mound to make herself come.
 
   When I looked up at her, she gave me a smile, and made a gesture a tiny bit like a shrug.
 
   Then she pushed me away, and zipped up her sleeping bag, turning on her side to go to sleep.
 
    
 
   I tasted my lips, and breathed in the scent that clung to my skin. But no definitive answer was there.
 
   For the next three days, we traveled on horseback, ate our gourmet dinners, and lay down in the tent. I didn't sleep. 
 
   Claire sometimes rode at the front with Mike, chatting amicably. And sometimes she trotted along with me and Mags. 
 
   I never got the courage to say anything to her.
 
   After all, what could I say?
 
   Honey, help me out with something: I'm not sure if your pussy tasted like another man's cum or not.
 
   The days went by, each of them just like the one before, and then we left Golden Rancho.
 
   For years now I have wondered if I dreamed the whole thing.
 
   But it was nothing like a dream.
 
   Nothing at all. 
 
    
 
   Or was it?
 
    
 
   END
 
   I hope you enjoyed my story as much as I enjoyed writing it. 
 
    
 
   Please don't forget to leave a review...it's the best compliment I can receive, and it helps boost sales and get my stories out to the readers who want them, so I can keep writing more long works like these for you to enjoy!
 
    
 
   Don't forget to Sign Up For Our Newsletter and Get A Free Story
 
    
 
   If you are looking for longer stories, why not give my novellas and novels a try?
 
    
 
   A Gamble: The Making of A Hotwife
 
    
 
   Ryan is just an average guy, coaxing his sweet, beautiful wife Victoria into playing into his hotwife fantasy – even if they're just pretending. But a trip to Vegas with his co-worker Brad and his sexy wife Irena turns Ryan's life upside-down. To help Ryan, Brad makes a proposal that could change everything...but it all centers on Victoria's innocence. How far will Victoria go to save what she holds most dear, now that her virtues, her love for Ryan, their marriage, Ryan's desires, and even their finances all hang in the balance? This is a 52,000-word novel about risk and romance, filled to the brim with the hard, steamy scenes you love. Please enjoy!
 
    
 
    The Hotwife Summer
 
    
 
   When Ben and Summer have the chance to spend the summer in Italy, their stale marriage starts to heat up in ways Ben could only have dreamed about. Summer is ready to take his hotwife fantasy all the way, and her choice is a sexy, Italian, Michelin star-studded chef. It's too late to put the brakes on what he's set in motion when Ben discovers the humiliating truth about Summer's choice of man. Summer has a taste for being naughty, and a filthy little plan of her own. Will it be everything he could wish for, or will Ben's cuckold fantasy turn into a nightmare he can't escape?
 
    
 
   I know you'll also love The Hotwife Tattoo 
 
    
 
   When Greg's brother marries his wild, tattooed, ex-girlfriend Renee, he knows things will be a little complicated. But when Renee befriends his wife Sara, she starts to change in almost unbelievable ways. Greg sees that there is something more to Renee's plans than just friendly sister-in-law bonding. Is Renee's influence all bad, or can Greg get something he has always wanted and never admitted to is wife – maybe even himself? 
 
    
 
    A Dark Place: Cuckolded In Lagos
 
    
 
   Lagos is the one place in Africa where you can make anything happen.
 
    
 
   Three people are carving out their fortunes in Africa's largest city, but each of them holds a deeper, darker desire. What is the secret desire of the angelic Charlotte, who finds all men's eyes on her after dark in Lagos? What about Andrew, who keeps a secret hunger so buried perhaps he doesn't admit it even to himself? And what could be darker than Clement Ambode's already shadowy “reliability” as an all-purpose contractor in the underbelly of Lagos? 
 
    
 
   Charlotte, Andrew, and Clement will find themselves in a very dark place when their worlds collide in this ultra-sexy, novella-length cuckold story.  
 
    
 
   If you're a new fan of Arnica Butler, why don't you try Wives Gone Wild?
 
    
 
   I've put together ten of my short stories about wives on vacation, who get taken every way you can think of while their husbands watch. Ten stories for $4.99! For fans of my longer hotwife novels, these stories may not be for you (but then again...they might). These are quick or medium-length, dirty stories about men taking willing wives right out from under their husbands' noses. Most include very graphic scenes of humiliation, menage, cleanup and...well, that's all I can write about here!

Stories included in this bundle are: Double-Cucked; Cuckolded in Texas by The Oil Tycoon; Watching My Wife Get Trucked; St. Paddy's Day Cucktale; A Long Hard Winter; Watching My Wife Get Lumberjacked; My Wife Goes Back To Black; Cuckolded On A Plane!; Cuckolded In Vegas!; and Cuckolded on My Dominican Vacation.

All stories are available for purchase individually for $2.99 and some are in Kindle Unlimited for free, with the exception of Cuckolded In Texas, which is only available here. I want to give readers a chance to read some of my earlier works and quickies at a discounted price.

Because sometimes, you just want to get down and dirty, right?
Enjoy!
 
    
 
   INTERRACIAL CUCKOLDS
 
    
 
   Black and White
 
    
 
   (My personal favorite quickie to write!)
 
    
 
   Danielle is a little prude, but married sex is stale and boring even for her. When she meets her husband's big, black boss, she can't control herself. Not only will she cheat on her husband, she lets Drake push her to the limits of her sexuality – and beyond. With very extended anal foreplay and BDSM, it's almost too hot to turn down!
 
   
Oh, I forgot: there's a camera in there somewhere. You won't believe what they do with the pictures.
 
    
 
   One Night In Puerto Rico
 
    
 
   What would you risk for it? And what could you gain, from one night to change your marriage? 
When they meet and watch swingers Meg and John in action on vacation in Belize, the seeds are planted for something new in Jenny and Josh's dull marriage, and things steam up back at home in unexpected ways. But she would never really do it, would she? 
Now they're on vacation one year later, and it looks like Jenny is going to take things all the way with a big, black stud she found on the beach...but where will this lead them? 
 
 
   This is a 13,000-word explicit erotic story with an element of romance, and only for adults who like to imagine what could happen in just one steamy night.
 
    
 
   First-Time Hotwife
 
 
   Annie and Dave. An ordinary marriage that has gotten dull. But now Annie's made a discovery that will change their marriage completely. This story alternates between the voices of Annie and Dave as they take their marriage to the next level, and seek out a big, black stud to take Annie hard and unprotected, while her husband watches. Their marriage will never be the same...but will it be better? This story is 12,000 words and for adults only. 
 
    
 
   Cuckold Time Machine
 
    
 
   Like any man, he's always wanted to know about his wife's ex-boyfriends, so when Mike gets his hands on a time machine, the only thing he can think of to do with it is go back in time to watch his wife with her boyfriends of the past! He starts with her big, black, athletic ex, and gets to see her take it hard and unprotected – but he's shocked by what kind of woman his wife was before he knew her! She never told him about – well, it's too dirty to write about it here, so look inside for a taste. 
This story is approximately 9,000 words.
 
    
 
    
 
   Cuckold Time Machine 2
 
    
 
   Mike is addicted to the humiliation of watching his wife with her ex-boyfriends, and he's in for a treat when he heads back in time to watch her at Spring Break. Not only is he going to see his wife taking it hard and unprotected from two big black studs, but he's going to see a whole new side of his wife when he's discovered and she decides to humiliate him by making him clean up afterward...look inside for a taste of what Mike gets to see when he travels back in time to see just how inadequate he really is!
 
    
 
   BISEXUAL CUCKOLDS
 
    
 
   What Ella Wanted
 
    
 
   Nick has more than one secret desire, but he doesn't really know it until his best friend's gorgeous wife coaxes them both into showing each other their favorite porn videos. It looks like Ella wants to do more than just watch someone else getting pounded for another woman's pleasure. Is Nick brave enough to stick around and give Ella what she wants? 
Approximately 15,000 words.
 
    
 
   The Calendar
 
    
 
   Adam's sexy MILF wife Nadia takes on a new project at her photography studio: a calendar full of hot firemen. Adam doesn't mind: he enjoys fantasizing about his wife taking it hard from her big, sexy models (especially the hot black bull). But Nadia has a whole different kind of cuckold adventure in mind. Will Adam be man enough to give her what she wants? 
Approximately 11,500 words. Contains explicit scenes; for adult audiences only.
 
    
 
    
 
   CUCKOLD HUMILIATION QUICKIES
 
    
 
   Need a quickie? These fun cuckold stories will get you hot fast:
 
    
 
   Legally Hotwife
 
    
 
   Joanna's husband has always been inadequate and pathetic, but now he's dragged them both into a mess with the mob. It looks like Joanna will have to work off his debt with his new boss using her legal skills – and all of her assets! This story is approximately 11,500 words of alpha male domination and extreme cuckold humiliation, told from the female perspective and only for adults!
 
    
 
   The Wife Swap Trick
 
    
 
   Watching My Wife Get Jackhammered
 
    
 
   Watching My Wife Get Lumberjacked
 
    
 
   Watching My Wife Get Trucked
 
    
 
    Boss Hog Cuckold
 
    
 
   St. Paddy's Day Cucktale
 
    
 
   Watching My Wife Get Jackhammered, Lumberjacked, and Trucked are available as one bundle for non-KU customers – only $3.99 for all three stories: 
 
   Three Cuckold Husbands: Watching My Wife Get...
 
    
 
   Coffee In Her Cream
 
    
 
   Mike and Christy have a mild little swinging "game" going, but Christy is taking it a little further than Mike expected with a big, black bull named Tony. Just when Mike thinks he's already had the biggest surprise when Christy starts crossing the line, Tony's wife Michelle shows up and heats things up in a way he couldn't imagine. Find out what happens in the approximately 7,000-word, explicit, interracial wife-swapping story.
 
    
 
   Make Yourself At Home: My Best Friend's Wife
 
    
 
   Sam is recovering from a messy divorce and gets kicked out of the house. What can his lifetime buddy Rick do but let him stay at his place? Except Rick just got married to quite a little number: the sexy, fun, flirtatious Michelle. One night, Rick mentions that Michelle and he have a special arrangement in their marriage. Sam isn't sure what to make of things...until Michelle helps him understand.
 
    
 
    
 
   CUCKOLD HUMILIATION ADVENTURES
 
    
 
   Feel like an adventuresome cuckold? Long cuckold stories with original twists and a lot of humiliation for the husband: 
 
    
 
   Inside My Wife (The Series)
 
    
 
   Lawrence wanted to know what it felt like to be his wife while he pleasured her, so he tried out his new invention. But something went terribly wrong, and now he's trapped inside her body. It turns out she is quite the naughty wife... From his best friend to the big, black pool boys, he's not only forced to watch, he'll have to go along for the ride, taking it the way his wife takes it: hard and unprotected, and every nasty way she wants it. Will Lawrence find a way out, or will he be cuckolded forever, inside his wife? This 18,000-word complete series involves scenes of strange and unusual cuckold humiliation. The complete series is available in three parts on KU, and as a bundle for $3.99 for non-KU customers.
 
    
 
   Double Cucked! Cuckolded On A Container Ship
 
    
 
   Carrie wanted a different kind of cruise...and she gets what she wants...all filled up! Her husband Dave is going to get cuckolded hard, by more than one member of this dirty, woman-starved crew. They're going to take his wife, hard and unprotected, and there's nothing he can do but watch! He thinks he's seen the worst after he watches her in some very dirty acts with some crew members, but it turns out he's been double-cucked! and she was doing it for the pleasure of the ship's captain! There's even more humiliation in store for him after that in this 14,000-word explicit cuckolding story. For adults only.
 
    
 
   A Long, Hard Winter: Cuckolded At The Antarctic Research Station
 
    
 
   Sam's wife Heidi is the only woman at the South Pole this winter, so it isn't long before he starts worrying about the rough, muscled, studs who are there to keep things running. It seems his wife has always wanted a different kind of man, and now that there's nowhere else to go, she'll get her fill right here! It's bad enough when Sam watches three big, filthy roughnecks take his wife hard, doing all the dirty things she never does with him – but what will he do when Heidi has even more humiliation planned for him? 
It's going to be a long, hard winter in the Antarctic! 
This story is approximately 15,500 words, for adults only, and contains explicit scenes of humiliation, light femdom, reluctant cuckolding, and menage.
 
    
 
   Hey! Did you know...Thirteenth Line author Ariel Lenov also writes cuckold stories you're sure to love! Check out:
 
    
 
   A Dark Wish
 
    
 
   Kurt loves hearing about his wife Melody's past exploits. He's always had a fantasy to see her with another man and when he shares his secret, he's surprised to find out it excites her too.
Agreeing to take it slow, they both want to see what happens when Melody starts flirting with Hank, the Jamaican foreman at Kurt's job.
But things speed up when they all end up at the office party and Kurt finds himself unable to put the brakes on his wife's dark wish.
This is an 11,000+ word standalone short story.
 
    
 
   The Humiliation and Cuckolding of Tobias Quince
 
    
 
   Tobias Quince and his wife Jenny lead a happy, if sometimes dull life. A spontaneous act in the bedroom sparks Jenny's interest in spicing things up. Tobias is thrilled until she brings home a small metal cage and asks him to wear it. Tobias struggles with keeping his wife happy in her increasing demands that he submit to her will. By the time she brings home her new lover, Tobias' need for release outweighs any shame he feels at being a sissy

Tobias' descent from contented husband to consummate cuckold is complete with the final, ultimate act of humiliation.
 
    
 
   Maybe You want To Try Something Else? I love writing gender swap stories. A good introduction, if you're a fan of cuckold stories (like I think you are) is Inside My Wife, a combination of gender-swap and cuckold that is sure to delight you! After that...have fun!
 
    
 
   GENDER SWAP STORIES
 
    
 
   Between The Sheikh And A Hard Place 1: Turned
 
    
 
   Between The Sheikh And A Hard Place 2: Tricked 
 
    
 
    Between The Sheikh And A Hard Place 3: Trapped
 
    
 
   Between The Sheikh And A Hard Place: Complete ($3.99) 
 
    
 
   The Dirty Pool Series
 
    
 
   Every Blue Moon
 
    
 
   Turned Into A Cherry And Popped!
 
    
 
   Turned Into A Cherry And Disciplined!
 
    
 
    
 
   Check my Author Page for additional titles! And please don't forget to leave a review: it's the greatest compliment an indie author can receive! Thank you!
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