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Chapter 1

 


The lake had a very particular smell in late summer. There was something about the trees nearly turning that made the forest smell that much more like wood and earth that it normally did.
 

Stepping out of the car to the pleasant sound of twigs crunching beneath my feet, I took a deep breath and closed my eyes.
 

This was the feeling I'd been waiting for.
 

All summer sitting in traffic on the highway with my windows down because I didn't want to spend money to fix the A/C I would think of what this was going to feel like once I got here.
 

And it was good. Everything I'd imagined and more. I felt my spirit opening up just from not being in the city anymore.
 

“Hey can you come up here? I think the lock's rusted or something!”
 

I opened my eyes to look up the porch steps of the rickety cabin we'd bought a few years back. It was a bit of an eyesore but it was the perfect escape when we could manage the time to drive all the way out.
 

Carina had already carried a basket up from the trunk and set it on the top steps. She had the key in the lock and was wiggling it back and forth so hard it looked like it was going to snap.
 

“Wait, wait!” I shouted, bounding up the steps two at a time. ”Just hold on.” I moved her out of the way even though I could feel the storm cloud that had started brewing in her head.
 

Carina didn't really like being bossed.
 

“Oh my God, you don't have to be so pushy about it!” she snapped.
 

“You said you needed help,” I muttered, gently coaxing the key out of the lock.
 

“Well fine but, like, you could just tell me what to try and not shove me out of the way like that!”
 

I took a deep breath. I know, I know. She sounded like a bitch. She wasn't. Really. Well, she could be. But most of the time she was perfect. I swear.
 

“Sorry. You're right. I should have asked nicer,” I said as I slipped the tip of the key from the lock.
 

Carina let out an exasperated sigh. “Okay. Thank-you for admitting that.”
 

“You're welcome.” I held the key chain up, dropped the key she'd jammed into the lock and picked out the right one. It slid into the lock effortlessly and turned just as smoothly, the deadbolt opening with a satisfying click.
 

I didn’t dare look at Carina, just pushed the door open and waved her inside.
 

There were two ways this would go.
 

“Oh! What?!? I thought… I could have sworn that was they key. Wasn’t that the key? Did we get the locks changed? Wasn’t that the key we used last year?”
 

“Hmm,” I said, eyeing the key chain, “I’m not sure. Maybe. I can’t really remember. Anyways it doesn’t matter. Why don’t I get some more stuff from the c… “
 

“Wait.”
 

I froze just as I was turning to walk back down the steps. This was it.
 

Zero-hour.
 

“Kevin?”
 

I swallowed, trying not to gulp too loudly. “Yes?” I knew what she wanted. I turned slowly around, smiling and looked her in the eye.
 

Her eyes softened as she sighed. “I’m sorry.”
 

“It’s okay,” I said, reaching out.
 

“No. I’m sorry. I was a bitch just then. I think… I think I’m stressed out.” Carina bit her lip.
 

“Stressed out? About what?” I stepped closer and put my arms around her, leaning her head against my chest.
 

Another sigh. “I think I’m just stressed out about this week.”
 

“Carina? What are you talking about? There’s no pressure this week. We’re just here to have a good time.”
 

Carina shook her head.
 

Of course I knew what she was talking about. I kind of felt it too.
 

“I feel like this is the week, you know? I feel like if we don’t get it done this week then we’ll just end up going back, going back to the city and going back to work and back to life and we’ll get too busy and too tired again and just be going to the doctor over and over and we’ll never have a b… “
 

“Hey,” I whispered, tilting her head up with a finger on her chin. “Shush.” I leaned forward and pressed my lips to hers in a gentle kiss. “That’s not what we’re here for. If it happens, it happens. If it doesn’t, well, we’ll cross that bridge when we come to it. It’s like the doctor said, it’s only been six months. If we need to we’ll take more time off or… I don’t know. Just don’t worry. We’ll figure it out.”
 

Carina smiled and pressed her cheek against my chest again. “I love you, Kevin,” she whispered.
 

I took a deep breath. Seemed like things were going to be alright. “I love you too, baby. I love you too.”
 

We stayed like that for a while longer. When Carina finally pulled away I walked back down to the car and started unpacking the rest of the trunk.
 

The cabin wasn’t winterized so we had to bring pretty much everything we needed but that was alright. There was a gas station a few miles down the road and a town about a twenty minute drive away. We really were in the middle of nowhere.
 

I hauled the rest of the boxes and backpacks up into the tiny front hall then closed the trunk. Before heading back inside I looked out over the tiny beach about fifty feet or so away.
 

This really was a little slice of heaven and we’d bought it for a steal before the recreational property boom had hit. We’d been a little cash strapped but a few of my friends had loaned us money for the down-payment interest free with the understanding that they could use the cabin every once in a while.
 

As the stress of the city seemed to literally drain out of me and wash down into the lake, I took another deep breath before walking up the porch steps and going inside.
 

Carina was in the kitchen unpacking boxes of cutlery and plastic plates and putting them away in cupboards and drawers.
 

I stood by the door watching her move through the tiny kitchen.
 

Despite her occasional insecurities, she moved with purpose and confidence. She wasn’t fat but she had a solid frame with curves in all the right places. Her ass filled out the tight shorts she was wearing perfectly and her breasts were pressed together in the tank top she’d worn that day, an unusually revealing choice for her. They formed a very pleasant cleft of flesh down the center of her chest that had made it difficult to keep my eyes on the road.
 

Even though we’d been married for five years already, I still very much appreciated Carina’s looks, sharp wit and even enjoyed her temper which could be a little short at times.
 

I was just about to lean down and help her with some boxes when a thought came to mind.
 

We were so used to our routine at home that Carina had just jumped right in and started getting things done.
 

This week wasn’t supposed to be about that. This week was supposed to be about us.
 

I sauntered across the modest living room, around the worn down couch and chair and walked into the kitchen where she was clattering knives into a drawer.
 

This part of my plan called for extra care. Carina was suggestible when it came to having sex but you definitely had to catch her at the right moment or it was a no-go. I waited for her to finish with the knives.
 

She turned to grab a handful of forks and saw me standing there watching her. She raised an eye. “What?” she asked.
 

“What?” I echoed.
 

“What are you doing?”
 

“What are you doing?” I countered.
 

She huffed. “Kevin… “
 

“Okay, okay!” I said, stepping forward, palms up to show her I wasn’t armed with anything but good intentions. “I just wanted to say.”
 

“Say what?” The sharp snap had returned to her voice.
 

“I just wanted to make sure you remember that we’re here on vacation, right?”
 

“Yeah. So?”
 

“So, and I’m just saying, maybe let’s take it a little easy? None of this stuff has to be done right away, right?”
 

Carina furrowed her brow and glanced around at the half-unpacked boxes with skeptical eye. “Well I just wanted to get stuff put away so that we’re not… so that we’re not… I don’t know.” She paused, looked around some more then looked back at me. “Okay. Okay. I’m being a tight-ass, you’re right.”
 

“I’m not saying you’re being a tight-ass,” I said, chuckling. “I’m just saying it’s our first day, let’s relax!”
 

She nodded. At me, then at the boxes, then at me again. “What did you have in mind?”
 

I laughed again because Carina loved nothing more than a plan and I didn’t have one. “Beer?” I asked.
 

Her lips puckered and her eyes narrowed in mock disdain. It was not like Carina to have a beer before a job was done. Then she smiled. “I think I know where you’re going with this.”
 

I put on my most innocent expression. “What? What? Me? Nowhere! Just beer!”
 

Her smile widened. She knew alright. “Okay, mister. But no funny business until we get all this stuff unpacked, alright?”
 

Ha! 
 

“Scouts honor,” I lied. I raced over to the cooler, which was still by the door, scooped out two cold beers and jogged back. I put one on the counter, cracked the tab on the other one and handed it to her before opening mine. I lifted the can. “To a week of just us.”
 

Carina tilted her head, touched by the toast. She lifted her can and touched it to mine. “To a week of just us,” she replied.
 

I took a swig of the cool, bitter ale, the carbonation sizzling pleasantly in my mouth.
 

Carina took a deep breath and looked around. “Okay. I promise I’m going to try to relax this week,” she said quietly but it sounded like that was going to be a tall order.
 

I took another swig, put the can down again and walked up to her. I put my hands on her full hips and let them slide a little lower, towards her thighs.
 

“Hey!” she snapped, still smiling. “I said no funny business until we get all this stuff done!”
 

“This isn’t funny business,” I said quietly. Leaning in and tilting my head I pressed my lips against her soft neck, brushing the thick locks of sandy blonde hair out of the way with my nose.
 

Carina took a breath and then her body relaxed into my soft kiss. I lingered on the spot before working my way down slowly towards her collarbone. “This isn’t funny business,” I repeated, “it’s the most serious business there is.”
 

Carina’s body tightened right back up. “Kevin,” she said quietly.
 

“What?”
 

“Don’t.”
 

“Don’t what?” I leaned back to look into her eyes.
 

“Don’t call it that.”
 

“What, serious business?”
 

“That. I don’t like that.”
 

“Why not?”
 

Worry had furrowed her brow again. “What if… what if we can’t?”
 

“Baby,” I whispered, leaning in again and kissing her on the lips. “Don’t worry about it. If we don’t, we don’t. That’s not what this is about. This is about us. I just want to make you happy.”
 

It felt like the moment was teetering on a pinhead, like it could topple at any moment. The first warm rush of beer hitting my belly and my brain at the same time gave me courage to reach down and touch my fingers against the button of her shorts.
 

“Kevin… “ she complained but there was weakness in her voice.
 

“What?” I whispered. “No one’s going to see.” I slipped the button through the loop and her shorts loosened around her waist.
 

A soft breath escaped her as her reluctance waned.
 

I was almost in.
 

“Come here,” I said, taking the can of beer she was holding and putting it on the counter. I put my hands on her ass and walked her slowly backwards along the counter towards the other side of the sink.
 

A flock of birds rose up out of a tree somewhere in the distance, cawing and flapping as they flew up into the sky.
 

Before she could object I hoisted her up and sat her down on the counter.
 

“Kevin!”
 

“Shh. Just relax.” I hooked my fingers into her shorts and her underwear and yanked them down.
 

Carina gasped.
 

I couldn’t resist looking down.
 

Her neatly trimmed pubic hair just barely covered the first hint of the top of her slit.
 

I spread her thighs apart.
 

“Kevin!” she gasped, more softly this time. Nonetheless, she let her legs swing open sending a damp whiff of scent between us that smelled like her salty snatch. “I’m all sweaty,” she said, pushing me away but not for real.
 

I sank to my knees feasting my eyes on the sight of her perfectly formed cleft of her pussy. Before she could resist any more, I pressed my lips up against it and pushed out my tongue.
 

A thin trickle of her juice spilled out over it and down my cheek which meant she was at least a little bit turned on.
 

The sharp smell of her sweaty pussy filled my senses and I breathed it in, savouring her scent. As I pushed in deeper I felt the tension melt from her body as her hips jutted forward on the counter.
 

With my arms around her thighs I thrust in even deeper and swept up. More of her liquid spilled out onto my waiting tongue. I slathered it up her slit until the tip of my tongue met her engorged clit. I pressed against it and spun around once, then twice.
 

Carina moaned. Her fingers snaked into my hair as she hooked her calves around my back.
 

This was fucking heaven for me. I loved eating her out.
 

She always came so fast and it made her so hot to have me inside.
 

My cock was hard. My mind was already buzzing from the two swigs of beer. I ran a few more circles around her clit with my tongue.
 

“Oh God that feels good,” she whispered.
 

As I sped up, flicking her clit, then gliding around it, she started moving her hips in time with my mouth.
 

Her pussy started drooling more juice that ran down my chin, down my neck and under my shirt until it soaked my chest.
 

With each sweep Carina got more excited. Her fists clenched harder, tightening around the clumps of hair she was holding onto.
 

It stung but in the best way.
 

She started breathing in rhythmic moans, her thighs shaking every three or four breaths she took.
 

I could tell she was getting close. I reached up under her and pushed my middle finger into her cunt. Then another. I started fucking her with my hand, her juice oozing out into my palm.
 

“Ugh,” Carina grunted. “Fuck.”
 

She rarely swore but she loved to dirty talk.
 

“Fuck, Kevin, you’re going to make me come! I’m going to come all over your hand!”
 

My cock throbbed, red and hot in my pants as I felt her pussy clench around my fingers. My jaw was starting to get sore but that was par for the course.
 

My fingers made sticky, wet sounds as I shoved them deeper into her, slapping up against her ass.
 

Carina’s moans rose in pitch until they were short, sharp shrieks. Finally, her pussy clenched down on my fingers as she squeezed her thighs against my cheeks.
 

I thought my jaw was going to fall off.
 

“Fuck!” she screamed as an orgasm roared through her making her whole body shake.
 

My tongue lapped furiously at her clit, my fingers plunging into her sending her sailing over wave after wave of her climax.
 

Her legs were wrapped so tight around my face that I probably could have picked her up attached to me like that.
 

I couldn’t think of a better way to start the week.
 

As Carina’s body started to relax, I slowed down, licking her a few more times before letting go.
 

The thunderous sound of the door slamming open against the wall behind us was followed immediately by the low laughter of men’s voices.
 

Carina screamed and shoved me back.
 

Losing my balance, I fell back onto my ass, panting for breath and covered in her juice.
 

She scrambled off the counter, clutching a hand against her pussy and ran off into the bedroom slamming the door behind her.
 

My adrenaline pumping as I got ready to fight whatever intruder had stormed in on us, I turned around and stumbled up.
 

Three stunned looking faces stood just inside the door staring at me with wide eyes.
 

Derek, James and Sam.
 

My heart sank.
 

After a moment the three of them exploded into a raucous laugh.
 






Chapter 2

 


“Dude, I am so sorry,” Derek said after we’d all dealt with the awkwardness of the moment in the most masculine way we could, with a few chuckles and the other two guys stepping out.
 

He walked across the room, put his hand on my arm and gave it a squeeze.
 

Suddenly very aware that I had Carina’s hot pussy juice dripping from my mouth, I wiped my chin with the back of my hand.
 

Derek took a step back and winced. “Nice, man. Nice.”
 

“Fuck off,” I muttered. “What the fuck are you guys doing here anyways?”
 

Derek sighed. “Oh shit,” he muttered. “Dude, I had no fucking idea that you’d be here. I thought you guys said you’d already been up once this season? How are you getting this much time off work?”
 

I shook my head. Looking down, I saw a fresh tea-towel in one of the boxes. I scooped it up and shamelessly wiped the rest of Carina off of my face.
 

This time Derek didn’t react.
 

I took a deep breath, sighed, then looked Derek in the eye. “What the hell’s going on? What are you guys doing here?”
 

Derek rubbed the back of his neck and looked around the room. “Bro,” he said quietly, “I really really hope this isn’t my fuck-up.”
 

A weight settled in my stomach. His fuck-up? That didn’t sound good. That sounded like there’d been some kind of plan, that we’d…
 

Oh fuck.
 

I closed my eyes, let out a long breath as my stomach started twisting into an uncomfortable not. My mind started racing back through texts and phone calls and emails, running off dates as pieces started to fall into place.
 

I opened my eyes.
 

Derek looked like he was in pain, the way his mouth was twisted looking at me. “It’s not my fuck-up, is it?” he asked quietly.
 

I shook my head. “No. It’s not.”
 

How could I have…
“You’re here to spend the week, aren’t you?” he asked, quieter still.
 

I heard the other two guys laugh outside. The sound of their deep voices made me cringe. This was the grandest of the grand fuck-ups.
 

Cottage-gate, if you will.
 

“I can’t believe I did this,” I said, pressing two fingers to my forehead. The whole thing felt like some lucid nightmare. I went over the last few emails over and over again in my mind.
 

We’ll take the last week of August then.
 

That was it. That was definitely what Derek had written. I was obviously going to check my phone about it but now that I’d thought it through there could be no doubt. The question was, how did I manage to mess that up?
 

Deep breath.
 

“You guys drove all the way out, didn’t you?” I asked. “You weren’t just conveniently in the nieghborhood or something?”
 

Derek grimaced and shook his head. “I… “
 

“I don’t know what to say either.” What was I going to do? “The guys take time off work for this?”
 

Derek nodded slowly.
 

“You too?”
 

Another nod.
 

“Fuck!” I seethed and slammed my fist on the counter.
 

Derek pulled his phone out of his pocket and checked it, as if there was going to be anything there. There was barely a signal out here. He just didn’t want to stand there looking at me.
 

“Okay hold on,” I began. I looked around and started counting rooms. There was the master, if you could call it that. It was barely a room with just enough space for a bed and one nightstand. There was a tiny guest bedroom off to the side with a single in it.
 

Then there was the shitty pull-out couch in the living room that could sleep two.
 

Maybe if we…
“Dude,” Derek said, shaking his head. “I don’t think it’s gonna happen.”
 

I sighed again. He was right. He was fucking right. There was no way it was going to happen. And not just because of the sleeping arrangements.
 

What I had on my hands was a very difficult choice. I could either choose giving my friends the cabin for the week I’d promised them, or I could choose my wife.
 

“Okay, you know what? I’m gonna go outside, explain this to the guys and see what they think. They’re good guys. I’m pretty sure we can make something else work. We’ll… we’ll find another place or something.”
 

I shook my head. “You know that’s not going to happen, not this late in the season. Not for this week. Plus you already spent a day driving out here and you’re going to spend another day driving back. It’s not like… ugh. Fuck!”
 

What the hell had I been thinking? I hadn’t been thinking. That was the problem. What was wrong with me? I never did stuff like this!
 

Derek stood there looking anywhere but right at me while I stared off into the distance.
 

“Okay. Just… just hold on. Let me go talk to Carina. There’s got to be a way we can figure this out. We’re all grown-ups here. There has to be a way we can make it work.”
 

Derek smirked. Not a mean smirk, just a “yeah-right” sort of laugh. “Bud, I don’t think you should… “
 

I held up a hand to interrupt him. “No. I’ve got to try. This is my fault and I’ve at least got to try and sort it out.”
 

Derek smiled, shook his head and turned around. “All right, man. If you say so. It’s your funeral.” Then he walked out to join the other guys around the car.
 

I just heard him starting to explain as I knocked on the bedroom door and stepped inside.
 

Carina was sitting on the edge of the bed, her face beet-red, her cheeks all puffed out and her lips forming a tight line. When she saw me, she sprang up and came at me like she had a knife.
 

“What the hell is going on? What are they doing here?” she snapped, pointing a sharp finger towards the door.
 

I put my hands up to try and calm her down but she waved them away and spun around to face the window.
 

Okay. I was fucked.
 

“Babe? I fucked up,” I said.
 

For a moment there was no change in her stance. Then, the tiniest relaxation of her shoulder blades.
 

That was good. That was a good sign. That meant this might be the right track.
 

“I fucked up and it’s totally my fault and… and I have no idea how I’m going to make this up to you. I feel… I feel terrible. I’m just… well, there’s no excuse. There’s no excuse. I measured once and cut twice and now we’re all here at the same time. And I’m a total ass hole.”
 

Her shoulders relaxed. She turned around.
 

Her expression had softened even though her face was still bright red. Still, this was progress.
 

“I keep trying to think how I could have done this and the only thing I can think of is that I messed up my calendar with the work calendar. They’re almost the same color on my phone and I must have glanced at one and not the other before I confirmed with Derek. Carina… I’m so sorry.”
 

Yeah, I’m not too ashamed to grovel if it’s required. Whatever, you’d do it too.
 

Carina tilted her head, just slightly, to one side. Then she sighed. Then she looked at the ground and let her hands fall to her sides. “Okay. Okay. I’m sorry I snapped like that.” She looked up and I thought she was going to cry with how big her eyes were and how red her face was. “And Kevin… the fact that they saw that.”
 

I’d almost forgotten that the three of them had walked in on us while my face was still buried in Carina’s pussy. My cheeks started to burn a little at the memory.
 

And, of all things, my cock jolted to life.
 

What the fuck?!?
 

“Okay look,” I began. “I’ll go out there, tell them that this is the only week we have off this year and that they are just going to have to… “
 

Carina shook her head. “Oh no. Unh-uh. There’s no way you’re doing that. Didn’t those guys drive all the way from Remington County to get here?”
 

“Yeah,” I said, sighing.
 

Carina’s brow arched in sympathy. “Oh Kev, we can’t do that to them. They probably took time off work for this too, right?”
 

I nodded.
 

Carina smacked her forehead with her palm. “Great. Just great,” she said.
 

“Well we’re not going back.” I felt a stab of angst at the thought that our whole vacation, this whole week I’d been pining for for the last six months, was ruined.
 

“What else are supposed to do?” she asked, her voice a little whinier.
 

I thought. And thought. And thought. “I don’t know. I don’t know what the hell to do. But there has to be something. There has to be some way to figure this out without someone’s entire vacation getting destroyed.”
 

A snarky, exasperated smirk burst from Carina. “Ugh, like what, Kev? Like what?”
 

I bristled and my patience nearly snapped. I’d done my best, I’d got us here, to Carina’s objections I might add, and now I was getting nothing but shit from her. “Look,” I began, then, hearing the tone I was using took another breath to try and calm down.
 

Carina seemed to notice something was wrong. She stepped towards me and put a hand on my arm. “Okay, I’m sorry. I’m sorry again. This is stressful and I’m not helping. You’re right. We should try to sort something out. You should try to sort something out.”
 

Well, it was progress but why just me? “What, are you just going to hide in here?” I asked.
 

Carina smiled slightly. “Kevin? Let me make something perfectly clear. I am never stepping into a room with those guys again.”
 

My mouth dropped open. “What? What do you mean never?”
 

“Never as in N-E-V-E-R. Neverrrrrr“
 

Just as I was about to object, Carina spun around, flopped down on the bed and buried her head beneath a pillow.
 

“Babe… “ I began.
 

Carina’s muffled voice rose up from underneath the down. “La-lah-la, la-la-lah-la! I can’t hear you!”
 

Great.
 

Just fucking great.
 






Chapter 3

 


The boys were all standing around the white van they’d driven on, outside. They looked up as I came out and watched me descend the steps of the porch, my head hung in shame.
 

The last few feet from the bottom of the steps to the van felt like I was walking the plank.
 

“Guys,” I said, looking up and shaking my head. “I am soooo sorry about this.”
 

The boys glanced at each other then shook their heads with Derek stepping towards me. “Dude, relax. We’ve got it all figured out.”
 

“What?” I asked. “You do?”
 

“Yeah man. We’re totally good.”
 

“We… we are?” The heaviest part of my stomach started lifting up.
 

“We totally are. Listen, we’re gonna drive back to that little town tonight. If we can’t find anything there we’ve got a tent in the van. Then we’ll drive back to the county and… “
 

My stomach sank back down. There was no way I was letting them do that. “No, guys. No. Just no. I can’t let you do that.”
 

“No man, seriously. It’s… it is what it is. We all fuck up every once in a while. We’ll just say you owe us one and leave it at that. Man, if I fucked up like this and it was me out here with my wife… “
 

“You’re not married,” I muttered.
 

“Right, but if I was and I fucked up like this, I would be on my knees begging you to do this for me. This is your way out. No begging required.”
 

“Yo, where’s Carina anyways? She still inside?” Sam asked, the first words he’d spoken since he arrived. He took a step forward and it made me realize how big he’d become.
 

“Have you been working out?” I said, unable to resist looking at his python arms.
 

Sam cracked a massive grin.
 

Derek and James groaned and rolled their eyes.
 

“See? I told you he’d notice.”
 

Now that I had time to actually look at him, he looked huge. Way bigger than he’d been before. His arms looked like they were going to rip the sleeves of the white t-shirt he had on. His pecs were a wall of muscle and lower down he had a set of clearly outlined washboard abs.
 

“You on steroids or something?” I asked.
 

Still grinning, Sam shook his head. “No way man. Keto gains!” he said, flexing his whole torso.
 

“Oh the gains!” James moaned, then tilted his head back and howled up at the sky.
 

Derek chuckled and rubbed his nose with a finger. “It was a long eight hours.”
 

I could only imagine. Still, the boys seemed like they’d had fun.
 

“Anyways,” Derek went on, “I’m telling you we’ve got this. Alright?”
 

My stomach sank even lower, like I’d swallowed a bunch of stones. I felt like a total ass. And yet…
 

And yet what the hell else was I going to do? Carina had barricaded herself inside, swore she was never going to look my friends in the eye again, and now the only choice I had was to ask them to hide behind the truck while I escorted her to the car and drove off, our cottage plans just a tattered mess of…
 

“Yeah, there’s no way that’s happening.”
 

The soft yet certain sound of Carina’s voice drifting down from the porch made the boys freeze and me snap my head back.
 

It was really her. Her arms were folded over her chest and she was leaning against one of the porch banisters looking down at us like she was about to boss us all around.
 

A frisson of excitement swept through me. Was this really happening? Had she changed her mind? Was she going to be able to deal with all of this after all?
 

“Uh, Carina,” Derek said, the sound of his voice betraying his smile. “You look fantastic.”
 

It was literally the last thing I expected to hear him say. But he was right.
 

Carina had changed out of her tight shorts into a flowing white skirt that came down just past her knees. She still had the tight tank top on and she’d put on some make-up while we’d been outside.
 

She looked like a fifties pin-up doll leaning against the bannister the way she was. Thick and juicy and oh so full of… pride, or something.
 

I don’t think I’d ever seen her like that. She must have really worked hard to pull her shit together.
 

“Uh, what?” I said, stepping towards the porch.
 

Carina flashed a benevolent “you’ll-pay-for-this-later” kind of smile before turning to look at the guys again. “Okay. I’m sorry I freaked out and ran into the room screaming instead of saying ‘hi,’ but, I kind of had my hands full and I kind of didn’t expect you guys.”
 

An uneasy silence settled over us all. The forest seemed to get louder and a gust of breeze swept up off the lake.
 

“So, yeah. Sorry about that.”
 

I wasn’t sure what all the other guys were doing but I was pretty sure they were doing the same thing as I was, staring up at my angelic wife.
 

Something hard twisted inside me. The weight in my stomach lifted, then sank back down in the most pleasant way making my cock stir.
 

What the fuck was that?
 

“So, uh… so what is the plan then?” Derek asked from behind me.
 

Carina unfolded her arms revealing her magnificent round breasts and walked down the steps.
 

An uneasy feeling shivered through me. A moment later I put my finger on what it was.
 

Jealousy. I was jealous.
 

Carina rarely dressed in any sort of enticing way. Even before we’d been married she was very conservative in her fashion tastes, never revealing too much.
 

Now that we were married she never wore anything more revealing than a high cut top.
 

I knew she’d put on the tight shorts and white shirt for my benefit, knowing we probably wouldn’t be running into anyone else out here, certainly not anyone we knew.
 

But something felt off. She was carrying herself so confidently despite the revealing outfit. It was like she didn’t care that the guys were watching her, which I knew they were.
 

There was no way she didn’t know it, either. She could be a little prudish but she wasn’t stupid. She knew what was what.
 

It was definitely a strange thing to happen, her being so bold like that.
 

“The plan is,” she said, stepping past me. “That no matter what happens tomorrow you guys are going to stay the night.”
 

Um… what?
 

“Carina that’s really nice of you but… “ Derek began.
 

Carina cut him off with a palm in the air. “I’m not taking no for an answer,” she said, in that way only a woman can. “We all make mistakes sometimes,” she said, turning to give me a sharp eye, “and we all end up paying for them somehow.”
 

I sucked in a quick breath as I felt the other guys staring at me and Carina, too. It was the craziest moment. The whole world felt like it was shifting around me. 
 

Carina and I didn’t have this kind of relationship. We were kind and caring and nobody ever said the things she was saying, even as a joke. It felt a little paralyzing, to be honest. Just because I didn’t know what to do with it.
 

So why was my cock getting harder?!?
 

Carina’s expression softened as she smiled. “Kevin,” she whispered, leaning close, “relax! I’m joking! Can you help me out here?” Her eyes went wide in a way that asked for my complicity in front of the guys.
 

Immediately the tension in my middle snapped as I realized she was putting on a show.
 

Phew. Okay. This, I could deal with.
 

I hung my head in shame and pushed my shoulders forward in an exaggerated slump.
 

The boys dutifully chuckled.
 

“So,” Carina went on, “we’re going to fill the fridge with beer, start a fire, cook some meat and then… “
The strange knot in my stomach tightened again. 
 

And then? And then what?!?
 

“And then… “ She let the words linger on the end of her tongue. “I’m going to need some time to decide how best you can entertain me,” she said, pointing her nose up into the air.
 

Her cheeks flushed as soon as the words were out of her mouth. She drew in a breath, as if incredulous at what she’d just said.
 

Then she burst into giggles, covering her mouth with her hand, and ran up the steps.
 

I could barely believe this was my wife. She was being so brassy and bold and not… shy all of a sudden. What the hell was up?
 

Carina spun around at the top of the steps, still blushing. She eyed the four of us with a wicked smile, like she was drunk on her own mischief. “Well? What are you waiting for? Get this stuff unpacked!”
 

She spun around, nearly cackling, and disappeared inside the house.
 

I turned around slowly to face the guys, stunned.
 

Their eyes were all wide.
 

Derek broke the silence by slapping his palms together. “Well? You heard the woman! Hup-two!”
 

Sam and James snapped out of their stupor. Then Sam glanced back up at the porch where Carina had been standing just a moment ago. He raised an eye, cocked his head and mouthed the words “yes please!”
 

Something in my stomach crunched.
 

As the boys started unpacking the van I grabbed the railing, unable to parse what was going on.
 

My world seemed to be spinning out of my control in the most deliciously painful way.
 






Chapter 4

 


“No, no, the best part was when she screamed, actually threw him off of her and then Kevin fell flat on his ass!”
 

I sat staring into the darkness past the fire, my cheeks burning with shame, my cock hard as another wave of uproarious laughter and knee-slapping swept over the boys.
 

This had so far been the most surreal evening of my life.
 

As the boys had unpacked the van, I’d gone inside to thank Carina for being so cool.
 

Well, not just that.
 

The truth was that as happy as I was with how she’d acted, it was also incredibly out of character for her and that was vaguely disconcerting.
 

See, Carina wasn’t the kind of snap-her-fingers-let’s-get-it-done kind of woman like some girls were. She was soft. She was shy. She preferred life on the sidelines. She liked to watch rather than play. You know?
 

So seeing her suddenly take this role, and I was sure that’s all it was, was… not upsetting, exactly, just weird.
 

I’d told her how great I thought she was being and she smiled and we made kissy-face and all that. And then you know what? You know what she did? She said, “As long as I don’t hear a word about what they saw.”
 

So of course, as soon as I had half the chance and Carina was out of earshot, I made a point of it to tell the boys to shut-the-fuck-up about their little intrusion on us earlier in the day.
 

They all very solemnly swore that they wouldn’t say a word.
 

But as beers were consumed, then wine, then a joint was fired up by the fire, lips began to loosen until someone, Sam, I think it was, made some joke about grabbing hair.
 

And instead of jumping up and running off into the house like she should have done, like the real Carina would have done, Carina thought about it, cracked a smile, then actually laughed.
 

That’s right, she laughed.
 

She laughed that they’d walked in on me eating out her pussy.
 

But it gets weirder. That wasn’t the strangest part. When she laughed I was surprised, sure. But the more they talked about it and the more of a kick she got out of it, the more turned on I got.
 

I know, right?!?
 

Turned on.
 

And that’s how we got to where we were. Me sitting beside Carina by the fire trying to adjust my legs so that no one could see the huge hard-on I was sporting.
 

I glanced over at her to make sure this was still the same woman I had taken as my wife. Yup. Same one. Rosy cheeks from wine, not embarrassment, sitting next to me having a laugh at our dirty little secret that was a secret no more.
 

“So come on Carina,” Derek said as the laughter died down, “for real now, you make him do that a lot?”
 

The boys settled down across from us to an uncomfortable degree of silence.
 

I stole a glance at Carina again.
 

She was looking at me out of the corner of her eye and if I didn’t know any better, from her expression I’d say she was enjoying this little game as much as they were.
 

That’s when she looked down at my cock.
 

It was just the smallest glance, to quick for the guys to see for sure. But it was the way her eyes opened just a hair wider and the way her chest rose that made me tear my eyes from her and look the other way.
 

The silence thickened with only the crackle of the fire cutting into it through the dark night.
 

“Oh,” she said softly, then put her hand on my lap. “Enough.”
 

I drew in a breath and held it as her fingers crept perilously close to my cock. I could still not believe this was happening and I was scared that they guys had noticed by now that I was hard.
 

“Shit,” Derek whispered, breaking the silence again. “Kev, that is one hot wife you’ve got there.”
 

My eyes snapped up to his.
 

The other guys seemed to stiffen on the stumps they were sitting on. Derek shrank a little, as if suddenly regretting what he said.
 

Then I felt Carina lean close beside me. With her hand still in my lap she pressed her lips against my cheek. “Don’t be mad,” she whispered. “He’s right.”
 

All three of the boys started chuckling. Then Sam whooped up into the night sky. Derek cracked a grin as she kissed me on the cheek again and took a swig of his beer.
 

“Hey,” Carina said, pressing her lips against my ear “I’m getting kind of tired.”
 

Disappointment hollowed out my insides. I had been hoping against hope that she would get drunk and possibly a little stoned and that she’d forget about the fact that the guys were here.
 

Carina didn’t really do sexy times when there were people in the room next door or around at all, for that matter.
 

Nonetheless, I didn’t want to make a big scene so I forced a smile and turned to kiss her back.
 

“Okay,” I said. “That’s cool. I’ll see you tomorrow?”
 

The guys had started talking about something on the other side of the camp fire.
 

Carina smiled at me with sleep, or sultry eyes. I wasn’t sure which. “Not that tired, silly,” she giggled. Then she pushed her hand up my lap and let her fingers graze along my rigid cock.
 

A sudden pulse of excitement rushed through me. Carina wanted to… she wanted to fuck!
 

Trying to be as casual as possible I feigned a yawn, set my beer down, and stood up. “Hey guys?” I said, doing my best to keep it cool.
 

The three of them looked up.
 

“I think we’re gonna hit the hay,” I said, flashing a quick smile, hoping none of them would get any ideas to make a big deal out of it.
 

There was a pause, a moment of silence and I could tell they were thinking about it. I could tell all three of them were thinking about how to react to what I’d just said.
 

Fuckers.
 

Sam got it started.
 

“Aw wait, already?” he said, pretending a whine but unable to keep himself from grinning. “We thought you guys were going to stay up and hang out with us for a while longer?”
 

Derek joined him. “Yeah, man. What about all that stuff you said about waiting until Carina went to bed to really get the party started, huh?”
 

Even James, who normally didn’t go in for this sort of thing, chimed in. “Yeah I thought you said you couldn’t wait until she went to bed?”
 

Each stupid remark felt like an ice pick being shoved into my gut. Of course they were just being guys, trying to give me a hard time, but what they didn’t understand was that Carina didn’t understand this kind of joking around and didn’t find it funny.
 

At all.
 

I didn’t dare turn around and look at her. I just stared at those fuckers hoping laser beams would shoot from my eyes and fry them all.
 

“Ha ha, very funny boys,” Carina suddenly sang out from behind me.
 

Her hand touched mine.
 

My heart skipped a beat. Was she really okay with this? I turned around not daring to believe she was.
 

Her eyes were still sultry and she was still smiling. “Maybe you can have him tomorrow,” she said, cocking a hip to one side. “Tonight, he’s mine.”
 

She spun around and dragged me up towards the porch steps as the boys erupted into whoops and catcalls behind us.
 

The booze and pot and strangely arousing humiliation I’d endured by the fire had me so confused but my cock was still hard as a rock as we fell into the bedroom and crashed onto the bed.
 

As Carina crawled down my body and started undoing my shorts, I sat up, unable to believe this was real, or that she was really my wife.
 

“Babe?” I asked, looking into her eyes.
 

Carina bit one side of her lower lip. She rose to meet my eyes but her hands kept fumbling around my cock. “What’s the matter?” she asked.
 

“I… I mean, nothing is the matter, really. It’s just… you don’t seem yourself.”
 

“Don’t I?”
 

“No. You don’t.”
 

Carina giggled. “What’s different about me that you don’t like?” As she finished the sentence her fingers snaked in past my zipper, under the elastic of my underwear and wrapped around my cock like a vine choking a tree trunk.
 

I sucked in a breath at the way her strong, warm palm felt around my dick.
 

Carina leaned in. She parted her lips ever so slowly so that a tiny strand of saliva stretched between them, reached a breaking point, then snapped. A moment before she kissed me, I saw her soft wet tongue press out of her mouth.
 

The pleasure of the kiss surged through my mouth, flooding my brain with dopamine and racing down my spine, hardening my cock in her hand.
 

Carina forced her tongue into my mouth, more aggressively than she’d ever done. She plunged it deep until I pressed back, slowly pulling her hand up to my cock head at the same time.
 

As reason retreated into some dark corner of my mind, lust for her took over and I knew I was gone. I’d have to bring up whatever I’d wanted to talk about the next day, if I remembered it at all.
 

Carina pulled away from our kiss. Her cherry lips were moist as her tongue slipped along the top, then the bottom one. She smiled and stared into my eyes.
 

I couldn’t resist a glance down to her cleavage that was now a perfectly vertical line of flesh just below my field of vision.
 

“So?” she whispered. “What was it you wanted to talk about?”
 

I stared into her eyes, dazed and confused and absolutely at a loss about how strangely wonderful this evening had become. It was the last thing I’d expected to happen and I didn’t want to do a thing to knock it off balance. “I… I forget,” I whispered back.
 

Carina’s smile widened as she lowered her eyes to look at my cock with the look of an animal in heat. When she looked back up there was a… an edge to her expression. A wickedness almost, but not the mean kind, if that makes any sense.
 

“Well I have something I wanted to ask you,” she said, looking back up.
 

“Y-you do?”
 

She raised her brow and cocked her head, then nodded. “I do.”
 

“What is it?” I whispered.
 

“I want to know… ” she said, letting go of my cock and pressing her hand against my chest.
 

From the gentle pressure I felt she wanted me to lie down. I shuffled down the bed towards her, then lowered myself down onto my back.
 

I simultaneously couldn’t wait to hear and was terrified of what she was about to say. “What?” I asked.
 

“I want to know… “ she repeated, lowering herself between my legs with her hands up, her fingers glancing the side of my cock in slow swipes.
 

I swallowed and watch my dick dance against her soft, feathery touch.
 

“I want to know what made this happen out there by the fire?” she asked. She choked a fist around my stiff rod.
 

Fuck.
 

It’s not that I didn’t want to tell her. Hell, I wished I knew the explanation myself.
 

I’d never felt anything like it. It was a lust so powerful and so out of my control that I didn’t even know if I could describe it if I tried.
 

Carina kept her eyes on mine and started to stroke her hand up and down my cock, as if she were trying to tease the cum out.
 

Hardening in her hand, I sucked in a breath.
 

“So?” she whispered. “You gonna tell me? Or not?” she asked.
 

“Oh fuck, baby,” I said, my voice breathless. “That feels so good.”
 

Carina smirked, as if she knew that, then relaxed her grip on my cock.
 

“Fuck, please don’t stop!” I groaned.
 

“Well,” she said, leaning close, pushing her tongue past her lips again and gently licking the underside of my cock with it, “are you going to tell me or not?”
 

Panic and a warm rush of excitement flooded through me. It seemed that the booze and the pot and whatever else had done something to Carina. I just wasn’t yet sure if it was a good thing or not.
 

“What… what do you want me to say?”
 

Scowling, Carina crawled up the bed until her face was next to mine. She didn’t let go of my cock, instead kneading it with her fingers as she stared into my eyes. “Don’t be coy, Kevin. You never just sit around with a hard on. And when they started laughing at you about walking in on us? I totally saw your cock jump.”
 

I couldn’t bring myself to look away from her.
 

She was staring at me with such a penetrating gaze that only made me more turned on.
 

At the same time I really had no idea how to answer her question. I didn’t know what the hell had turned me on about it but something sure had. Honesty seemed like the best way to go. “I really don’t know.”
 

Carina seemed to be searching me with her eyes. She narrowed them slightly, then opened them wide. “You don’t know? You really don’t know?” she asked.
 

“I swear I don’t. It just… I don’t know. Something about it was hot. You… you usually get upset about that kind of stuff and you were just kind of playing along and joking around and that made me happy and… turned me on? I guess?” It came out sounding a little pathetic.
 

She kept staring at me even as her hand drifted down my shaft. She let go of my cock, pressed her hand between my legs and cupped my balls.
 

I’d always been pretty sensitive there so feeling her touch me made me tense up.
 

“Oh I’m sorry!” she whispered, then burst into giggles.
 

Talk about hot. “It’s okay,” I replied.
 

“I just… come here.” Letting go of me she grabbed my hand and pressed it under the dress she was wearing, up between her legs against her snatch.
 

She was dripping wet.
 

“Something about it turned me on too,” she confessed.
 

My cock bounced up at her admission and at the feeling of her sopping wetness on my fingers.
 

Carina started to breathe heavier, her chest heaving as she rolled over onto me and pulled her panties aside. “Oh fuck Kevin,” she whispered.
 

She tore her tank top off and her plump breasts rolled out from under it, slapping against each other as they fell.
 

She reached between us and peeled the sticky fabric of her panties away from her steamy pussy.
 

My hips bucked at the glorious feeling of her hot wetness dripping onto my cock.
 

Carina gripped me and pressed the head of my cock against her pussy hole, then let herself fall, driving me inside.
 

A fresh torrent of pleasure raced up my spine this time, tickling the base of my brain with the beginning of a climax.
 

Carina grabbed her breasts, pressed them together, then slid her hands to the tips and pinched her stiffening nipples as she started to ride.
 

I found her rhythm and jerked my hips into her with violent thrusts.
 

This was what we had come here for. To fuck and fuck and fuck.
 

The thought that my muscle was buried inside her bare pussy made me harden even more.
 

Carina felt it and started to fuck me harder. Leaning forward she pressed her hands onto my chest and began bouncing up and down, sliding down my pole, her ass slapping against me in meaty, wet smacks.
 

My cock hardened into concrete as cum started to gush from my balls into my shaft. “Fuck, baby. I’m gonna come!” I seethed.
 

Carina’s eyes opened wide. “Tell me more. Tell me… “ she begged.
 

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum into your hot tight pussy baby, I’m gonna fucking come into you. I’m gonna fucking fill you up and make your belly big.”
 

Carina went fucking nuts.
 

Digging her nails into my chest she started riding me like a porn star. The headboard began banging against the wall. The bed started sliding across the floor in rough jerks.
 

Her hot pussy started clenching my cock, begging it for seed.
 

Carina’s eyes popped open wide and she stared at me looking feral and wild. “Fuck it into me, Kevin!” she begged. “Fuck that cum into me, please!”
 

“Oh fuck baby here it comes!” I moaned as my nuts tightened up and I felt a gush of cum start to spew out of my cock. “Fuck!”
 

A hot blast of seed shot deep into Carina’s pussy. 
 

My body arched up on the bed, driving my cock as deep into her as I could get.
 

Carina’s cunt clamped down, holding me inside. She came with a powerful shudder and a wicked shriek.
 

Our climaxes crashed together right at the top of the wave.
 

The room started to come back into focus as Carina rode out the rest of pleasure on top of me. 
 

Even after I was spent she seemed to want more, squeezing my cock with her pussy and rubbing herself on my groin.
 

It was only when my soft member flopped out of her, spilling seed back down onto my balls, that she finally relented and collapsed beside me on the bed.
 

We lay panting in silence, staring up at the ceiling, I wondering what the hell had just gone on. That might have been the hottest sex we’d ever had.
 

The sound started faintly at first. A slow, rhythmic clap.
 

We looked at each other, neither of us having any idea what it was.
 

Until more hands joined in and the tempo grew faster. Then faster still.
 

Then the boys outside started to laugh.
 

Fuck!
 

I was convinced that Carina was going to crawl back under the pillow, into her shell and never come out. I was just about to yell for them to shutup and tell her everything was going to be alright when she pumped a fist up into the air beside me.
 

“Woo!” she cried, then burst into maniacal laughter beside me.
 

My eyes went wide.
 

What in the fuck?
 

It took a long time for her to settle down. When she did, she rolled over and curled up in the crook of my arm, opening her eyes to say goodnight. She shook her head and rolled her eyes. “Come on, Kevin. Relax. We’re just having some fun.”
 

But seriously. What in the fuck?
 






Chapter 5

 


When I woke up the next morning Carina was still sleeping. I gently extracted myself from underneath her, put a pillow under her head and crept out into the living room.
 

The boys were all asleep with James and Sam passed out on the floor and Derek presumably in the guest room.
 

I walked as quietly as I could over to the kitchen to fish around in the boxes for the coffee maker. Finding it, along with some grounds, I pulled it out, filled it with water and plugged it in.
 

A nice cup of nasty cottage Joe would set things right.
 

Still trying to stay quiet, I walked across the room, snuck out the front door and stepped outside.
 

The view was glorious.
 

The house faced west across the shimmering blue lake. The sky was just as perfectly blue and without just a few white tufts of cloud here and there.
 

Waves lapped gently at the dock and boat house, making an enticing gurgling sound that made you want to swim.
 

I took a deep breath of back country air and revelled in the week that was to come.
 

Of course, as soon as I thought about the week ahead a knot formed in my stomach at what was going to happen with the boys.
 

We’d been too drunk and stoned to make any plans last night. I figured that as soon as Carina and them woke up we’d probably decide it was best if they just left the way they’d offered to.
 

I’d owe them one but it would be a small price to pay for having the week alone with my wife.
 

The pleasant, wet memory of filling the inside of Carina’s pussy with cum the night before made me smile. I wondered if this was going to be the week it happened, if this was going to be the week we made a baby?
 

We’d been trying for about six months with nothing happening. Carina had even dragged us into a fertility specialist who said to try for a little longer before pursuing other options.
 

He’d been the one who suggested taking some time off and relaxing. He’d said that often couples get so caught up and stressed out about trying to make something work, that things just don’t work out because of that.
 

Carina had been skeptical and wanted a second opinion but I’d convinced her to at least come up here and try what he’d suggested. After all, it couldn’t hurt, right?
 

The boys showing up had certainly been unexpected and seemed like it might throw a wrench into those works. Although, judging by the previous night, maybe Carina was over her shyness about having sex when there were other people around?
 

I had a good chuckle at the thought. I knew that last night had been some weird drunken exception and that Carina would return to her usual self that day.
 

I turned around at the sound of the door opening behind me. Derek stepped out onto the porch, rubbing his eyes. “What up, dawg?” he said through a yawn.
 

“Hey man,” I replied, “not much.”
 

“Did I smell some coffee on inside?”
 

“Yeah. Should be ready in a few minutes. You get a good sleep?”
 

Derek shrugged. “Ah, you know. Stayed up too late. Had too much to drink and all that. Other than that it was fine. That bed in there sucks. I barely fit on that thing.”
 

That made sense. Derek was a pretty big guy. Not as big as Sam had become but he was about six feet tall with a good physique.
 

Actually, and I have no idea why this is, I was always fascinated by Derek’s body. Not in any kind of homosexual way. I’d just grown up in a mostly white part of town and Derek was one of my only black friends.
 

He was fit and often wore shirts that were pretty flattering to his physique.
 

I remember being at the pool with him a few times and having a hard time looking away from his trim abs and pecs. His skin was so dark it was just, I don’t know, fascinatingly different to look at.
 

“Seems like your night was alright,” Derek said, looking out onto at the lake and cracking a wry smile.
 

“Honestly dude? I have no idea what the fuck that was about,” I said, looking behind me to make sure Carina wasn’t up.
 

“What do you mean?”
 

I shook my head. “Carina doesn’t do shit like that,” I muttered, switching gears to locker talk.
 

“Shit like what?”
 

“I’m telling you she’s never fucked me with anyone that close before,” I whispered.
 

“What, you mean like in the next room?” Derek asked.
 

“Yeah. She’s got this hang up, or had this hang up that she doesn’t want anyone to hear.”
 

Derek scowled. “Hmm, that’s weird.” But he seemed to be saying it out of politeness, not because her really cared.
 

We went back to staring out at the lake until I heard the percolator bubbling and frothing inside the house. “Sounds like the coffee’s ready. Want a cup?”
 

“Hell yeah,” Derek answered. “Hell yeah. I could use it.”
 

We both turned and I was just reaching for the doorknob when the front door swung open.
 

My eyes nearly popped out of my head as a rush of nervous energy tore down my spine and settled in my gut.
 

Standing in front of us was Carina. She had on a one piece that she’d bought especially for this occasion. It was red and cut out at the sides so her creamy skin was showing.
 

It covered her breasts well but gave us both a nice, big eyeful of cleavage in the front. It did absolutely nothing but accentuate the curve of her waist to her voluptuous thighs.
 

As I stole a glance at Derek I realized his eyes were bugging out almost as much as mine.
 

Except that she was my wife.
 

“Hello boys,” Carina purred, stepping out onto the porch with a dainty foot.
 

She had the most beautiful, round toes and she’d painted the nails a red that matched the suit just for the trip. They looked like honeysuckle berries just begging to be sucked.
 

“Wow,” Derek said, his voice low.
 

Once again I felt a mild panic at his reaction. Not that I felt threatened. We were all just friends here.
 

Carina had known Derek since we got married and he’d never done anything that would make me feel like I should worry about him. But he’d never acted the way he was acting around her now.
 

He seemed… fuck, he seemed interested.
 

Carina, who I expected to roll her eyes or cover herself up with a towel or something did nothing of the sort.
 

She stepped between us, nearly pushing Derek off to the side, then sauntered down the porch steps her juicy booty waving at us as she walked down the flagstones towards the dock.
 

As I ogled her attractive behind I felt the urge to check out Derek again.
 

Sure enough, he was staring at her the same way I was. The panic turned to a sudden angry jealousy that poked me into lashing out.
 

“Hey!” I hissed, getting his attention. “What the fuck?!?”
 

Derek opened one eye wider. He seemed taken aback. “Dude… what?” he asked.
 

“What? What?!? That’s my wife you’re staring at!” I snapped.
 

Derek furrowed his brow and took a step back. He shook his head and looked me up and down, as if I was being a crazy person. “Hey, when a woman like that walks in front of me there’s no doing anything about the fact that I’m gonna look at her,” he said. “Besides, chill out. It’s not like I’m fucking her in front of you. Shit… “
 

He turned and walked inside leaving me standing on the porch feeling like a total jerk.
 

After watching Carina slip into the lake, I took breath after deep breath to try and calm myself down.
 

Was I really being unreasonable? Maybe I was. He had only been looking at her after all.
 

The more I minced it over and over in my mind the more Derek’s words burrowed into my gut.
 

It’s not like I’m fucking her in front of you.
 

Why had he said that? Why would he say something like that?
 

Turning back towards the lake I watched Carina swim out to the little rocky outcrop a few hundred feet from shore and crawl up onto the rocks.
 

Even from that distance her good looks and shapely form were irresistible. Watching her move up and sit down made a primal thought form in my mind.
 

There was a time in the distant past when humans probably roamed the same woods we were in now. There were no cabins then. No bathing suits or cars or cell phones or beer.
 

We were probably much closer to animals than we are now.
 

And in that long gone time if Carina had been swimming she would have been naked. Derek probably wouldn’t have been wearing anything either, or me or Sam or James.
 

Nor would there have been any of the conventions we enjoyed now. If Carina had been “mine,” as I liked to think of her, it would only be as long as none of the other guys felt the urge to make her theirs. That may have led to standoff and in that case the strongest male would have won.
 

Just like with animals.
 

How an idea can make you hot and cold at the same time, I don’t know, but that one sure as hell did, for some reason.
 

A warm breeze blew in off the lake again, the sun peeking through the foliage of the canopy above the cottage as it rose in the sky.
 

Carina slipped back into the mostly still waters and began making her way back towards the shore. Only her eyes and nose were poking above the water as she paddled closer with a gentle breast stroke.
 

She seemed to be staring at me, though she could have been looking at anything at all. And though her mouth was under the water, her eyes betrayed that she was smiling.
 

A wry, mischievous smile that could have meant anything at all.
 

“Hey, dude?”
 

I turned at the sound of Derek’s voice to see him standing in the door behind me.
 

“Sorry about that. About what I said. You’re right. She’s your wife. I shouldn’t be… I shouldn’t have.”
 

The crusty curmudgeonly mood that had been calcifying inside of me softened with relief at what Derek had said. I smiled at him and gave him a friendly punch on the arm. “Forget about it. I think I got up on the wrong side of the bed. Besides,” I went on, turning just in time to see Carina rising up from the water onto the sandy beach. “She is something to look at,” I said, quietly.
 

A silence fell between us as we both watched her walk up towards the cabin.
 

I knew Derek was staring at her again, ogling her tits and her hips and her thighs as she swayed closer but I didn’t care. In fact, something about it kind of turned me on.
 

“What are you two looking at?” Carina asked, flicking her hair over her shoulder and grabbing the towel she’d thrown on the steps before her swim.
 

I opened my mouth to answer but something made me pause. Just long enough for Derek to speak.
 

“Oh, you know. A little bit of this, a little bit of that.”
 

Carina screwed her face up and shot him a funny look but there was no doubt she knew what he was talking about. She was bombshell hot in that bikini and she knew it. Now she was just playing a game.
 

I guess it was up to me to figure out exactly what that game was.
 






Chapter 6

 


By the time Carina got dried out and dressed everyone was up.
 

The four of us guys were all sipping coffee in the kitchen when she emerged from the bedroom. She’d tied her hair back in a ponytail and put on a pretty tight t-shirt and a pair of shorts that came down a third of the way down her thighs.
 

It was an outfit she’d obviously packed thinking we were going to be the only one’s here.
 

Like I said before, Carina didn’t really dress like that around other people. She was doing this for me.
 

As the other guys all turned to say hi, I couldn’t help but notice how their stares lingered as she walked across the room. Nor could I help but notice the smile that curled the sides of Carina’s mouth, a smile that was obviously genuine appreciation for the attention she was getting from them.
 

An unsettling hollowness settled in my stomach again, one that was quickly filled with a hot swell of anger.
 

This was my fucking wife these guys were looking at. Shouldn’t I be the kind of guy that tells them all to knock it off?
 

Weren’t guys supposed to puff their chests and get up into each others faces and protect what was theirs? It was a narrative reinforced in every movie, every romance, every tired cliche about what it meant to be a man.
 

But what was I going to do? Start a fistfight with Sam who was probably fifty pounds heavier than me before he started working out?
 

Or Derek who had pipes for arms twice the size of mine?
 

No. I wasn’t going to do anything like that.
 

So, instead of letting my jealousy get the better of me, I took a few quiet, deep breaths to calm down and indulged a feeling that was lurking somewhere under the surface of all the obvious ones.
 

At first it was slightly shameful, remembering how I’d been hard the previous night as they laughed, or remembering how Carina had seemed so excited by that. But after I got over that initial reaction, I started picking away at why that might be, wondering if it had to be that way.
 

Carina was an amazingly attractive woman. I was lucky to have her. That much was obvious.
 

What Derek had said was true, too. It’s not like they were fucking her in front of me. They were just appreciating her beauty in the same way I was.
 

What if…
What if I let go of all the jealousy and anger that were churning inside me and just let that be?
 

The question was as startling as it was scary. I wished I could have slipped out of the room and examined it more carefully but by that time Carina was standing in front of us, arms folded across her chest, eyeing me with intent.
 

“Not gonna offer your wife a cup of coffee?” she asked.
 

The tension that had formed in the silence of the boys watching her cross the room snapped.
 

Derek nudged me in the ribs. “Yeah man, what kind of husband are you anyways?”
 

It was just a joke but it pushed me deeper into the stream of thought that I’d been pursuing.
 

What kind of husband was I?
 

I brushed it aside for the time being, making a mental note to revisit it later and turned to fix Carina a coffee.
 

I plopped a couple of sugar cubes and a dollop of cream into a cup, then filled it with coffee, turned around and handed it to her.
 

She winked and smiled with one corner of her mouth. “Thanks, babe.”
 

Another silence fell as we all watched her take a drink.
 

Carina looked up in mid-drink, eyes moving from Sam to me to Derek, then to James, obviously acutely aware that we were all staring at her. “Okay, boys, “ she said, stepping away. “That’s probably enough staring for now, huh?”
 

The guys all burst into nervous chuckles at being called out and I joined them because, well, fuck. I barely knew what the fuck was going on anymore.
 

It seemed that with each interaction we had with her served to underling that she was the only female there.
 

One to four. Not a great ratio if you’re a male.
 

As the guys settled down in the living room to finish their coffee’s, I stayed in the kitchen to try and pick up the thread of what I’d been thinking about.
 

I couldn’t really get back to it, thought. Watching Carina smile and laugh at their jokes, put her feet up on the coffee table and be seemingly consumed by their company and attention was too distracting.
 

And the boys?
 

Fuck, the boys.
 

Those boys looked like animals. With each quip they seemed to close in on her, narrowing the space between them until there was barely any left. Like a pack hunting for prey.
 

What really shocked the hell out of me was that this time I didn’t feel jealous about it at all. I like that Carina was enjoying herself, that they were making her laugh and feel good about herself.
 

In a strange way, I kind of wanted to see just how far she would go.
 

And yet…
And yet.
 

When touched her arm, not in any sexual way, just to get her attention, the electric buzz of jealousy pulsed through me, racing down from my brain and settling in my cock.
 

Hey. That’s my woman.
 

That was what I was supposed to say, right? Then make him stop?
 

He did it again. A little higher on her arm this time.
 

She didn’t seem to mind. She acted so casual, as if it happened all the time.
 

Someone told a joke and the four of them burst out laughing.
 

I didn’t even hear what it was. My vision was tunnelling, focused on the spot he’d touched her and the way she’d smiled when he’d done it.
 

The feeling coming out of the deepest parts of my insides was like… it was like a mermaid singing to me, calling me into the water.
 

What if… 
No.
 

I shut the thought down before it could fully form.
 

Fuck that. That was crazy. That was ridiculous. I would never, could never do anything like that.
 

I shook my head to clear it and reached for my cup. Missing the mark I sent it sailing off the counter and crashing on the hardwood floor, coffee spilling across the kitchen.
 

“Fuck!”
 

Everyone turned to look as I grabbed a roll of paper towels and dropped to my knees to clean up the mess.
 

The silence that ensued wasn’t long but it was slightly humiliating knowing everyone was watching me.
 

“You alright in there, Kevin?” Derek finally asked.
 

“Fine,” I muttered, mopping up the mess with a clump of wet paper towels.
 

Once it was clean I stood up, tossed the soaked clump in the garbage and walked into the living room to join the group.
 

“So?” Derek asked.
 

“So, what?” I said, sitting down on the couch next to my wife.
 

“So what do you think?” he said, as if I should have known what he was talking about.
 

Derek arched a brow and glanced at the other guys, then Carina.
 

Carina shook her head, leaned over and pressed the back of her hand to my forehead. “Are you okay? We’ve been talking about this for like the last five minutes,” she said.
 

“Uh, yeah, fine,” I replied, still drifting between the conversation we were supposed to be having and the dark but alluring thoughts I’d been musing about. “Just space out is all.”
 

“Okay,” Carina said, giving me a funny look. “Derek was asking what you think about the plan? That the guys stay here for the week?”
 

My stomach tightened and my heart did, too.
 

Stay?
 

Here?
 

For the week?
 

This was… this was supposed to be our time. Even though I’d fucked it up, it was supposed to be our time with Carina and… fuck. There was no time for that.
 

“Uh… I guess. What… what are we going to do?”
 

Carina giggled and scrunched up her nose. “Kevin, you are spaced out. We’re going to stay here too!”
 

The tightness in my stomach grew and I felt like I couldn’t breathe very well.
 

What?
 

“What do you mean us, too?” I asked, forcing a smile.
 

The four of them exchanged strange glances.
 

“If… only if that’s okay, dude,” Derek said, a little doubtful about whether it was.
 

There were so many confusing, contradictory feelings running through me that I just couldn’t parse all at once. Everyone was watching and they needed an answer and the longer I waited, the longer I felt like a tool, or a spoil-sport for not jumping up and shouting “yes!”
 

“Guys,” I said, smirking. “Of course it’s totally alright!” I rolled my eyes to try and fake my way out of looking like I had doubts.
 

Sam was the first to whoop and smack his hand down on the table, cracking through the awkward tension that I’d built in the room. “Alright! Awesome! Fucking par-tayah!” he shouted.
 

The three boys got up and started talking about unpacking the rest of the van.
 

Carina and I stayed on the couch.
 

I felt her staring at me but I didn’t want to look over in case she saw the doubt in my eyes.
 

Turned out she figured it out anyways.
 

“Are you sure you’re okay with this?” she asked, so the other guys couldn’t hear.
 

I turned to her and smiled, patting her arm. “Yeah, sure. Why?”
 

Still smiling, Carina scrunched her nose up and furrowed her brow. “Don’t do that with me, Kevin,” she said. “I’ve known you for seven years, remember? Something’s up. Now what is it?”
 

My smile faltered. I glanced across the room to see the boys walking out the door. There really was no excuse not to answer her.
 

I knew that even if I could stall and not tell her for a little while longer, there was no way she was going to let me off the hook.
 

And someone I knew I wasn’t getting over whatever was going on my head any time soon.
 

I turned to look at her again. “Do you feel like going for a walk?”
 

Her eyes softened and her smile, too. “Yeah. I do.”
 



***

 


The cabin came with about three acres of land. The family that had owned it last had cut a trail into the forest around it.
 

We’d been terrible about maintaining it. It really did take a lot of work and someone going out there a couple of times a season to beat the brush back.
 

Nonetheless, there were still arrows pointed on some trees and enough of a trail to make walking more manageable than in the other, thicker parts of the forest.
 

We made our way away from the cabin as the sun neared noon, twigs and dead leaves crunching beneath our feet.
 

For the first five or ten minutes we walked in silence.
 

I did my best to collect my thoughts, organize them in a way that I could somehow communicate to Carina how confusing they were. It seemed like an impossible task.
 

After about half a mile into the forest, she turned around at the top of a little hill and watched me walk up. “So?” she asked. “Had time to think it through?”
 

I sighed and looked up at the sky, still not entirely sure where to start.
 

Carina reached out and took my hand in hers. “Hey,” she said quietly. “I thought you’d be happy about this? It works for everyone, right? The boys get to stay and so do we.”
 

Okay, Kevin. Just spit it out.
 

“It does. It really does. And I am happy about it. And I really appreciate you… agreeing to do it. It’s just… “
 

She waited patiently but after too much silence she smiled. “Come on,” she said quietly.
 

I let out what sounded like a big dad-sigh and closed my eyes.
 

Carina squeezed my hand.
 

“I can’t stop thinking about what you said last night.” I spat it out as quickly as I could.
 

She paused, looked at the ground, recollecting what we’d been talking about, then looked back up at me again. “You mean while we were… “
 

“Yes.”
 

“You mean about that thing? That thing that turned me on?”
 

“Yes.”
 

Actually, once it was out I felt much better, lighter, too.
 

“I thought it had something to do with that,” Carina said, her voice still quiet. Still holding my hand, she turned and we started walking father down the path, descending the small hill.
 

The canopy grew thicker overhead.
 

We walked a ways, holding hands and watching the ground beneath our feet before she spoke up. “You’re feeling kind of jealous, aren’t you?” she asked.
 

It was disarming and alarming at the same time.
 

While we had a good relationship, Carina and I, we’d never had to have any kind of conversation like this. We each had friends outside of our marriage but they were absolutely platonic and I don’t think Carina ever hung out with any other guys when I wasn’t around.
 

Certainly the issue of jealousy had never come up between us.
 

But now that it had, now that she’d broached it, poked the sleeping monster, there was something electric about it.
 

As stupid as it might sound, mentioning it seemed to open more doors than it closed.
 

Jealousy is new. Jealousy is fresh. No one gets jealous about an old worn out pair of sneakers, they get jealous about someone else wearing the shoes they just bought.
 

Her question played over and over again in my mind as I savored the sizzle it sent rippling down my spine.
 

“Kev?” Carina stopped again and turned me to look at her. “Am I right?”
 

It’s hard to describe the sensation I felt in that moment. Maybe like space opening up between us but not in a bad way. It was like we’d found a way to broach a subject that might have pushed has apart in a way that kept us close.
 

“Yeah,” I admitted. “You are.”
 

Carina didn’t react at all the way you’d expect someone when they find out they’re the object of another’s jealousy.
 

She kept her composure and not only that, the possibility of what it meant to be on the receiving end of my emotion seemed to intrigue her. Excite her, even.
 

“You know it’s funny,” she said, turning, letting go of my hand, and starting to walk again. “I’ve never heard you admit that?”
 

“What? That I’m jealous?”
 

“Yeah.”
 

I thought about it for a while before answering. “I don’t know if I ever have been.”
 

Carina chuckled happily. “I’m not sure whether to take that as a compliment or an insult.”
 

I smiled. Her feigning offence felt familiar and I liked that. “I don’t think it’s anything. I just think… I’ve never had the chance.”
 

“How do you mean?” she asked, a note of excitement in her voice.
 

“Well… “ I began, then sighed. “I think, as great as we are, we just kind of settled into this, didn’t we? We have an awesome marriage, don’t get me wrong, but there hasn’t exactly been a lot of danger to it. Right?”
 

Still staring at the ground as she walked, Carina bit her lip, smiled and nodded slightly. “Yeah. I think that’s totally right.”
 

She sounded so sure. Like it was exactly what she’d wanted to hear from me, or maybe say herself.
 

It was a little disconcerting. You know that feeling you get when someone’s leading you into a conversation they want to have? That’s what it felt like.
 

“Do you think it’s bad?” I asked, the butterflies fluttering in my stomach at what her response might be.
 

Carina stopped and turned to look at me again. “I think…” she said, then paused. Her eyes wandered up towards the leaves in the trees. “I think…”
 

What?
 

The tension was starting to hurt. She obviously thought something, she had some opinion about it, she was just searching for the right words.
 

To what? Not hurt me?
 

“I think it was kind of nice hanging out with the guys last night.”
 

My stomach lurched.
 

O-kay.
 

“That’s kind of a weird thing to say,” I muttered, suddenly somewhat disenchanted with the way the conversation had gone. I thought this was supposed to be about us.
 

“Is it?” Carina asked.
 

I looked up into her eyes.
 

“Kevin, I don’t want you to take this the wrong way but…”
Oh. Wonderful. Perfect way to throw something out there.
 

My heart skipped a beat and it was a struggle getting some air into my lungs.
 

My expression must have changed because she stopped talking and cocked her head to one side. “Kevin,” she said softly, “can you just hear me out?”
 

Her sincerity was completely disarming. By the way she’d said it it almost seemed like this was something she’d been thinking about a long time. Something she needed to get off her chest.
 

“Yeah,” I replied. “Totally. Sure.”
 

Carina took a breath before going on. “I love you. I love the life we’ve built together. I love that I’m here with you and I don’t want you to doubt that.”
 

My guts scrunched up.
 

Carina paused and looked to one side, searching for words.
 

“Do you ever fantasize about being with other women?”
 

You know how people say that in really scary moments in life time seems to slow down? The opposite happened here. Everything got fast.
 

The forest, which had so far seemed serene, suddenly became really loud. All my senses heightened. I could hear every twig snapping, every bird chirping, every squirrel running through the underbrush.
 

My vision sharpened and the light around us seemed brighter as my heart thumped in my chest.
 

“I’m not… I want you to be honest. Do you?”
 

“Well… I mean, sometimes if I’m…”
“If you’re what?” she whispered.
 

“If I’m, like, watching porn or something,” I muttered, ashamed to make the admission but excited for making it.
 

“Right. Right!” Carina’s eyes widened with… what was it? Delight?
 

I almost helped her out. I almost opened my mouth and asked the question that I knew she wanted me to ask. The logical question. The question that followed in a conversation like the one we were having.
 

Do you fantasize about other guys?
 

But I didn’t. I stopped myself. I wanted all of this to come from her.
 

She waited for it for just a few seconds before going on.
 

“Kevin, when we were sitting there last night and you were… I could tell you were turned on, I was too. When the guys were joking around and talking about walking in on us and then when we were having sex later, what do you think that was about?”
 

Oh my shit.
 

I felt like I was speed-balling down a chute into a place I wasn’t sure I wanted to go. But now that it had started, now that I’d experienced what a shot of this chemical cocktail felt like humming inside me, I didn’t know if I’d be able to stop.
 

Whatever it was that was happening inside me made my inhibitions peel away, the way drugs sometimes do. Right then it was just me and her and the forest and nothing else and I wanted, I desperately wanted her to know how I felt.
 

“Okay this might sound crazy,” I began, then had to pause to swallow the gob of saliva that had built up in my mouth from excitement.
 

Carina’s posture stiffened and her chest swelled as she took a breath.
 

“This might sound crazy but I… the way you were acting last night and then today, going for a swim then talking with the guys, I couldn’t help but… it felt… it feels… “
Fuck. No matter how hard I tried I couldn’t bring myself to spit it up.
 

“Right?” Carina said, breathless. “It’s kind of exciting. Right?”
 

I bit the inside of my cheek. Her excitement was palpable, I could almost taste it in the back of my throat, or maybe that was my own bile from being so nervous.
 

But in that moment there was really no other choice for me to make. In fact, it wasn’t really a choice at all.
 

It was the feeling of being on a high ledge or a bridge and thinking about jumping even though you’re not suicidal or anything. I forget what they call that now but it’s a thing.
 

That’s what I felt.
 

Except I wouldn’t have jumped off a bridge.
 

This was different. I had to take the plunge.
 

Had to.
 

“Right,” I whispered, staring into her eyes.
 

Carina put her hands on either side of my head and drew in close, her mouth hungry for a kiss.
 

I resisted for a moment, as if kissing her back was going to seal some promise I hadn’t really made. I did it anyways.
 

Our tongues met inside my mouth, hot and wet and thrusting back and forth.
 

The smell of her soaked pussy pressed up between our bodies as we fell onto the forest floor.
 

Carina’s hand fell off my face. She grabbed my arm and pressed it up between her legs.
 

Touching her soaked panties hardened my cock completely.
 

Her body shuddered as she rolled onto her back.
 

“Fuck me Kevin,” she breathed. “Fuck me right here.”
 






Chapter 7

 


Scrambling in between her legs I fumbled with the button on my shorts. When I got it open I yanked down my zipper and shoved my shorts and underwear down my thighs, not bothering to kick them off.
 

The forest seemed to hum around us.
 

The line of thought I’d dropped before returned. This must have been what it was like so long ago, back when fire was the highest technology we’d achieved.
 

People dropping to the forest floor and fucking the way animals did. When they felt the urge and not when it was convenient or appropriate.
 

As she hiked her skirt up Carina eyed me with a primal, hungry stare.
 

My eyes raked down her body, drinking in the curves before my gaze settled on the tight line of flesh between her legs.
 

My whole being seemed to come sucking up through me and for a moment there was nothing else in the world but the sight of those pretty pink petals, slick and waiting to be defiled.
 

Carina’s legs split open as she pulled me close, begging me to be inside.
 

“Come on baby,” she whispered, pleading me to fuck her.
 

Holding my cock with one hand I held myself above her with the other and watched as the head throbbing, red head of my muscle kissed her soft lips.
 

She reached down and peeled them open, letting a trickle of her juice run down her flesh.
 

With my body shaking in anticipation I couldn’t wait any longer. I dropped my weight down on her, plunging my cock into her cunt.
 

As her pussy sucked me in the hot wetness of it seared up my spine, bathing my brain in a warm cocktail of dopamine.
 

I groaned, the sound resonating through the forest but I didn’t care.
 

Carina didn’t either. She was completely beside herself and seemingly not in control at all. Craning her neck to watch me disappearing into her body, she started to buck her hips, eager for our rut.
 

There was nothing gentle about the fuck. My hips moved on their own as I drove my hard shaft into her sweaty puss over and over again.
 

I felt it start clamping down on my cock right away.
 

Out of the corner of my eye I saw her foot dangling in the air. Her sandal must have fallen off giving me the perfect view of her toes wriggling, and the arch of her foot flexing as she fought beneath me to find pleasure.
 

Her fingers clawed at my ass as her hips came up to meet mine. Her lips curled into an agonized snarl.
 

The heat built inside my core, at the very center of where my cock met my balls. My whole body turned into one giant pump, its only purpose to deliver the hot load frothing inside me into the deepest part of her.
 

I squeezed my eyes shut, trying not to come yet, trying to stretch this perfect, animal moment out.
 

“No!” she breathed.
 

My eyes snapped open at her words.
 

“Keep going. Fuck it into me. I want to feel you fill me with that hot cum. Say it!” she hissed.
 

Holy fuck I’d never seen or felt her this super-heated before.
 

Every muscle of her tight pussy seemed to be working, squeezing, pressing, goading my veiny shift to rupture inside her.
 

The hot, swirling ball of cum moved from my nuts into the center of my shaft as my body armed my hard flesh with its potent load.
 

I hardened inside her, making her eyes widen.
 

“Yes. Fuck, yes!” she screamed, digging her nails into my ass.
 

Pumping deep into her I let myself be swept up in the signal that travelled down my spine and burst between my legs.
 

My cocked, then flexed, launching the first blast of my sticky ejaculate into her and spraying it along her soft walls.
 

As my cock swelled inside her, Carina’s eyes went wide, then squeezed shut. She stifled another massive shout that came out as a high-pitched whimper as her pussy sucked my cock in deep.
 

With her hands still on my ass she yanked me close, her body giving my seed the best chance it could, driving me up into her cunt.
 

Pulse after pulse of bubbling cum burst from the head of my cock and slathered her insides, swimming deeper into her, driven by the acidic signal of her insides.
 

That peak seemed to last forever as we fucked and ground against each other, kissing and biting and closing the last inches of space between us.
 

At the peak of it all thoughts seemed to drain out of my mind except one.
 

Carina sitting naked on the floor, a hand over her swollen belly. A belly swollen because of my hot seed.
 

As we both came down off the peak of the climax the pleasure slithered down and out of me. I took a big gulp of air and rolled off of her, unable to resist a glance at her messy crotch.
 

The perfect line of her pussy was dishevelled, swollen, bubbling and frothing with what my cock had retched into her.
 

A filthy thought grabbed me out of nowhere, compelling me to act. I pressed my fingers against her pussy, then shoved them inside, fishing for more of my nut.
 

“No, don’t!” Carina whispered, pulling my hand out. She burst into giggles as she closed her legs. “We’re trying to keep it in there, remember?”
 

Suddenly aware of myself and the fact that I was human and modern and acting like a neanderthal, I felt a swell of embarrassment heat my cheeks.
 

But Carina leaned in and kissed me on the mouth, then held her legs up in the air for a while.
 

“What are you doing?”
 

“He told me to do this, remember? The doctor,” she explained, cheeks rosy, her mouth a pleasant smile.
 

“Oh,” I answered. “Right.”
 

We lay on the ground for a while longer, then, worried someone might come by, both laughed at the youthful sex we’d just had and scrambled up.
 

The rest of the walk was spent in comfortable silence, each of us lost in our thoughts.
 

Somehow, mine seemed more tumultuous than hers. Right before we emerged into the clearing where the cottage was, I stopped her, turned her to face me and took her by the hands.
 

“Okay,” I said, whatever jealousy or nervousness I’d felt soothed by our fuck. “What does all this mean?”
 

Carina shook her head and laughed and looked up at the sky. Then she leaned in and hugged me tightly, wrapping her arms around my waist.
 

I hugged her back. We stayed like that for a while, enjoying the warmth of each others bodies.
 

“It doesn’t have to mean anything,” Carina said, letting go and looking at me again. “I guess it was just something I wanted to get off my chest.”
 

I felt a certain disappointment at what seemed like a sudden about face. Even though we hadn’t talked for very long in the woods, in some way I felt like I’d invested a lot into this whole thing already.
 

I felt like I’d already committed something, already resolved to follow through, though I didn’t know yet to what extent. It almost felt like a waste to let all of that go.
 

“I know it doesn’t have to mean anything,” I said, working hard to mask any irritation that might have crept into my tone. “But do you want it to?”
 

It was less of a question than it was a conversational sleight of hand, really. Because in my mind it wasn’t so much about whether Carina wanted it to mean something.
 

It was about whether I did.
 

She sighed. She thought for a while longer. She looked into my eyes. Then she shook her head. “Things would probably just get weird.”
 

This sent the most potent anxiety yet rushing through me. The fact that she would even say that meant… oh God. It meant she might have already had a plan.
 

How could the idea that my wife might have had a plan to cheat on me, or at least explore the idea of accepting other men’s attention be exciting?
 

Fucked if I know.
 

But it turned me into a panting, pulsing mess of nerves and lust. My voice actually shook as I tried to speak. I think my hands were shaking, too. “W-what do you mean it would just get weird?” I asked, trying to cover my nervous excitement with a shaky laugh.
 

For a moment Carina’s eyebrows arched in sympathy. “Oh my gosh, Kevin you’re really nervous about this aren’t you?” She giggled, or laughed or something like that, I wasn’t sure which.
 

I was to busy trying not to piss my pants. “I’m just a little… yeah. I’m pretty nervous,” I admitted. What spurred the sudden need for honesty I don’t know.
 

In the same way it had right before I’d admitted my excitement at seeing her flirt with the guys, her back got straighter and she breathed in, swelling her chest. The smile that flirted with the corners of her mouth another piece of damning evidence.
 

Carina was getting turned on again.
 

Holy shit that turned me on. The more I felt control slipping from my fingers, the more I divulged about how I felt, the more the potential for Carina to hurt me grew.
 

You don’t just do that with someone you don’t trust.
 

“What if… “ she began quietly, then bit her lower lip. “What if I told you I was going to do it anyways?”
 

More anxiety flashed through me, leaving most of me cold except my palms. They were a burning, sweaty mess. “Do what?” I managed, though my throat was so tight it was miracle I got anything out.
 

Carina shrugged playfully. “I don’t know. What if that were up to me? Maybe I like the way Derek looks at me? What if you didn’t say anything next time he looked at me, or touched my arm?”
 

My eyes grew wide and my nostrils flared as I breathed in hard.
 

Carina’s breathing quickened with excitement as she watched my reaction. “What if the next time he touched me I touched him back?”
 

Holy fuck again. Twice as hard.
 

She had been thinking about it. She’d been having the same twisted, crazy thoughts that I had. Except not about me, about her fucking self for fuck’s sake! She’d been thinking of cheating on me with another fucking guy!
 

As I stared at her and tried to control my breathing while coming up with something to say, Carina cracked a smile.
 

“You’re turned on by this, aren’t you? You’ve been turned on this whole time. Have you been thinking about this since last night?” Her voice was eager, hungry for an answer.
 

What compelled me, I don’t know. I nodded and looked at the ground.
 

Carina stepped forward to hug me again. “Kevin,” she said, looking up at me. “It’s okay. I love you. It’s okay.” She wrapped her arms around me and held me tight, then pulled away again. “Do you want to try this?” she whispered. “We’ll pretend… we’ll say what happens at the cabin stays at the cabin. What do you think?”
 

I didn’t know what to think. I could barely piece a thought together I was so wound up. Somehow I managed to cobble together the words to share my biggest worry. “What if it gets out of hand? What if things go too far?”
 

Carina’s eyes darted back and forth, the wheels in her mind turning to find an answer. “We need a, what are those called? Safe word. That’s it. We need a safe word.”
 

Safe word?
 

We were going to be those people now?
 

“It’s got to be something… strange. Something we wouldn’t normally say. Something that would never slip out. Something crazy like… “
 

“Orangutan?” I offered.
 

Carina burst out laughing and covered her mouth. “I’m sorry!” she blurted. “I didn’t mean to laugh. But that’s silly. Everyone would laugh.”
 

Everyone? Everyone like who? What would we be doing when I said that word that would make everyone laugh?
 

“No, it’s got to be… “ Her eyes drifted off of me again and her gaze stretched back into the woods.
 

Somewhere overhead a bird cooed softly.
 

Carina’s eyes lit up. “Nightingale,” she whispered. “That’s it. Nightingale. What do you think?” she asked, her eyes searching mine.
 

“Nightingale,” I echoed. Saying it sent another rush of nerves and lust down my spine. “Okay. Fine. Nightingale.”
 

Carina’s smile widened. She squeezed my hands. “Okay. Nightingale.” She spun around and started skipping down the path towards the clearing and the cabin.
 

“Wait!”
 

She spun around smiling, her whole body energized.
 

“What are you going to do?” I said, the words leaving me in a single breath.
 

Carina raised one eye and shrugged. “I don’t know. Should we go find out?” She stretched out her hand.
 

I stumbled forward. Before I could reach her she’d spun around and began running towards the cottage.
 

My knees felt weak. I couldn’t get enough air into my lungs. My heart was slamming against my chest.
 

I’d never felt more alive.
 






Chapter 8

 


When I made it to the cottage Carina had disappeared inside.
 

The guys were all in the lake. Sam was pumping freestyle between the beach and the outcrop of rock.
 

Derek and James were sitting chest deep in the water, beers in hand.
 

I had managed to steady myself but the world still felt a little crooked, like everything was at an angle. I knew I needed space and time to myself to try and sort all of this out. I ran up the steps and into the cabin and sank down onto the couch.
 

The bedroom door opened behind me and Carina stepped out. She was wearing the same bathing suit as before and carrying a fresh towel.
 

She skipped past me and then, right before the door, turned around and skipped back. 
 

As she leaned over my eyes were naturally drawn to the line between her breasts.
 

Carina noticed, smiled, and kissed me again, putting her hand under my chin. “Yeah? You like that? You can have all you want tonight.” Then she leaned in closer still. “I can still feel your cum inside me, you know?”
 

My cum inside her.
 

The thought made all the tension I’d let go of, come back. “Carina,” I said, looking up into her eyes. “What if… I mean… “
 

How do you tell your wife you’re worried about another man filling her up? I decided to just blurt it out.
 

“You’re not on anything, remember? What if something happens. What if someone… “
 

Carina looked puzzled for a moment before the realization of what I was saying worked its way into her mind. She tilted her head and opened her mouth. “Kevin. I’m not going to do anything like that!” She burst into giggles before running out the door.
 

I heard her hoot as she ran down towards the lake. “Par-tay! Whoop-whoop!”
 

I guess I was relieved? Maybe? What was “anything like that” supposed to mean anyways? Did she know I’d been thinking about her actually fucking one of those guys?
 

The thought sent a bolt of ice into my stomach. After a few deep breaths I managed to calm myself. I started to talk myself down.
 

First things first.
 

We had a safe word. Nightingale. No matter what happened I could always just say it and all of this would stop. After thinking on that for a while I felt a hell of a lot better.
 

Second things second.
 

What did I think Carina was going to do? Just because she got a little turned on by some attention from a bunch of my friends didn’t mean she was automatically going to turn into a slut.
 

My whole body relaxed. I nearly laughed. Of course she wasn’t going to turn into a slut and start fucking them all! What the fuck was I thinking!
 

This was Carina I was talking about.
 

Carina, my pretty, slightly uptight wife.
 

Feeling like I could deal with whatever adventure was going to come up I took a deep breath, hauled myself up off the couch and went into the bedroom to get changed.
 

By the time I emerged and grabbed a towel and a beer, I was feeling a little silly for ever being worried by any of what had happened at all. I walked out onto the porch and started down towards the dock.
 

My cock jumped and my heart flopped as I laid eyes on Carina in the water.
 

Derek and James had grabbed a couple of floating mattresses and were about halfway to the outcrop, paddling lightly, beers in hand.
 

Sam had finished his laps and returned to where Carina was submerged chest-deep in the water. His broad and powerful shoulders, toned from his recent swim, seemed even larger as he loomed over her, smiling and joking around.
 

Carina was staring up at him behaving like a schoolgirl who’d finally got a chance to talk to the boy she’d been crushing on. She was all smiles and giggles and every once in a while she’d tilt her head and touch her neck and roll her eyes.
 

Pushing past the wall of anxiety that had me all tied up in knots, I forced myself to walk down to the water as casually as I could.
 

I shot Sam a quick smile.
 

He glanced at me and nodded, then said something to Carina that I couldn’t hear.
 

She turned her head to look at me, too, and just as she did, Sam slipped beneath the surface. A split second later Carina’s eyes popped open wide and her body started lifting out of the water. A moment after that she was screaming and laughing and sailing through the air.
 

She fell back into the water with a splash, was under for a second or two, then came up laughing and rubbing her eyes.
 

Sam cocked one eye and tilted his head as if to say, “Hey, check out what I just did to your wife!”
 

He wasn’t too bright, that guy.
 

Nevertheless, he was a big dude who had just swam between my wife’s legs, put her on his shoulders and launched her across the lake.
 

My mind began swarming with images of what he might do to her if they were somewhere else. In bed, for instance.
 

The vision of Sam spreading Carina’s legs with his tree trunk thighs sent a fierce shiver down my back.
 

The sound of Carina’s laugh made me look over at the two of them again.
 

She was back beside him again, laughing and teasing him, almost daring him to do it again, it seemed.
 

But instead of diving down under the water, Sam leaned forward and put his two massive paws on the water. With one giant sweep he sent a wall of water and foam surging right at Carina’s face.
 

Rubbing her eyes after the splash she burst into hysterical fits of laughter again. The two of them looked like they were college kids on spring break.
 

So of course I started to wonder, who the hell, then, was I?
 





We passed the day splashing around in the water, cooking a fish James had caught for lunch, then figuring out whether we wanted burgers or steaks for dinner all the while drinking far too much beer and a shot here and there for good measure.
 

By the time dinner rolled around we were all pretty good and wasted.
 

I was probably the most sober of the lot so was appointed head barbecuist. I started to build a fire as the others worked on getting the food ready to cook and plates to eat it on.
 

We couldn’t have asked for a better evening. The afternoon sun was low in the sky making the shadows long over the still lake. The sounds of the forest at night were just starting as the fire crackled to life.
 

The door to the cottage opened as I was staring into the flames and Derek stepped out onto the porch. He’d changed into a tight running shirt, one which outlined his dark, muscular frame.
 

I’d been good at not getting myself too worked up about what might happen between Carina and the guys for the whole day, but seeing Derek, my mind instantly started churning out possibilities.
 

He smiled when he saw me across the fire, walked down the steps and came up beside where I was standing. “What are you doing out here?” he asked. His mouth was a little lazy and the words came out in a slight slur.
 

“What does it look like?” I asked, pointing to the flames.
 

Derek smirked.
 

We stood there staring into the flames for a while. There was something very mesmerizing about a fire at dusk.
 

“You know they say that staring into fires made human brains grow?” I asked. “I read that somewhere, I forget where, though. It was something to do with… “
 

“Kev?” Derek asked as he put a hand on my shoulder.
 

Something about his tone made me tense up. I looked over to see him watching me, his mouth a straight line, eyes serious.
 

“What’s up?” I asked, smiling to try and lighten things up.
 

Derek looked away for a moment, like he couldn’t bring himself to say whatever it was he needed to say. “Bud, you gotta know something, man.”
 

My throat clenched even tighter and my stomach did a flop from how serious he was being. A sensation I was starting to get used to. “Dude, what?” I asked, unable to maintain my cheerful charade.
 

Derek opened his mouth to speak, looking almost pained by what he was about to say.
 

I looked over to the door of the cottage and somehow I knew even before he said anything. I knew something was going down.
 

“Um, Carina and… “
“Carina and?” I whispered. “Carina what?”
 

Derek studied me in the orange light. “Do you guys have some sort of arrangement or something?” he asked.
 

“Arrangement?”
 

Derek shook his head. “Kevin your wife is in there making out with Sam.”
 

Nothing I’d ever heard before and nothing I’ve heard since was as potent as that sentence. A shot of adrenaline blasted down my spine, then back up and seemed to explode at the base of my brain.
 

Carina was in the cottage making out with Sam.
 

I barely remember pushing Derek out of the way or staggering up the stairs, dumbfounded by what he’d said and what I was going to find when I opened the door.
 

My heart was pounding inside my chest, my palms sweaty as I opened the door and swung it open.
 

It was dark inside with only a single light on in the kitchen.
 

And there she was.
 

There was Carina, my beautiful wife, standing as close to another man as I’d ever seen her. Her head was tilted up, her hair falling across her shoulders and revealing the clean line of her soft neck.
 

Sam was towering over her. He was so tall he had to bend over a little to kiss her.
 

Their lips were pressed together and I could tell from how the muscles in their cheeks moved that they were playing with each others tongues.
 

The bottom dropped out of my stomach and it felt like the floor dropped out of the cottage beneath me. My mouth was hanging open and I had to reach out and touch the door frame to keep myself from falling over.
 

But through it all, through the roaring swells of confusion that were passing through me, I felt the undeniable and unrelenting column of lust at my center hardening my cock.
 

I don’t know how long I stood there watching them kiss. It might have been a minute. It might have been an hour. I was so completely absorbed in the sight of Carina being that intimate with another man that the whole world seemed to fade away.
 

When Sam finally pulled away from her they both opened their eyes and looked at each other the way young lovers might.
 

A wave of jealousy crashed over me and then Carina turned and we locked eyes. The corners of her mouth turned up slowly into a smile. The smile lit up her face and her eyes as she walked slowly towards me.
 

Sam stayed where he was, seeming frozen in place.
 

James was leaning against the counter sipping a beer and flipping through his phone.
 

I could feel Derek standing on the porch behind me but they all seemed to still as Carina came close, like they were freezing into a tableau.
 

She picked up my hand. Her palm was warm and soft and dry and made me embarrassed at my own clammy hand. “Did you like it?” she whispered.
 

“Like it?” I echoed.
 

“Did you like watching me kiss Sam?” Her eyes danced side to side from one of mine to the other, probing for the truth.
 

“I… I… “
Her smile grew. “You did, didn’t you? It’s okay if you can’t say it. I don’t mind.”
 

I felt any control I might have had slipping away. Was Carina slipping away, too? Should I reach out to her and tell her to just leave it at that and stop and that our marriage was fine the way it was? “Did you like it?” I managed to say.
 

Carina bit her lip and nodded a gentle but eager nod.
 

Her response hardened me with excitement. This was my wife I was talking to and she was telling me how much she liked kissing another man. “Do you want to do it again.”
 

Carina snickered and let go of my hand. “Oh I’m going to do it again,” she said with a quiet laugh. “You want to keep watching?”
 

The way she said, like I had no choice in the matter was even more disturbingly hot. She was sweet for having come over to reassure me but she was going back to Sam to do what she wanted with him.
 

Nightingale.
 

The word echoed inside my mind. All I had to do was whisper it and all of this would go away. Or I could keep quiet and see just how far Carina was willing to go.
 

I could imagine that a kiss with another man, especially someone as handsome as Sam, would be exciting for her. But would she really take it that much farther? She’d said herself that she wasn’t going to do anything risky when I’d mentioned her birth control, or lack of it.
 

This would probably be just some making out, maybe dance floor groping. I could watch and remember and have ammunition for jerking off for years from this. What harm was there in that?
 

So, as Carina joined Sam in the kitchen again, I fumbled through the darkness and flopped down onto the couch to watch. I nearly had a heart attack when Sam, without asking, grabbed Carina and pulled her close, then shoved his hand up her shirt to squeeze her breast.
 

Carina gasped and her back arched, pushing out her chest even further as Sam’s lips locked around hers again.
 






Chapter 9

 


Carina seemed so matter-of-fact about this violation of her space that had so far been only allowed to me.
 

I don’t know what I expected. I guess I had thought that she’d be more shy about it or maybe apprehensive. Instead she was pressing her body against Sam like she wanted even more from him, like she wanted him to go further.
 

Sam kissed her for a while, more forcefully this time.
 

I could see his cock was already hard in the shorts he was wearing and that was as terrifying as it was arousing. The thought of Carina standing next to a man who was that hard for her was an idea I wasn’t sure what to do with. So I just let it soak into my mind.
 

My own cock was rock hard and I couldn’t stop staring at the two of them as they kissed. I didn’t even notice when Derek came up next to the couch.
 

“I guess this means you do have some kind of arrangement, huh?” he asked with a quiet snicker.
 

I didn’t turn to him because I couldn’t tear my eyes off of Carina and Sam, just nodded and shuffled over so he could have room on the couch.
 

Behind Carina and Sam, James had pocketed his phone and was now staring over at me and Derek. He arched an eyebrow.
 

Derek lifted his hand out of his lap, stuck his finger out and this thumb up like it was a gun and shot at James with a quiet pow!
 

One corner of James’ mouth twisted up in a wicked smile.
 

“What was that?” I said, finally turning away from watching Sam feel Carina up. “Why’d you do that?”
 

Derek furrowed his brow and held out his hands. “Dude, come on!” he said, as if I were being the world’s dumbest man at that moment. “A situation like this, you and your fine looking wife here and you think, what, we’re not going to make a couple of jokes about it?”
 

“Jokes?” I whispered, turning back to watch the kissing couple again. “Jokes about what?”
 

“Come on, Kev. This has porno written all over it, right? Tell me you wouldn’t do the same thing if it were someone else’s girl here instead of yours. I just didn’t know that you guys… swung like this, man! Holy shit! You think you know a guy… “
 

Derek trailed off as he settled back beside me to watch the show.
 

My ears were ringing and I could feel the blood moving through my veins. Porno? Situation like this? Derek was saying that they’d talked about fucking my wife even before any of this came up between Carina and I.
 

A terrifying thought filled my mind. “Did you… did you ever joke around with Carina?” I said, unable to keep myself from sounding desperate for the answer.
 

“What?” Derek asked. “No. Why the hell would we do that?”
 

I exhaled a huge sigh of relief. I don’t know why the idea that Carina had somehow colluded with them to lure me into this situation had flashed through my mind but it had. It was a little paranoid, I know, it was just that if that had been the case it would have changed the whole dynamic of this thing.
 

Carina gasping made me look up and another rush of terror and heat seared through me.
 

Sam was obviously getting pretty worked up. He’d lifted her shirt over her head and his hands were behind her back working on her bra as he kissed her neck and chest.
 

“Well shit,” Derek said next to me.
 

I turned to see him smiling, one hand wrapped around what was obviously a sizable cock in his shorts. “Dude, it looks like Sam’s about to get down with your wife,” he said, turning his head and grinning at me.
 

I don’t know why I smiled back. The situation was a lot of things but the last of them was funny. Involuntary reflex, I guess. I was actually terrified at what he’d said.
 

I was pretty sure there was no way Carina would go that far. Of course what she was doing was already incredibly out of character but that would just be too much. Wouldn’t it? She’d never actually go so far as to let another man inside her.
 

The tremor of fear that moved through me from just thinking that made my whole body shudder.
 

Another man inside her.
 

The thought of Sam’s thick cock sliding into her pussy flashed through my mind.
 

Holy fuck.
 

What a rush! What a totally mind-blowing rush of lust and fear all wrapped up in a tight little pill. 
 

I dipped my mind back into the thought to feel it again. At that moment Sam undid the clasp of Carina’s bra and her beautiful, round tits fell out.
 

Carina who could be shy even around just me, seemed to not mind at all. It was almost the opposite. As Sam leaned down to worship her stiff nipples with his mouth, cupping her tit with a hand, Carina seemed… almost proud of what was going on.
 

She was also completely lost in a world with Sam. As he closed his lips over her stiff, pink bud and sucked it into his mouth, she ran her fingers through his hair and pulled him closer to her chest.
 

As he sucked and kneaded her gently with his hand she closed her eyes and tilted her head back, then let out a low moan.
 

I’d never heard her make that sound.
 

Sam let her nipple fall out of his mouth with a wet slop before switching his attention to her other tit. He grabbed the dripping bud with a finger and thumb and gave it a twist as he took the other one into his mouth.
 

Carina yelped but didn’t push him away.
 

A shudder raced down my back. She was rarely so forgiving if I got a little rough like that. Her accommodation of Sam’s desire was as unsettling as it was arousing.
 

I glanced over to see that Derek had started to stroke his cock beside me. He didn’t seem shy or weirded out by it at all.
 

I was aching so hard that it was a relief to see him doing that. I reached into my shorts and wrapped a damp fist around my cock.
 

When I turned back another hot burst of jealous lust raced through me.
 

Sam had hoisted Carina up onto the table and stepped in between her legs.
 

Not only did Carina not seem to mind, she put her feet up on the two chairs on either side of her, spreading her thighs for him so he could step in close.
 

Sam cracked a smile and turned to look at me and Derek. “Look at that,” he said, grinning. “Hot to trot.”
 

The guys all laughed at the wisecrack and Carina shook her head and rolled her eyes. Her cheeks turned red in a blush. It defused a lot of the tension that had built up in the room and normalized what was going on.
 

Even I started to fell more comfortable about it, which was crazy given what it looked like he was going to do.
 

Sam ran a finger down the inside of Carina’s bare thigh until it disappeared beneath the pleated white skirt she was wearing.
 

I saw the moment he touched her pussy with it because Carina’s back arched and her jaw dropped.
 

“Yeah?” Sam asked. “You like that? When’s the last time anyone but Kevin touched that pussy?”
 

Hearing my name seemed to snap Carina out of her trance and she let out a startled gasp and turned to look at me.
 

It was embarrassing being caught sitting on the couch with my hand down my pants stroking one out to my wife getting groped but it seemed to reassure her that everything was alright.
 

Derek turned and gave me a funny look. “Dude… is this your first time?” he asked.
 

I nodded because what else was I going to do but admit that it was?
 

Derek smiled. “Alright, man. Alright. Hey Sam,” he said, turning back towards the kitchen. “Go easy, bud. They haven’t tried anything like this after all.”
 

“No shit?” Sam said, turning and giving Carina an even more interested look.
 

She let out a shy giggle, covering her mouth with her hand.
 

Something had inspired Sam, though and he did something under her skirt with his hand.
 

Carina sat bolt upright and her hand shot out to steady herself against Sam’s hard chest.
 

“Yeah?” Sam growled. “You like that?”
 

My guts choked up again as the slick sounds of Carina’s pussy lips splitting drifted across the room. I realize Sam had just shoved his fingers into her cunt.
 

Carina put her other hand up on Sam’s shoulders and scooted towards the edge of the table. She spread her legs even wider and then, as if lost in the feeling of him inside her, started riding his hand, rubbing her pussy against it to try and make herself come.
 

I had to start stroking myself. The achy itchy tickle that had been growing in between my legs wouldn’t be ignored any longer. I didn’t want to blow my load before I got my hands back on Carina but I had to do something.
 

“Oh fuck, yeah! You like that. You like a nice finger fuck,” Sam said thrusting his hand in and out of Carina in time with her rub.
 

A silence settled inside the cabin interrupted only by the occasional sounds of wetness coming from between Carina’s legs or a soft whimper as she got close.
 

When she did get close she seemed to rise up off the table and settle completely on Sam’s hand. Her mouth fell open and she stared down at his powerful arm disappearing under her skirt.
 

I’d never seen anything like it. I’d never felt anything like it. I felt like I was flying but not under my own control, as if someone had thrown me through the air and I had no idea where I was going to land or how to make it stop.
 

Not that I wanted it to stop. It felt so hot watching that.
 

Carina came with a shout, shaking from the orgasm she’d rubbed herself up to. As she rose up over Sam’s arm a trickle of her wetness dribbled from between her legs, spraying down onto the floor.
 

Sam obliged her with his fingers until she flopped back down onto the table, then pulled his hand out from between her legs.
 

Carina, suddenly aware of herself, put her hand up over her mouth and started giggling. “Oh my God, I can’t believe I just did that!” she squeaked.
 

The guys all started to laugh and I joined in so that I didn’t look like a bad sport. I didn’t even notice that Sam had taken his shorts off.
 

“That was nothing,” Sam said.
 

Carina turned to look at him, his half-stiff cock catching her eye and making her look down.
 

“What you’re really not gonna believe is this,” Sam said, grabbing his thick meat and shaking it at her.
 

And holy fuck he was thick.
 

His cock was probably eight or nine inches long and crawling with veins. He was cut and the head of it formed a perfect purple helmet.
 

Carina was mesmerized. She sat still and stared at it wide-eyed.
 

“I guess that’s bigger than you’re used to seeing?” Sam asked with a chuckle.
 

James chuckled and shot me a glance and Derek chortled next to me, too.
 

I didn’t want to be downer so I laughed along with them, even though it did sting a bit. I’m not obsessed with the size of my cock, I’ve done alright and besides, there’s nothing you can do about that.
 

But it’s precisely because of that, because of the fact that I couldn’t change it if I tried that made the little joke cut under my skin. Especially since Carina just seemed so… I don’t know, taken by what she was staring at, I guess.
 

“It’s alright,” Sam said, taking her by the hand. “You can touch it. It’s not gonna bite.” He guided her soft palm towards the rising rod of flesh and wrapped her fingers around it.
 

Carina’s body bristled with excitement as soon as her hand closed around his cock. Her eyes darted up to his, then back down to continue staring at it. She started stroking it gently, her soft palm cupping it, the tips of her fingers running along the top.
 

Sam stood and watched her rubbing him. He reached up after a while and pinched her tit again. This time he twisted it before letting it go.
 

Carina yelped and jumped on the table. “Hey!” she snapped.
 

Sam dismissed her complaint with a laugh. “Oh you’ll be feeling worse than that,” he said with a wicked grin.
 

Carina stopped stroking him but didn’t let go of his cock. She stared straight at him, as if daring him to try it again.
 

From the way she was looking at him I really thought that was it. I thought she was going to slap him across the face, put her shirt on and we’d be on our way home first thing. She had that fury in her eyes.
 

Sam didn’t budge. His taunting smile didn’t fade. He didn’t step away, just stood there staring right back at her, his whole body saying what are you gonna do about it?
 

It was a moment that ratcheted the tension back up in the room.
 

Suddenly I didn’t know who I wanted to stand down. Carina wasn’t a wallflower and you didn’t just go pushing her over the edge to find out what would happen.
 

Of course Sam had no way of knowing that but still. You’d have thought he’d have more experience with women that to go daring them to fight back like that, right?
 

So when Carina started stroking his cock again instead of blowing up at him, I didn’t know what the hell was going on. I never would have gotten away with saying anything like that to her or twisting her nipple the way he had.
 

But she started stroking his cock and even looked away from their stare first! It was the wildest display of submission I’d ever witnessed her perform.
 

Sam, who hadn’t stopped smiling, reached out and twisted her other nipple.
 

My eyes went wide as I got ready for the explosion Carina would surely have.
 

She yelped but didn’t look back into his eyes. She kept her gaze down on his cock, her nipple blushing red from the rough pinch.
 

“Yeah,” Sam muttered. “That’s right.”
 

I shuddered and nearly stood up to say something. This was my wife, after all. Wasn’t I supposed to be standing up for her in front of these guys?
 

Just then Carina slipped slowly off the edge of the table and got down on her knees in front of Sam.
 

My insides swelled up this time. What the fuck was going on? He’d just pinched her nipple when she clearly hadn’t wanted it so why was she even thinking about giving him a blow job now?
 

Sure enough, her lips parted and she ran her tongue along them to moisten them up. She was still stroking Sam and she reached up with her other hand to cup his balls.
 

My insides turned to mush as I saw her sway forward, the head of his cock nearly pressed against her lips.
 

Sam brushed her hand away and took his own cock in hand. He lifted it up and slapped her across the forehead with it a few times. He cracked another wicked grin and looked around at the guys.
 

No one laughed this time. Not Derek or James or me.
 

I could feel their eyes on me, could practically hear them wondering whether I was going to do anything about Sam doing that to Carina.
 

Why the fuck did he have to slap her with his dick like that? I guess it was some weird dominance game he was into but still. I felt a little humiliated by it and I was pretty sure Carina did, too.
 

Not humiliated enough to do anything about it. When Sam looked at me he had the same expression as when he’d stared Carina down.
 

What’re you gonna do about it?
 

I looked away.
 

Fuck.
 

I don’t know why. I know why. I wanted… I wanted to see my wife get fucked by another man.
 






Chapter 10

 


I couldn’t be sure but I thought I heard Sam smirk before he turned his attention to Carina again.
 

When I looked up he had a finger on her chin and had pushed her mouth open. Still holding himself with his other hand, he fed his hard snake to her, sliding it into her mouth along her pink tongue.
 

Carina was staring up at him with her big eyes giving him a porn-star sort of gaze I’d never seen. For your pleasure, it seemed to say.
 

Sam seemed to enjoy it. He fed her about half his cock before coming up against her throat. When he let go of himself Carina grabbed him again, wrapping her fingers around his shaft.
 

She pulled her face off of him slowly until he almost fell out, then dove back down onto him. She found a steady rhythm and pretty soon the wet sounds of his cock gliding in and out of her mouth started slapping around the room.
 

“Fuck you’re pretty,” Sam grunted, touching her cheek.
 

A drop of sweat ran down my temple. My whole body was humming from the rush of seeing Carina with another man’s cock in her mouth. My vision had tunnelled so that she was all I could see.
 

At the same time I knew things were changing around me. It felt like I was barrelling through a tunnel with the walls collapsing all around me but I didn’t care. All I wanted was to come out the other end, to see how far this thing went and whether I dared to take it all the way.
 

Carina popped off of Sam’s cock, panting and gasping for air. One corner of her lip was twisted up in that sexy kind of snarl women get when they’re about to come. Drool was running out of the corner of her mouth down to her chin. She glanced at Sam’s now glistening cock. “Fuck you’re big,” she whispered, breathless.
 

Without acknowledging the compliment Sam touched her face to pull her onto his cock again. It was the same kind of gesture his nipple twist had been. It made clear to everyone in the room that he wasn’t interested in Carina as a person. He was interested in her in one way. As his toy.
 

And you know what made my cock harden even more in my hand? The way she leaned over him and took him back into her mouth without a single complaint.
 

Suddenly my kind, compassionate, caring wife was all about being… a slut.
 

It was hot as fuck.
 

With her hand pressed against her lips, Carina began bouncing up and down on Sam’s cock. Like, literally bouncing on it like she was trying to bounce his cum out. She looked like she was eighteen again and had never had a boyfriend in her life and now really wanted to please the one she had.
 

Disturbingly hot.
 

James and Derek and I stared on. I was getting perilously close to having an orgasm and I had to slow down before I shot my wad in my pants.
 

The other two guys were looking on seeming equally interested in what a porn princess Carina had become.
 

When Sam swatted her hand away and took himself out of her mouth, I knew I was about to witness the filthiest thing I’d ever seen Carina do.
 

Sam choked his cock with a fist and pointed it down at Carina’s tits.
 

Everything went still.
 

His nuts tightened up beneath his legs and a massive shot of his hot, white cum came pulsing out, slathering Carina’s breasts.
 

She looked down and watched him coat her breasts, her mouth still hanging open like she’d forgotten to close it. When she looked up again, she looked almost forlorn. Like she couldn’t believe he’d taken his dick out of her mouth to come.
 

Cupping her breasts, Carina lifted them up and smashed them together, creating a pleasant cleft of flesh for Sam to watch as he dumped his load out onto them.
 

Pumping his cock, he shot wad after wad of hot cum onto her tits until they were covered with his white slime. He shuddered, gave his cock a shake, then pressed it against her mouth.
 

Carina seemed taken aback for only a second. Almost instantly her eyes lit up and she gobbled up the flagging slab of flesh and started cleaning him off.
 

I had just started cresting towards an orgasm but I really wanted to wait so I could make Carina mine again. But right before I let go and pulled my hand out of my shorts I felt the floodgates burst. I groaned as the itchy tickle exploded, flooding my mind with dopamine as I soared over a climax.
 

As soon as I was on the other end of it, sailing down the tail instead of climbing up, regret began seeping into my mind.
 

What the fuck had I done?
 

Had I really just watched my wife, let my wife suck another man’s cock? Had I really just jerked myself off while I watched her take another man’s cum all over her tits?
 

The questions made me tremble on the couch. I pulled my hand out of my pants, suddenly embarrassed of everything that had happened. I didn’t want anyone to see me like this. I couldn’t look any of them in the eye.
 

I got up and walked quickly across the room, closing the door to the bedroom behind me. I sighed as I sank down onto the bed, surrounded by a pleasant darkness.
 

The living room stayed quiet for a few moments. Then, the sound of an explosive laugh seemed to tear straight through the door.
 

It was all of them laughing. Derek, James, Sam and even Carina.
 

I felt like I’d swallowed poison as my stomach tightened again. I even felt vaguely sick. There was something wrong about this. How could Carina be out there laughing? Were they all laughing at me? That’s what it sounded like. It was hard not to come to that conclusion since the laughter had started as soon as I’d left the room.
 

A moment later the door opened a crack, letting the dim light from the single lamp in and I heard a knock.
 

I said nothing.
 

Carina slipped inside, shut the door behind her, then sat down on the bed next to me and put a hand around my shoulder.
 

She’d put her shirt back on but not her bra. I could tell by the way her breasts swayed beneath the fabric.
 

Of course my male mind had to wonder whether she’d wiped the drying cum off of her tits or left it on.
 

What would it be like if she took her shirt off and it was still there? A crusty stain, the mark of Sam’s dominance over my wife.
 

I was ashamed that my cock jumped in my lap at the thought.
 

“Hey,” Carina whispered. “Are you alright?”
 

I looked sideways at her. Her eyes were bright, as bright as they’d been when she was sucking Sam’s cock. But now that I’d seen that, the look she was wearing was less reassuring.
 

What did it say, if reassuring me and sucking my friend’s dick put the same look into her eyes?
 

“I thought I saw you… “ she said, then trailed off.
 

I knew what she was talking about.
 

I thought I saw you jerking off.
 

“I was,” I replied.
 

Carina cracked a smile. “So you liked it then? Did you like seeing me suck Sam’s cock?”
 

Another not unpleasant shudder ripped down my spine, prompted by the question. Or maybe it was prompted by hearing Carina talk about sucking cock. She didn’t normally say things like that. It was so… slutty of her.
 

As unsettling as it was, I wanted to hear more. “Did you have a good time?” I asked quietly.
 

Carina bit her lip, smiled and nodded eagerly.
 

“Would you do it again?” I said, although I couldn’t look straight at her as I asked the question.
 

Her hand drifted down my arm and settled over mine in my lap. “Only if you’d want me to. Only if you were sure it was okay,” she answered.
 

My insides began to clench and churn under the weight of responsibility she’d just plopped in my lap. Why did it have to be my decision? It was her doing it, after all. Why couldn’t we both have a say in this? “I mean, do you want to do it again?” I asked, looking back up into her eyes.
 

Carina’s hand slipped off of mine and she pulled it up my thigh until the tips of her fingers touched my rock hard cock in my shorts. Her eyes lit up at my arousal. Her breathing changed, each of her breaths quicker and more shallow than the last.
 

I was going to stop her but she tucked her hand into my shorts quickly and yanked my cock out, eyeing it with lust.
 

Somehow this felt wrong, or something. I’d wanted this. I’d wanted to take her into the bedroom after it was all over with Sam but now, knowing the guys were outside, that they knew what we were doing, that Sam had… finished all over my wife.
 

It wasn’t a turn off, exactly. I just felt a little bad for being so turned on by it.
 

Carina slipped off the bed and sank down onto her knees in front of me.
 

There was enough light from the moon coming through the window that I could see her eyes and the outline of her face and her smile.
 

She yanked my shorts off making my cock bounce up in my lap, then wrapped her fist around it and plunged it into her mouth.
 

As the velvety, lava-heat of the inside of her mouth seared up my spine, Carina looked up with her big eyes and pulled herself off of my shaft with a long, slow suck.
 

My cock popped out of her mouth with a noisy slurp, sending a wad of her spit catapulting onto my shirt.
 

Carina stroked me off a few times with her hand, nurturing the tickle between my legs and making it swell. “I want you to feel something,” she whispered, standing up in front of me.
 

She grabbed my hand and stuffed it under her skirt. She pressed it against her soaked panties, staring into my eyes. “That’s all from you,” she said.
 

“What?”
 

“Do you feel that? Do you feel how wet I am? That’s all from you watching me blow Sam.”
 

“Jesus, Carina… “ I muttered. Every time she said something about it out loud I felt another delicious shudder race through me. Somehow hearing her say it made it that much more real.
 

Carina dropped down to her knees again. She kept her eyes on mine as she took me into her mouth again and started sucking me off in long, slow strokes.
 

She kept her hand pressed tight against her lips so that my whole cock got the full treatment of her blow job.
 

The tickle grew into an itch and despite having just wacked off, I knew I wasn’t going to last long with her doing that.
 

But something didn’t feel right. I didn’t want to just unload into her mouth. I wanted to feel myself inside her pussy. I wanted her close. I wanted to stare into her eyes and kiss her mouth.
 

I wanted to feel like we were us again.
 

“Wait,” I whispered, pulling her off of my cock.
 

She popped off and stood up as I guided her to her feet, then up over my lap.
 

“I want to be inside you,” I said.
 

Carina smiled, tilted her head and ran a finger across my cheek. She crawled up onto my lap, pulling up her skirt then letting it fall back down, covering our legs.
 

Every filthy thing I’d seen that night was racing through my mind, along with the thought of how beautiful Carina looked and how I was going to sink my hard cock into her soft pussy soon.
 

She shifted and reached a hand down between us. She pulled her panties to one side and grabbed my cock. Then, she looked up into my eyes. “Wait,” she whispered. “I want you to see something.”
 

The last thing I wanted to do was wait. I was so close to the frothy heat of her pussy and all I wanted was to plunge myself inside.
 

Carina crossed her arms and hooked her fingers under the hem of her shirt. She pulled it off herself in a quick swipe and threw it on the floor.
 

The silver moonlight perfectly illuminated her creamy breasts.
 

Sam’s deposit had mostly dried out, save for a few damp spots along her breasts. But the sight of it up close got my pulse racing and my heart thundering almost immediately in my chest.
 

When I looked up again, Carina was staring at me with a lascivious smile. Without a word she sank down on top of me, the tight walls of her flesh squeezing me, her juices dribbling down onto my balls.
 

She settled down on my lap with a soft, wet squelch.
 

My eyes darted back and forth between hers and her bountiful breasts, covered in Sam’s seed. My head started to spin as she started to ride me slowly back and forth, my cock gliding in and out of her hot, soft pussy.
 

I didn’t know what was happening with my body or my mind. I was so turned on not only by what I’d seen but by so close to the effects of it. It was the most confusing and potent arousal I’d ever felt.
 

Carina didn’t force me to press my mouth against her breasts. She did put her hand on the back of my head.
 

I sort of did it myself. Each time she rode up my cock I lowered my lips a little more. Soon I was just millimetres from her bouncing mounds covered in Sam.
 

I don’t know what possessed me. We do strange things when we’re turned on sometimes. I lowered my head, stuck out my tongue and the next time she rode up I caught the tip of her nipple with it and licked up in on long strip.
 

The acrid sting of Sam’s stale seed burned up my nostrils and down my tongue into the back of my throat.
 

Carina’s pussy clamped around my cock.
 

I looked up into her eyes.
 

Her mouth was hanging open and her eyes were wide. “Do it again?” she asked.
 

So I did. First I sucked her nipple into my mouth and rolled it around on my tongue. Then, moving a little to one side, I licked another long line up her breast, cleaning Sam’s cum off with my tongue.
 

Carina started to go wild. Her pussy heated up all over me and started drooling hot juice. She started riding me twice as fast.
 

I swallowed and closed my eyes to try and stem the rising tide of my own seed moving from my nuts.
 

Carina leaned forward and whispered close to my ear. “Please don’t stop.” Her body tensed up on top of me as she started to ride even faster.
 

I let go of my grip on reality and let myself be swept away by the rising tide of my own pleasure. My cock hardened inside her as I pressed my tongue against her tit and gave it another wet lick.
 

“Oh fuck,” Carina seethed, squeezing her eyes shut. This time she yanked me closer to her breast with her hand, smashing me against it.
 

I slurped her nipple back into my mouth and sucked.
 

Grabbing my hair, she let my mouth roam over both her breasts, wiping up dried semen with my tongue. Her pussy clenched around my cock, hard. “Fuck baby,” she whispered, “I’m almost there!”
 

I wrapped my hands around her back. My hips thrust up, driving my shaft deep inside her. My eyes went wide at the coming orgasm and the thought that I was going to slather her insides with my cum.
 

That felt better. That, I knew, was a space for me and only me.
 

But as we climbed up towards the peak of our climax, a dark thought crawled out of the animal part of my brain.
 

Was it really just for me? It was just an agreement between us, after all. If confronted with the possibility of another man putting his cock into her soft pussy, would I be able to say “no?”
 

The thought sent a violent pulse of lust straight to my cock making it stiffen and start to jump as it filled with cum.
 

Carina threw her head back, her hips slamming against me as she closed in on her own climax.
 

“Fuck!” I grunted, bringing her close and sweeping my tongue up her other breast in one final lick.
 

The taste of Sam burned my mouth and made the head of my cock explode with seed inside my wife.
 

“Yes!” Carina shouted. Her pussy grabbed my dick and started to pump.
 

I groaned as gush after gush of my hot cum filled her insides. Some of it sprayed out between us and ran back down my balls, pooling in an impotent puddle at my ass. But I kept my mind on what stayed inside, on the microscopic, wriggling tadpoles that were swimming inside her in search of egg.
 

It was a long, slow tail and Carina kept moving on top of me in slower and slower thrusts, until finally she settled to stillness on my lap.
 

We sat together in silence for a few moments.
 

Laughter and cheering erupted in the living room, the boys giving us a round of applause for our successful copulation.
 

Carina laughed above me and shook her head. She slipped off of my cock and off of my lap and onto the bed beside me.
 

I leaned back until we were both staring up at the ceiling to the accompaniment of the sounds of laughter dying down outside the room.
 

“This is weird,” I whispered. Because it was.
 

“Weird like you want to stop?” Carina asked.
 

I took a deep breath. I didn’t know the answer. I didn’t want to say “no,” and I did at the same time.
 

It felt all better now that we’d fucked but I wondered what was going to come tomorrow.
 

Carina moved closer, so close that I could feel her breath on my cheek as she whispered. “Remember the word?” she asked.
 

I nodded. “Yes.”
 

“Good.”
 

And then we fell asleep.
 






Chapter 11

 


I was glad to feel her beside me when I woke up.
 

There was already some commotion outside so I knew the boys were up. The morning light was coming in through the window and the air outside was filled with forest sounds.
 

I was a little apprehensive of just walking out. The memory of what happened the previous night felt like it would be uncomfortably sharp under the glare of daylight.
 

Nonetheless, I knew I couldn’t just stay in bed all day. Taking a deep breath, I swung my legs over the edge of the bed and eased my way out the door.
 

The smell of coffee drew me to the kitchen. There was about half a pot left so I poured myself a cup and walked outside.
 

The boys were all there. Derek was chopping wood by the fire pit. James was swiping through his phone and sipping on a mug of Joe.
 

Looking towards the water I saw Sam knee deep, about to dive inside.
 

He paused, turned around, then grinned and gave me a thumbs up as he saw me standing on the porch.
 

I managed a weak smile and a nod.
 

He turned around, put his arms over his head and dove headfirst into the still waters of the lake.
 

Derek noticed me up on the porch and after one final split, put the axe down. He mopped his forehead with the shirt that was hanging off his belt and stepped towards the porch stairs. “Hey. Thought you two were going to sleep all day!” he said with a wide grin.
 

There was nothing in his voice that seemed threatening.
 

Truth was, I’d been ready for anything. These guys weren’t dumb-ass guys who would just make any joke to humiliate me, but there was always the possibility that someone might say something that would hurt about the previous night. I wanted to be ready for that.
 

Derek’s easy manner made me relax.
 

“You guys have a good sleep?” I asked, sipping on my coffee.
 

“Hell yeah!” Derek replied. “You?”
 

“Yeah. Yeah, we did.” I couldn’t resist a smile at the memory of the hot sex we’d had.
 

“Good. Good,” Derek said. “I think that’s going to be enough firewood for tonight, what do you think?”
 

“Should be good,” I mused, looking at the pile he’d stacked up. My eyes darted to him, then over to James. They both seemed perfectly natural and normal, as if they hadn’t been there last night. 
 

As if I hadn’t let Sam make a cum slut out of my wife. They were just acting like it was no big deal.
 

That really helped me relax.
 

The door to the cottage opening behind me made me turn around. My heart jumped up into my throat.
 

Carina emerged, long legs placing bare feet out onto the rotting wood, her smile like a second sun in the sky.
 

Her hair was a little dishevelled but she’d put it up in a pony tail.
 

None of that was remarkable, though. What was remarkable, was that she wasn’t wearing a swimsuit. In fact, she wasn’t wearing anything.
 

She’d stepped through the door wrapping a towel around herself. I don’t know if she knew this or not, but I’d seen that she was completely naked, caught an eyeful of her heavy breasts and the fold of skin that led to her pussy before she’d covered up.
 

Just as I’d started feeling like myself again, my whole system got kicked into overdrive by Carina doing that.
 

She stepped closer and leaned in for a kiss. “Don’t I get a ‘good morning?’” she asked.
 

My breathing quickened as our lips touched. What the hell was she doing? Why hadn’t she put any clothes on? I immediately started to wonder if Derek had seen she was naked, too, or if it had just been me.
 

Before I could ask her what was going on, or say anything, she had bounced down the steps and was running towards the lake. She let the towel slip off a few feet before she hit the water.
 

James and Derek had both looked up. They both got the same eyeful I got. Of Carina’s beautiful, round ass bouncing into the water with a splash.
 

A moment later she put her arms up over her head and dove in the same way Sam had.
 

I nearly dropped my coffee mug. I suddenly felt frozen to the spot, unable to tear my eyes away from where Carina had disappeared into the water. Derek stepping into my field of vision broke my trance.
 

He was staring at the same spot I was. James, too. They glanced at each other, then looked back at me and smiled.
 

Maybe it was my imagination but they looked like wicked, menacing smiles.
 

James took his shirt off, then undid his shorts and pushed them off his legs. Derek did the same thing and moments later they were both walking down to the water with me staring at their naked asses.
 

It was hard to tell whether I was in a dream or a nightmare or if I’d really woken up.
 

Carina emerged from her dive, bobbing up and pulling the water off her face with both hands. She bounced up high enough for her naked breasts to float up to the surface for a moment before she ducked back down.
 

Her eyes popped open wide at the sight of James and Derek walking towards her, their cocks swinging out in the open. She tossed her head back, laughed, then dove back down beneath the surface, like a Siren drawing men down into the depths.
 

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I couldn’t believe this was Carina and that these were my friends.
 

A little late night fun after some drinks was one thing but this? Skinny dipping in the middle of the morning? This was not what I’d expected to happen.
 

As Derek and James walked into the water after her, Sam stood up, having swam his laps. He looked confused for a moment but quickly caught onto what was going on. 
 

“No shit, huh?” I heard him say, his voice carrying across the water and up the beach. He bent over, pulled his swimming shorts off and in a massive heave, threw them up onto shore.
 

Carina emerged again. She was farther away from them, off to the left where the water got a little murky with weed. She rubbed the water out of her eyes, giggled and dipped back down into the lake.
 

I finally managed to find the strength to move and put my coffee cup on the banister. Except now that I’d stirred, what the hell was I supposed to do? Something felt wrong about getting naked and joining them.
 

I know it was just harmless fun but it was harmless naughty fun. The kind of fun teenagers have, not the kind of fun married people have.
 

Which sort of made me laugh. I realized that I was just being butt-hurt and that if we were going to have a good time for the rest of the week I needed to snap out of it.
 

Even though my brain wasn’t really into it, I peeled my shirt and shorts off. I blushed as my cock bounced out, already hard but pushed my embarrassment away. I was either going to get into this and have fun, or I was going to sit around pouting for the rest of our vacation.
 

No way was I wasting these days I’d looked forward to so much.
 

So, after piling my clothes at the edge of the porch, I walked down to the water trying not to be embarrassed by how hard I was.
 

By the time I reached the water the guys had formed more or less of a circle. Carina swam up right in the center. She broke through the water and her hands came up to wipe away the water off her face.
 

She opened her eyes and realized she was surrounded by the three guys.
 

I stopped in mid-stride, frozen by the sight of the three of them staring at her, trying to make out what they could of her naked body under the water.
 

Each of their cocks had already started to rise. Sam’s was hardest and longest but I could see that both James and Derek were pretty well-endowed, too. I stood at the edge of the water not knowing what to do.
 

Derek shot me a glance. He had one eyebrow raised and seemed to be saying “you okay with this, bro?” but I couldn’t be sure.
 

I didn’t react and after a while he looked back at the other two, then at Carina again.
 

Suddenly the three of them, as if on cue, crouched and started paddling water at her with their hands. Carina, at the center of the deluge, shrieked, the slipped under the water again.
 

Sam dove in after her. James started running in the direction she’d disappeared. Derek, after looking at me one last time, shrugged and joined in the fun.
 

I don’t know if I’ve felt more awkward than I did standing up on the shore. I guess I could have jumped in and started chasing her, too. But that felt weird. After all, I had her already. She was mine. She was my wife. You don’t need to chase a thing you already have, right?
 

So I just stood there, my cock flapping in the gentle breeze as I watched Carina come up for air, then dive back down, the three of them closing in on her.
 

It went on like that for a while. She was strong swimmer but eventually Sam’s powerful strokes won out. When she emerged on the other side of the beach, he tore up through the water right behind her, wrapping his arms around her chest in a massive bear hug.
 

Carina screamed, but seemed delighted that she’d been caught. As she struggled in his arms, Sam let his hands drift down until his strong, muscular hands cupped her thick breasts.
 

Carina stopped fighting and her body seemed to melt beneath his touch as she leaned back against his chest.
 

Sam wasted no time in leaning forward and pressing his lips against her wet neck.
 

Derek and James swam up next to them a few seconds later but as they stood up, seemed just as confused as I was about what to do.
 

Carina and Sam were locked in a wet grope. Her eyes were closed and her head was tilted to one side as she gave him access to her soft throat.
 

Derek and James stood beside them staring, their cocks no doubt hardening beneath the rippling surface of the water.
 

When Sam pulled away from kissing her, he spun her around. His hands grazed down her curves and settled on her hips. Then he reached up and gave each nipple a tight twist.
 

“You suck dick in the morning as good as you do at night?” Sam’s question seemed to still the whole forest?
 

Carina glowered at the dare.
 

He was wearing a smirk. Not the kind of smile I was used to seeing on him. I wondered if he was like this with all women?
 

My body shook as I realized I was about to witness my wife taking him into her mouth again.
 

She drifted towards him slowly, her hands paddling at the water as she walked. As she stood up rivulets of lake water dripped off her, running down into the crevice of her ass. She was dripping wet and I wondered what her pussy felt like?
 

Was it as hot as it had been last night when she’d taken me inside? Was she as turned on from the thought of blowing Sam?
 

She stopped and stood in front of him, defiant, seemingly daring him to make a move.
 

We’d talked about this, kind of. I knew we had. This is what she’d meant in the forest when she said she wanted to try and see what would happen.
 

I liked it in some perverted way. My cock was rock hard but it felt dangerous at the same time. This wasn’t some drunken game. We were all sober and that changed the whole dynamic of it. Everyone knew exactly what they were doing.
 

I wondered if Sam or James or Derek were thinking about how I was feeling about all this. For a moment the word Carina had come up with lingered on the tip of my tongue. But the thought of shouting it across the lake seemed absurd.
 

Was I really going to scream “nightingale” to make her stop?
 

Did I even want her to stop.
 

Suddenly Sam stepped towards her and scooped her up into his arms.
 

Carina, surprised by being swept out of the water let out a shriek followed by a staccato giggle that bounced down the lake and into the woods beyond.
 

Sam’s powerful biceps flexed as he carried her towards the shore where I was standing, his hard cock bouncing between his legs.
 

He came right up beside me, Carina playfully kicking her legs and laughing as she covered her breasts with her hands. She in no way seemed like she wanted him to stop.
 

He paused right next to me, flashing me a smile that seemed to say “you mind?”
 

You mind if I use your wife?
 

I was too stunned and enraptured by the sight of Carina’s naked body writhing in his arms to respond.
 

Sam smirked before carrying Carina further up the shore to where the sand turned to grass. He lowered her down gently on her back as I looked on.
 

It was so surreal. The sun was cresting up to its highest point. I was sober and the sight of Carina’s naked body beneath Sam cut like a thousand knives.
 

Derek and James walked past me, neither of them stopping to look at me or check if I was okay. They walked right up beside Sam and Carina and wrapped their fists around their cocks and started to stroke as they watched.
 

My own cock had started to ache as painfully as it had the night before. I wanted to touch myself but I felt like that would give everyone permission to carry on and I wasn’t sure if that’s really what I wanted happening.
 

My palms dampened as I watched Sam hovering above her.
 

His cock was so close to her soft center, the hard head dancing above the entrance ready to ply into her pussy with a single thrust.
 

The word bounced around inside my head and I opened my mouth to say it. I couldn’t really let them do this, could I? I couldn’t let Sam go into her, it was too much. Wasn’t it?
 

Just as I was about to step towards them and speak, he started to slide down her body. He slurped in a taste of each of her nipples before gliding further down. His broad shoulders spread her soft thighs and soon his mouth was where his cock had been, hovering above her drooling pussy, tongue sticking out.
 

“Mmm,” Sam purred as he reached under her and split her pussy lips with two fingers.
 

Her pink gash peeled open.
 

I gasped.
 

Sam lowered his mouth onto her cunt.
 

Carina moaned, a pained, needing sound that soared up into the canopy above.
 

Sam licked up, until he settled around her clit. His jaw started moving as he began to lick her nub.
 

Derek and James were staring at them, their eyes moving from her tits to Sam feeding between her legs. Their cocks were hard in their hands, James’ already spilling precum that dribbled out onto the ground.
 

The five of us in the woods naked sparked some primal part of my mind. Maybe this was how things used to be? Just like with animals, the fittest, largest alpha taking what was rightly his. No agreements, no arrangements, no wedding vows. Just brawn and muscle winning out.
 

As Carina writhed beneath him, Sam pressed a finger against her slit.
 

She shuddered as he pushed it inside, then cried out. But soon her legs wrapped around his thick neck as she pulled him close.
 

Sam started to plunder her with his finger while still eating her out with his mouth. The wet sounds of him slurping at her pussy bounced past me, slapping over the still waters of the lake.
 

Carina started moaning in short bursts of sound. She reached up and grabbed her breasts, her fingers trailing down to the tips until she held each nipple between her thumb and finger. As her hips came up off the ground, she twisted the twin points of pink flesh and let out a lascivious scream.
 

Juice spilled from her pussy, coating Sam’s chin and dripping onto the soft ground.
 

She moaned and twisted beneath him, wave after wave of orgasm ripping through her as he kept up the pace with his mouth. When her hips came back down onto the ground she tried to push his head away.
 

Sam slipped his fingers out of her pussy. They were coated in her clear, sticky fluid, but didn’t take his mouth away. As if to show her that he was in charge, he sucked her clit into his mouth and flicked it with his tongue a few more times.
 

Carina’s moans turned into whimpers and she shook for a while. Then, unable to take it anymore, she let out a breathless “please!” begging him to stop.
 

Sam pulled away with a wet smack.
 

Carina’s legs fell off him, her feet coming to rest on the ground.
 

I’d resisted touching myself up to that point but I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold out.
 

Sam was up on his knees between her legs, muscles bristling beneath his taught skin, his cock snapping to attention as his eyes roamed up and down her body.
 

Derek and James had worked themselves up pretty close to coming. They stopped and waited to see what Sam would do next.
 

I wrapped a hand around my cock wondering if this was going to be the moment I’d fantasized about. Was I going to see Sam push his way into her pussy? Would I be able to stop him? Or would I let him fuck her full of cum?
 

Their eyes met.
 

Carina looked desperate but a little bit scared. 
 

Sam put his hands on the ground and lifted himself up. He spun around, grinning. “Who’s hungry?” he asked.
 

Derek and James’ shoulders slumped. They were both ready to blow, as was I, and I was pretty sure they wanted to see Sam fuck her as much as I did.
 

Sam, seeing the three of us with cocks in hand, laughed, spun around and walked slowly back to the cottage. He tilted his head and shook the water out of his ear before bounding up the steps and disappearing inside.
 

Carina, seemingly still stunned, didn’t move.
 

The three of us had an unobstructed view of her freshly finger-fucked pussy. Derek gave himself a few rough pumps before exploding out onto the sand. James came a few seconds later with a guttural grunt.
 

As they shook off their climax, they both wandered up towards the cottage leaving Carina lying on her back and me standing on the sand.
 

She looked down her body at me.
 

I was so hot and hard and ready to blow. I wanted to crawl over to her and stuff myself inside her pussy but I felt like I couldn’t move again.
 

Carina smiled. She closed her legs, rolled over onto her knees and stood up. As she started walking away she glanced over her shoulder at me.
 

Something clicked inside my head at her soft smile. Cum pulsed out of the head of my cock.
 

Carina giggled.
 

I flew over the top of my orgasm to the sight of her soft, round ass swaying up the steps of the house.
 






Chapter 12

 


You’d think things would be awkward after that. There was no cushion of night between what had happened and the four of us having to look each other in the eye again.
 

Well, it really wasn’t.
 

Sam got dressed and walked out of the cottage just as the three of us were putting our clothes on. He walked right over to the pit and started arranging wood for a fire. Didn’t even blink or say anything about what had happened.
 

A while later Carina emerged from the house, rosy-cheeked and smiling. She bounced down the steps like a schoolgirl, came right up to me and wrapped her hands around my neck. Then she kissed me on the lips and stared deep into my eyes. “That was hot,” she whispered.
 

What a thing to hear. No remorse. No worry about how I might be feeling.
 

The fact was, I wasn’t really feeling that bad. The jealousy that had haunted me the night before seemed to have been pushed out of my mind replaced by the curiosity of just how far things could go. I still felt some angst about Sam’s dominance over her but my arousal and desire to see the two of them together outweighed it by far.
 

I kissed her back and stared into her eyes.
 

“What?” Carina asked.
 

“What do you mean ‘what?’”
 

“Why are you looking at me like that?” she asked, smiling.
 

I mirrored the smile after looking at her lips, then looking back into her eyes. “I… there’s a part of me that can’t believe you just did that,” I whispered.
 

The guys had come out with beers and were standing around watching Sam light the fire behind us.
 

“Really?” Carina whispered. “What about the other part of you?”
 

Before I could react, she reached down and grabbed the shaft of my cock through my shorts and smirked at feeling it hard. “That’s what I thought.”
 

An electric pulse ripped through me. It didn’t matter how much I was trying to balance this situation in my mind, weigh the risks and positives and try to find a path for myself that wouldn’t end up tearing our marriage apart. My body had decided what it wanted, what it liked and there was no fighting that.
 

For better or for worse, Carina seemed to trust my body more than she trusted my head.
 

After pressing her lips against mine in another kiss she bounced off towards the fireplace and started chatting with the guys.
 

I sighed, turned, then walked up into the cabin. I grabbed a couple of cold ones out of the fridge for me and Carina but stopped before I went back out.
 

I listened to the four of them talking and laughing for a while. The whole thing felt like I was in a dream, but a dream someone else had spun for me and I was just inhabiting.
 

I thought it was hot that Carina was pursuing this strange new direction in our relationship but I wondered whether things would ever be the same between us again, or between me and the guys.
 

As wave after wave of laughter from outside rolled in through the window, I took a step back to think.
 

The thought of Carina actually getting fucked by the other guys was absolutely hot. My cock jumped just from thinking it. But there was the not so small problem her current predicament brought.
 

She wasn’t on any birth control. That had been the whole point of the trip. We were supposed to come here so that we could try and make a baby. Her pussy was bare and any accident could have catastrophic consequences for everyone.
 

Then why in the hell, when I thought about that, did I get even harder?
 

I couldn’t possibly be turned on by the idea of Carina, my wife, getting impregnated by someone else, could I?
 

That seemed absurd but the more I thought about it, the more aroused I got. Was there something wrong with me? Was there some genetic switch that had failed to flip that had turned me into this freak?
 

What kind of guy would get off on his wife getting knocked up by another guy?
 

It didn’t make any sense, biologically or otherwise. We were supposed to want to propagate our own selfish genes, right?
 

It was noticing the silence outside that drew me out of my thoughts. A shudder passed through me as I realized I hadn’t heard anyone’s voice in a few minutes. I crept up to the window and peeked outside.
 

My cock hardened as a wave of jealous lust surged through me.
 

Sam, having built a nice roaring fire in the pit, was at it again with Carina. He had her shirt off and was mauling her tits with a rough paw, blackened with soot from cleaning out last nights fire.
 

As he kneaded her breasts he left thick streaks of black char on them.
 

They were kissing again and I could tell by the way his mouth was moving that his tongue was deep inside her mouth.
 

Carina’s nipples were hard and despite having just had an encounter with him, she seemed as eager as ever to have another one.
 

I got a bit of a bitter sting in my throat about this. We were supposed to be here together, after all. To start a family. Her and I. Now she was spending what seemed like most of her time making out with Sam.
 

I started turning the idea over in my head that maybe I should go confront her about it, step outside and tell the two of them to stop. Since she’d suddenly become so sexually liberated I could drag her into the bedroom and fuck her myself which is what we were supposed to be doing in the first place.
 

As I was staring at the ground stewing about the decision, the sound of Carina’s giggle made me look up through the window again.
 

Sam was tugging at the skirt she’d put on, getting that all dirty, too.
 

Instead of chastising him or pushing him away, which I was pretty sure she would have done with me, Carina just kept giggling.
 

When he yanked the soft fabric off her legs, she stepped out of it. She put one hand on her hip, almost daring him to take off the thong she was wearing, too.
 

It wasn’t just that behavior that had me on edge. Carina seemed to be acting like a whole new woman, too. She seemed like a younger version of herself, a version I had never known. Flirtatious, daring and dangerous.
 

A different woman, really.
 

As Sam buried his face in her neck again, his grubby hands pawing at her back, Carina turned her head and caught me staring at them through the window. She smiled, laughed, then turned her attention back to him, returning his kisses as soon as he lifted his hungry mouth to hers.
 

Talk about conflicted emotions. Fuck.
 

She seemed so damned absorbed in what she was doing.
 

I looked around to try and see where the other two guys had gone but couldn’t see them. I couldn’t hear them anywhere, either and figure they might have decided to go on a hike in the woods. I turned my attention back to Carina and Sam.
 

His hands were all over her full figure. They grabbed at her fleshy breasts, slid down her full hips, dipped behind to grab her ass, then came back around and plunged between her legs.
 

Carina’s eyes popped open as his fingers settled on her pussy lips and he started to rub. She looked up at me again. She wasn’t smiling any more. She had that shocked expression women get when they know they’re getting fucked.
 

As I stood watching and breathing heavily, Carina pulled Sam’s hand out from between her legs. She spun around and dragged him towards the cabin. They disappeared around the corner as I heard them thumping up the stairs.
 

My heart was racing as the door flung open and they ducked inside.
 

Carina was still completely naked and dragging him behind her. She looked at me with a wild look in her eye.
 

Sam noticed me standing there, too but barely acknowledged me except for what I thought might have been a slight nod. He was too busy staring at Carina’s ass bouncing towards the bedroom in front of him.
 

The shock of seeing Carina being so direct with him, so driven to get him into the bedroom, froze me on the spot.
 

I couldn’t move. I couldn’t breathe. I could only stare at the door to the bedroom that was still open.
 

The sounds of a body weighing down onto the mattress, then someone fumbling with clothes cracked me out of my stupor. I staggered towards the room.
 

Leaning on the door frame to make sure I didn’t keel over from what I was about to see, I rounded the corner and leered into the room.
 

Carina was seated at the edge of the bed giving me a perfect outline of her profile. She was staring up into Sam’s eyes, fumbling with this shorts to try and yank them off.
 

As she slid them down his legs his large cock sprang out and bounced up in front of her face.
 

This time Carina showed no hesitation. She wrapped her hot little hand around it and plunged the throbbing column of flesh into her mouth.
 

I gasped quietly at how excited she seemed. She was positively hungry for it. She gobbled up half of it until she couldn’t fit any more of him inside.
 

Expecting her to start bobbing up and down on him, I sucked in a breath as she surprised both of us by stretching her jaw open wider and opening her throat.
 

Slowly, painstakingly, almost, Carina forced the thick head of Sam’s cock into her throat with a low gurgle. It must have made him flex or something because her eyes popped open wide and she yanked herself off, gagging and spitting bile.
 

I grimaced at how filthy she looked. A few tears had formed at the corners of her eyes from the sting of his cock in her throat and they started running down her cheeks.
 

Carina was unperturbed by her own reaction. She plunged the cock back into her mouth, her little hand running beneath it, fingers tickling Sam’s sagging balls.
 

Stretching her lips wide open again, she drove the head of his cock into her throat again.
 

I winced as she gagged again. Her face twisted and she looked like she was going to throw up.
 

Why the hell was she acting like such a… such a whore?
 

Sam stood over her, staring at her efforts, one hand moving the hair off her face the other resting on his ass.
 

Carina worked her head side to side, squeezing more of Sam into the depths of her throat. Her cheeks were red and tears were streaming down her face. She looked up at him a crying, filthy mess.
 

Sam smiled and touched her chin.
 

That rattled me to the core, that little gesture.
 

She’d buried his cock so deep inside her mouth and the way she looked up at him was so pleading, like she was still a young woman begging for attention.
 

Fuck.
 

I shuddered. Is that really what women wanted? Did they want some big, powerful, muscled up guy to fuck their mouth and smile at them?
 

The question made all of our lovemaking up to that point feel a little, well, inadequate until I shook it off me.
 

That was ridiculous. Maybe women with problems like that kind of thing but not someone like Carina. Not strong, confident, emancipated women who knew what they wanted.
 

Those kinds of women wanted caring lovers who treated them as equals, right?
 

Right?
 

The wet, gurgling sound of Sam withdrawing his hard flesh from my wife’s throat drew my attention back to them.
 

A thick glop of drool oozed out of Carina’s mouth and landed on her lap. She was panting heavily but she scrambled back onto the bed and spread her legs, welcoming Sam.
 

My stomach turned to stone and my chest felt so heavy I thought I’d never be able to breathe again. This was it. This was going to be the big sha-bang.
 

I was about to watch my wife fuck another man. And I wasn’t even sure I wanted to. What the fuck had I done? How had I let things get this far this fast?
 

Sam wiggled a finger at Carina, telling her to flip around.
 

Like a puppy, eager to please, she spun onto her stomach, craning her neck to stare back at him to see what he would do to her.
 

Sam leaned over and grabbed her hips and he might as well have been lifting boxes for all the care he took with her. He hauled her ass up into the air like a slab of meat and pressed his finger against her soaked cunt, holding his cock in his other hand.
 

Flicking his finger against her flaps, he looked up at me with a smile. “Look at that beautiful pussy,” he whispered.
 

I looked at it, even though I knew what it looked like because I’d seen it hundreds of times. She was my wife, after all. Still, there was something exciting about Sam thinking it was beautiful and saying so.
 

I gaped down at the split, pink slit that he was flicking and watched her clear juice drool out and drip onto the mattress.
 

“You ever watched her get fucked before?” Sam asked with a grin.
 

I looked up at him slack-jawed and shook my head.
 

Sam smirked. “You’re gonna fucking love it,” he said. He jerked his head over to the other side of the bed. “Get over there. I want to show you something.”
 

Suddenly I felt like I was somehow under Sam’s spell, too. There was no arguing with him, no telling him I wanted to stay where I was and that I wanted to watch him enter her. I had to get over on the other side of the bed like he’d told me and it was because he’d said so.
 

It was fucked.
 

So I did. I walked around the bed in the small bedroom with Carina staring at me. I slid down the wall that was next to the bed keeping my eyes on her.
 

She reached out and I gave her my hand.
 

“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” I said, shaking my head.
 

She squeezed my hand tightly. Her soft palm was damp and trembling a little from nerves. Her lip curled as Sam pressed a finger against her clit and spun it around a few times.
 

I glanced up to see his pleased smirk as he loomed over her rubbing his cock. I didn’t know what to say.
 

“Are you still okay? Do you still want this?” Carina asked.
 

The second question was a little disarming. Did I want this? Somehow it hadn’t really felt like I’d been the one that got this started. I could have sworn that it was Carina who… 
 

“Oh baby, he’s so close to being inside me. I can feel the heat coming off his cock. Please? Tell me you’re okay?”
 

I shuddered at the energy that passed through me from hearing her pleading for it. I looked into her eyes. My cock was hard. I wanted it and I didn’t but what could I say? One last look at Sam staring back at us, smiling, and I knew what I was going to do.
 

“I want it. I want to see it. I want to see you fuck another man. I want to see you fuck Sam,” I answered quietly, lowering my eyes.
 

“Oh Kevin,” Carina breathed. She touched my chin and lifted it until I looked into her eyes again. Then she closed hers, leaned forward and pressed her lips against my mouth in a hot kiss.
 

I felt the moment he entered her. Her body buzzed with an energy I’d never felt before. It ripped up her spine and it felt like the end of her tongue tingled as he drove himself inside.
 

Her pussy split for him with a noisy slurp, swallowing his meat. She moaned into my mouth. Then her whole body pressed forward on the bed, pushing me back and I knew she’d taken all of him.
 

I opened my eyes and pulled away from our kiss, leaning my head back against the wall.
 

Carina’s mouth was twisted into an agonized, pornographic snarl. She stared into my eyes with the expression of a tigress ready to pounce and devour her prey.
 

There was something so seductive about that moment. I had lost control completely when I told her I wanted this. She was Sam’s now. It was his cock inside her and I was sitting impotently in front watching it all go down.
 

Carina clawed at the bed sheets as Sam started sawing in and out of her with his thick pole. “He’s so fucking big,” she whimpered, her brow furrowing then arching in disbelief at his girth.
 

She may as well have said “you’ve never made me feel like this” from the look she was giving me.
 

The crazy thing was I was happy about it. I was happy to see her feeling that good even if I was stinging inside that it was with another man.
 

Noise at the door startled me and grabbed Sam’s attention, too. We both looked over to see Derek and James standing in the door staring at Carina.
 

With Sam still plowing into her she didn’t notice the intrusion.
 

A moment later Sam turned his attention back to fucking her and drove in with a powerful thrust.
 

Carina moaned, a sound that begged for more.
 

Sam’s smirk returned. He raised his hand and gave her ass a playful slap then grabbed a fistful of flesh. “Yeah? You gonna be our little slut this week aren’t you?” he growled.
 

His words shook me to the core. As I gazed at Carina’s pained expression, I settled back against the wall the way you settle into a comfortable couch.
 

Sam grunted and dug his fingers into her fleshy ass.
 

I realized he was getting ready to come.
 

My insides went taut.
 






Chapter 13

 


Carina must have realized something, too. Maybe he hardened inside her. Maybe she felt it some other way. But her eyes popped open and she looked straight into mine.
 

With my heart thundering against my chest I gazed back at her but didn’t say a thing.
 

She stared as her tits slapped loudly against each other. She looked like she expected me to say something, like she expected me to tell him to pull out or put a stop to it some other way.
 

And I knew I should, I did. I knew I should stand up and tell Sam to pull out because my wife wasn’t on anything, that she wasn’t on any birth control and he could get her pregnant.
 

But I fucking couldn’t. All I could think of was Sam fucking his seed deep inside her. I wanted to crawl around the bed and pry open her pussy when he was done and see the pool of seed he’d left churning there.
 

It was the most dangerous, irresponsible fantasy I’d ever had and there was nothing I could do about it. I felt paralyzed.
 

“Fuck that pussy’s tight,” Sam grunted above her.
 

Carina’s eyes opened a little wider and she tilted her head, her body still pulsing back and forth from Sam pounding her. She looked at me with such a mix of wonder and arousal that it did nothing to urge me to act.
 

Then, as I saw her back arching, her body scrambling towards another orgasm, she opened her mouth and mouthed the words “you’re going to let him come.”
 

Like it was my decision! Like I was the only one who had a choice! Like she couldn’t have said anything!
 

I saw it in her eyes. She wanted it, too. She wanted it maybe even more than I did. She wanted to feel his hot seed splashing up into her bare pussy. She wanted to feel the sharp bite of adrenaline the danger of letting him do it brought.
 

Sam slapped her ass again but I didn’t look up.
 

I was lost in the ocean of her gaze.
 

Carina reached out and touched my hand. “Hold me,” she whispered.
 

I held her. I held her as she started to shake and scream. I held her hand as her body blasted through the thickest part of her orgasm. And I held her hand as Sam exploded inside her, fucking hot, fresh cum towards her womb.
 

A soft smile curved her lips and closed her eyes as she revelled in the feeling of Sam coming into her. She disappeared into herself and even though we were holding hands she wasn’t there with me anymore. She was there with him.
 

Sam finished with a growl and a grunt. After a few more thrusts he pulled his cock out of her and slapped it against her ass a few times to shake out the rest of his semen.
 

Derek and James were still staring into the room as he dressed and walked towards the door. “Come on boys,” Sam said. “Let’s get some beers. Looks like these two need a little ‘me-time.’”
 

James and Derek chuckled at the way he’d said it but I didn’t care. I had my beautiful life lying in front of me, used and filled and looking totally satisfied.
 

My cock was hard and I wanted nothing more than to live out my fantasy. “Babe?” I whispered.
 

Carina’s eyes fluttered open. “What’s up?”
 

I bit my lip as I gathered the courage to ask. “Can I… can I see it?”
 

“Can you see it?” she echoed, confused by what I meant.
 

“I want to see him inside you.”
 

Carina smiled, closed her eyes again and lay her head down on the bed. “Go ahead.”
 

I crawled quickly around the bed. She was still on her knees and her ass was swaying up in the air. Her soft, pink pussy hole looked dishevelled and defiled.
 

I put my hands on her thighs, fingers touching her soft cunt lips and pried her apart. I gasped as my eyes settled on a sight I’d only dreamed about till then.
 

There was so much of Sam’s thick, viscous load that he had filled her whole cunt. The fluid was drifting around like white lava inside her, tiny swirls forming as if to underline that it was teeming with life.
 

I pressed two fingers into her hole. The tips touched Sam’s spunk. I pulled them out. The salty stench of it tore like a razor up my nose but I couldn’t resist. Closing my eyes, I pressed my fingers to my tongue and tasted the goop.
 

“Kevin? What are you doing?”
 

My eyes popped open to see Carina had pushed herself up onto her hands. She was staring at me over her shoulder.
 

“I… I… “
Come on, Kev. Why don’t you tell her you’re tasting Sam’s cum?
 

“Did you just put your fingers into your mouth?” she asked in disbelief.
 

I was somewhere between humiliated and aroused by the question. Unable to speak, I nodded instead.
 

Carina’s eyes opened wide and the shape of her body changed, as if she were swelling with excitement. One corner of her mouth turned up in a curious smile. “And? Did you like it?” she teased.
 

It was disgusting, wasn’t it? How could I like eating another man’s cum? But I couldn’t lie to her. Everything about this was so open and honest and good. I wasn’t going to tear it all down with a lie. I nodded my head. “Yes.”
 

Carina’s expression changed again, turning into an even more delighted smile. “You want some more?” she whispered.
 

I nodded again. “Yes.”
 

Carina rolled onto her back but kept her legs in the air in a pleasant arch, the tips of her toes pressed together. Her pussy had closed, sealing in Sam’s hot gift.
 

I looked up her beautiful, curvy body. She was holding herself up on her elbows, staring back down at me. “Come on Kev,” she said in an urgent whisper. “Eat me out.”
 

The way she said it made it sound like pleeeeeeease.
 

Swallowing, I split her filthy snatch open again. Some of Sam’s jizz spilled out, trickling down towards her ass. I watched a tiny little bubble form around her puckered ass hole, then saw it drip further down and finally splat onto the mattress.
 

“Come on baby,” Carina whispered. “Please?”
 

What could I say? What could I do?
 

This time as I leaned forward, I took a deep whiff of the stench of Sam’s seed wafting up from Carina’s slopping cunt. It tore up into my brain like a line of cocaine. I sank down and slurped up a glob of it into my mouth.
 

Cleaning Carina took me to a quiet, gentle place inside myself. It felt like the world had stopped around me. The overpowering taste of the cum disappeared under the beauty of the act.
 

I lapped and slurped gulp after gulp of seed until I felt the salty bite of her pussy walls. I opened my eyes to find that I’d done a really good job. There were a few drops inside her that my tongue wasn’t long enough to get but, for the most part, I’d done it right.
 

Carina spread her legs around me and sat up. She touched a hand to my cheek and smiled down at me. I tried to get up so I could kiss her but she put her legs on my shoulders and kept me on the ground in front of her pussy.
 

Raucous laughter rang out through the cabin and the boys appeared at the door again, beers in hand. “You guys having a good time?” Sam asked.
 

All three of them smiled at the sight of me positioned in between Carina’s legs the way I was.
 

“Good,” Sam chuckled without waiting for an answer. “Come on man, we’re getting hungry out here! You guys want some food?”
 

And just like that, everything seemed normal again.
 

I waited until Carina got dressed then we both walked outside into the fresh air. The fire was on, there were burgers on the grill and the guys were laughing. Carina kissed me on the cheek and walked over to them, grabbed a beer and joined in on the fun.
 

I had a harder time bringing myself to do it. I guess having spent our whole lives together as a normal couple, whatever that means, was making it a little difficult for me to switch gears so quickly.
 

I kept feeling like I should feel worse for what I’d done, or rather, for what I’d let Carina do. But man, every damn time I thought of the way she looked when he was coming inside her, or how she’d held my hand, I couldn’t stop. I just wanted to see it again.
 

After lunch we sat around sipping beers until the sun started to set over the lake. Sam and Derek got pretty drunk while James and Carina and I talked. By six o’clock they were almost asleep in their chairs.
 

When Carina got up to go to the bathroom, James turned and gave me a funny look. “I didn’t know you were into this crazy shit, man. You never told me anything about this.”
 

I smirked and got a little embarrassed. “Shit man,” I muttered. “I didn’t know either.”
 

James was taken aback. “You mean this is the first time you’re doing this kind of thing?” he asked.
 

I nodded. “Yup. First time.”
 

“Shit, man. You’ve got balls,” James said. He let out a low whistle that drifted out over the lake and towards the coming night.
 

We sat in silence for a time. When the light in the bedroom window came on we both looked that way.
 

Carina stepped into view. Whether she meant to or not, she gave James a beautiful eyeful of her fleshy, round breasts, the nipples already stiff as she pulled off her shirt.
 

He shifted in his seat and I caught him giving me an uneasy glance.
 

A moment later it was clear that Carina had meant for James to see because she turned to face us, smiled and winked.
 

James put his beer down and stood up. He rubbed a hand across his chin and adjusted his cock. He was half-way to the porch when he turned around. “You, uh… you don’t mind? Do you?” he muttered.
 

James wasn’t nearly as dominating as Sam about it but it still provoked a powerful reaction inside me. He was asking me if I minded whether he fucked my wife, for fuck’s sake.
 

The same confusion overwhelmed me. I felt like I should say no, stand up for her honor and defend it and yet, at the same time, I wanted to follow him right inside, sit down and watch him give her the best fucking of her life.
 

The silence grew uneasy between us the longer I didn’t answer.
 

James shifted his weight from one leg to the other. He glanced at me a few times then, finally, just turned around and started walking towards the porch. “I’ll uh, I’ll be inside.”
 

Another tremor of nerves shot through me. I wasn’t sure what the feeling was but it tickled my cock. Without waiting for the go ahead, James was going to go into the cottage and fuck my wife.
 

I glanced over to see Derek and Sam passed out in their seats. The fire was low and the sky had gotten dark.
 

James stepped into the yellow glow of light coming from the bedroom. He stepped towards Carina and his hands cupped her luscious breasts, as if he were worshipping them. He gazed at them, transfixed as he ran his palms along her curves.
 

When James leaned in to kiss her, Carina instantly complied. She closed her eyes and wrapped her arms around his neck and held him close for a deep and passionate kiss.
 

That was when I realized how hard my cock was and how much I wanted to be in the room with them. A little drunk myself, I staggered up the porch steps, fell into the house, then stumbled to the bedroom door.
 

Carina had already unbuckled James’ pants and yanked them off his legs along with his boxers. His stiff cock was standing up, pointing at her as she sank down onto her knees in front of him. She didn’t even cast me a glance as I stepped into the room.
 

I slid along the wall trying to get a better view of her taking him into her mouth.
 

She stared at his cock, smiling for a while. With the tips of her fingers she traced the gnarled veins that ran along its length making it flex and bounce.
 

He was big but not as big as Sam. Nonetheless, his cock looked strong and Carina seemed excited about feeling it inside her.
 

She kissed the tip, then licked up the shaft, then popped the head into her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed in a powerful suck as she gazed up into his eyes.
 

A smirk twisted across James’ lips as he stared down at her. “Holy shit you’re just a little slut, aren’t you?” he muttered. He looked up at me shaking his head. “Your wife’s a little slut.”
 

I couldn’t hold his gaze. I looked down at Carina hoping to catch her eye but she was intensely focused on James. She put her hand at the base of his shaft and started to pump his cock into her mouth.
 

There was no hesitation or shyness this time. She just looked like she hadn’t had a dick in her mouth in years and the only thing that would make it better would be a hot shot of James’ cum dumped into her mouth.
 

She pumped him hard, sometimes smacking his balls with her fist as she worked the head of his cock with her tongue.
 

I saw his abs tighten and his nuts come up under his legs.
 

“Oh no you don’t,” he said, grabbing a fistful of her hair and yanking her off.
 

She popped off his cock with a wet smack, her mouth open wide, a mess of spit dripping out.
 

“Not before I try that sweet pussy,” James said. Without a second thought he yanked her hair to one side so she had to spin around from the pain.
 

Seeing Carina grimace nearly made me step in to stop him. Just as I was about to open my mouth she caught my eye.
 

James shoved her onto the bed and had her crawl up on her hands and legs the same way Sam had.
 

Carina mouthed a single word at me. “Don’t.”
 

My body seized up. What the fuck did she mean “don’t?” James was treating her like she was his own personal fuck toy. I mean fair’s fair and Sam certainly used her the way he wanted but this seemed excessive.
 

I looked at her again but her eyes told the same story. They were wide with fear and wonder and just looking into them made me hard. She was as scared as I was about how this was going to turn out. And she seemed just as excited about it, too.
 

When James slapped his cock against her pussy I understood a little better why she didn’t want me to step in. Each noisy, wet slap bounced around the small room.
 

She was soaked. Her pussy was dripping juice the same way it had when Sam had fucked her. She was massively turned on by him treating her the way he was.
 

Carina gasped and her eyes popped open a little wider as James pushed the bulbous, purple head of his cock past her pussy lips.
 

My stomach twisted as he paused.
 

“That’s a tight little ass hole you’ve got there,” he grunted from behind her.
 

Before Carina could say anything James pursed his lips and spat. A fat, clear gob of his hork landed just above her rectum. Pressing a thumb against her, he coaxed the glob lower until it formed a thin sheen across her puckered hole.
 

Carina’s jaw swung low and her back arched as he touched her somewhere she’d never been touched before. This time she jerked her head back.
 

James let go of her hair to let her look back at him. “Yeah? You like that?” he asked, grinning.
 

Carina bit her lip. “You know what, I don’t really… I mean, I’ve never really done that,” she said quietly.
 

James burst out laughing. Without warning he forced his dick into her tight pussy. At the same time he applied pressure to her ass with his thumb. The tip of it dipped inside.
 

Carina bucked, like an animal trying to escape.
 

James laughed again. “Yeah,” he said, his arm flexing as he pushed more of his thumb into her ass. “Right.”
 

I clawed at the wall behind me as James started fucking her pussy with his thumb in her back hole. I couldn’t stop staring at the way his finger looked buried inside her the way he had it.
 

After what seemed like reluctance, Carina got into what he was doing. Her body started swaying on the bed in time with his thrusts. The wet noise of her pussy opening and closing around him got louder as Carina started to moan.
 

As he was fucking her, James started twisting his thumb around in her ass. He popped it out, making Carina shudder, spat on her ass hole again, then shoved it back in.
 

Adrenaline coursed through my body as I watched Carina’s initial reluctance crumble and saw her become the animal she was.
 

Every once in a while she’d turn and look back at James and stare at his thumb inside her ass. Her body began to shake and her moans turned into quick, tortured bursts of sound. “Oh fuck… oh fuck… oh fuck… “ she panted. She crumpled the sheets in her fists as her orgasm closed in.
 

James kept fucking her, each thrust deeper and more commanding than the last. He spat on her again and gave her ass a slap before ramming his thumb back into her hole.
 

That sent her over the edge and made her cum.
 

Carina shrieked and shuddered, her pussy spewing hot, stick goo all over James’ cock, the excess running down her legs and onto the sheets.
 

As her body relaxed and the climax waned, James yanked his thumb out of her ass and his cock out of her pussy at the same time. His slick head sprang out slopping fat drops of her cum around the room. Without warning he sprang up onto the bed and before she could react, buried his cock head into her ass hole.
 

“Oh my God, what the fuck?!?” Carina moaned, craning her neck to look behind her.
 

“Take it, bitch,” James grunted. Bracing himself against her ass he bore down onto her driving his cock deep into her ass.
 

Carina screamed. Her body sank down onto the bed. Her expression changed from shock to awe to wonder and then her eyes closed.
 

Holy fuck. She looked like she was actually enjoying herself. She was enjoying the feeling of his cock in her ass.
 

After a few more thrusts James’ body started moving in fitful jerks. His cock flexed. He shouted as his body started dumping splash after splash of hot load into her ass.
 

I watched the whole thing. Time seemed to slow down. The motion of James’ body above her was as mesmerizing as a lava lamp in a dimly lit room.
 

James shuddered as his climax left him. He stroked out a few more casual thrusts into Carina, then pulled his cock out. It was slick and dripping with cum. He stepped off the bed and grabbed a fistful of her hair and turned her around.
 

Carina seemed to understand what he wanted from her. She scrambled off the bed and onto her knees on the floor. She was wincing from the pain of having her hair yanked but didn’t seem put out by it.
 

I held my breath as James took his cock in hand and started feeding it into her mouth.
 

She grimaced at first, her distaste obvious at having to slurp up the flagging, meaty pole. But she played along. She played along and as soon as she got a taste of it she was like a bitch in heat.
 

She wrapped her hand around the base of the shaft to hold it. Then she started licking and sucking him, cleaning it off in noisy, hungry slurps until it was a glistening rod of flesh, ready to be used again.
 

James stared at her as she licked the last drops of semen from the tip, then let go of her hair. He looked up at me and shook his head. “Fuck man,” he muttered. “You are one lucky guy. She is fucking filthy.” He stepped away with a smirk.
 

Carina stayed on her knees, panting and licking her lips. A wet, messy fart squirted out of her ass spilling still warm seed onto the hardwood floor.
 

As James walked towards the door I saw that Derek and Sam had woken up and had been standing there watching. As soon as he pushed past them they stumbled outside, bleary eyed and obviously still drunk.
 

When Sam pushed his shorts down I thought Carina was going to say enough is enough. Instead, she scrambled over to where he was standing and slurped his half-hard cock into her mouth.
 

Sam took a while to cum. He had a hard time keeping his hard on, probably because of how much booze he’d had. He didn’t give up, though. This time, when he was ready, he pulled his cock out of Carina’s pussy and shot his load all over her face.
 

He had a thick load. Every time I thought that was the last of it another burst would come swelling out of his cock. He slathered her in white cream, then slapped his cock against her cheek before stepping away to give Derek a turn.
 

Derek shoved his cock into her mouth as Sam’s cum ran down her face.
 

Carina tried to wipe it out of her eyes but he slapped her hand away.
 

Grabbing her by the hair, he started fucking her mouth. After a while he brought her closer, shoving the head of his cock into her throat. She gagged on it a few times but never pushed away.
 

By the time he was done most of the cum had dripped off her face onto her shoulders and neck and tits. Derek’s ass tightened. He grabbed the base of his cock and gave it a few quick jerks, pumping seed into her mouth. After a moment he stepped back, his cock falling out, a long strand of bile and seed and drool clinging to the tip.
 

He let Carina swallow what he’d fucked into her face, then gave her his dick again to clean off.
 

Like a good little whore she licked all along each side of it. She got the underside and the top, then polished off the head of his knob before spitting him out.
 

Out in the living room, James was already snoring on the couch.
 

Derek left without a word.
 

Carina crawled her way up onto the bed. She was so exhausted from being fucked so long and hard that she didn’t even care that she was covered in cum.
 

After a few minutes of staring at her I slid softly along the wall and flicked the light off. I didn’t know something so revolting could be so hot but it was. I was hard as a rock. All I wanted was to bury myself inside her pussy and make her mine.
 

I settled above her on the bed, holding my cock, and spread her thighs gently apart.
 

Her soft pink gash beckoned. No one had come into her pussy that night and it felt kind of special that I was going to be the one to do it.
 

Carina stirred.
 

I hadn’t even realized she’d fallen asleep.
 

“What are you doing?” she muttered, barely able to open her eyes that were almost sealed shut from the cum.
 

“I thought… I need you, baby,” I whispered, pressing my cock against her pussy lips.
 

Carina shook her head and found the strength to crawl away. “Oh honey, I’m sorry, I’m so sleepy,” she muttered. Pulling the covers over her filthy, used body, she curled up with her back towards me and passed out.
 

I can’t explain the frustration I felt in that moment. Every sick and twisted fantasy I’d ever had felt like it was crammed into my nuts and cock just begging to burst out.
 

Jealousy screamed up my body. How the fuck was she not too tired to let those fucking guys take her and yet she couldn’t stay awake for a little while longer to let me have a fucking turn?!?
 

Anger and betrayal churned inside me.
 

And yet…
I didn’t want to break this. I didn’t want to wake her up and turn this into more than it was. I wanted this crazy, amazing thing that I’d just watched to stay untainted by my childish impulses.
 

But holy fuck I needed to come.
 

I touched her shoulder. “Baby?” I whispered.
 

“Hmm?” Carina purred through the haze of a half-sleep.
 

“Do you mind if I… do you mind if I finish myself off?”
 

Carina’s lips cracked into a soft smile. She shook her head. “No, baby. You go ahead.”
 

Lust surged through me. I grabbed my cock in a fist and started to pump. Every memory, every vision of what had happened that night raced through my head seemingly all at the same time.
 

A minute later cum surged through my shaft.
 

Carina even wiggled her ass for me as the first thick blast of nut splashed against her plush behind.
 

I grunted and groaned and writhed above her, quietly as I could. I didn’t want to wake the whole house.
 

The orgasm felt like thunder roaring inside me.
 

As soon as it was over I fell down beside her on the mattress and passed out.
 






Chapter 14

 


I woke up to the sound of birds chirping outside and Carina moaning somewhere in the distance. My head was pounding and my eyelids felt heavy and for a few seconds I couldn’t remember where I was.
 

Reality came washing over me like an ocean wave crashing against the shore, carrying the same visions from the night before.
 

As her moans grew louder, I scrambled up off the bed and stumbled towards the door of the room. My heart started pounding at what I saw.
 

All three of the guys were naked and Carina was, too. They looked like they’d been up for hours. James and Sam were sitting on the couch, beers in hand, unshaven and bleary-eyed from drinking all night.
 

Derek had a hard-on. His cock was fat and veiny and his nuts sagged between his legs.
 

And Carina?
 

Carina.
 

Fucking Carina.
 

Carina was tied to the fucking table. Actually tied up.
 

I walked out into the room not even realizing I was still naked. The rancid stench of stale beer and semen and Carina’s hot juice from between her legs filled the air. I looked at James and Sam, then at Derek. “What the fuck is going on?” I whispered.
 

James and Sam turned to look at me. Their heads lolled to one side, then the other as they burst into chuckles. Sam grabbed his dick. “What’s it look like, man? Just having a little fun with your wife.”
 

The shot of jealousy rushed through me like I’d snorted another line of cocaine.
 

Derek didn’t even pay any attention to me. Still choking his fat cock, he stepped up behind Carina and gave her pussy a slap. She jerked on the table and moaned.
 

“Hey!” I shouted, piercing everyone’s bubble with my sharp voice.
 

They didn’t care. Sam and James chuckled again and Derek was busy worming his cock into my wife.
 

I thought of shoving him out of the way but I didn’t. I don’t know why. I walked around the table instead and knelt down so I could look into Carina’s eyes.
 

She looked just as drunk and drugged out as the rest of them. She hadn’t showered and there were still splotches of dry cum covering her face. As our eyes met, she smiled. “Hey baby,” she said, her voice a drunken slur.
 

I was shaking inside but I steeled myself for what I was about to say. The word, that word, the word she’d told me I could use to stop all this lingered on the tip of my tongue.
 

Nightingale.
 

“Are you okay?”
 

Why that came out instead I don’t think I’ll ever know.
 

Carina giggled. Her eyes widened for a moment as Derek’s cock snaked into her pussy. Her jaw dropped as he hardened at her wetness. She let out a soft sigh. Beneath her the table started to move as Derek began his fuck.
 

With Carina’s body jolting in front of me at each of Derek’s rough thrusts I grabbed her hand. The rope around her wrist had been tied to the leg of the table and she couldn’t move her arm.
 

I took a breath. “Do you want me to stop this? Do you want this to stop?” I asked, my voice shaking.
 

Carina sighed again and smiled. A low moan rolled out of her at the pleasure of Derek’s dick between her legs.
 

My cock swelled with blood.
 

Carina opened her mouth to speak. Her eyelids moved lazily over her eyes. She took a breath and held it, as if trying to decide.
 

Derek rammed deep into her and it made her grunt.
 

Her eyes focused on mine and for a moment she seemed clear-headed and sober. “Soon, baby,” she whispered. “Soon.”
 

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Carina was drunk and spent and tired and still she didn’t want it to end.
 

Was this where I was supposed to step in and take charge? Did I say the word? Did I make Derek pull out and tell the other guys to put their clothes on? Should I pile us into the car and drive the fuck out of there?
 

Maybe.
 

Maybe that’s what I should have done.
 

Instead, I squeezed her hand, crawled back until I was pressed up against the wall. I looked up at the snarl twisted across Derek’s face and wrapped a hand around my cock.
 

Carina started moaning and wrestling against the ropes that were tying her down.
 

Derek’s body slammed against her ass, his hands on her hips to hold her down.
 

My heart lurched and I crawled sideways across the room, ignoring Sam and James as they watched me and laughed. I needed to see what it looked like. I needed to see Derek’s dark cock gliding in and out of her tight snatch.
 

Each vein of his thick, long, wet member glistened in the morning light. Each time he sawed into her, her pussy would make a sticky, slurpy sound as it swallowed him up.
 

The lips of her cunt were tight around his dark shaft, her labia taking the contours of his cock as he pushed in and out.
 

I started stroking my hard on. After the climax I’d had the night before, I didn’t know if there was anything left for me to blow out but I needed the feeling of another orgasm like an addict needs another line.
 

I needed to feel the pinch of expulsion between my legs and the flood of goodness it sent up into my brain.
 

Derek’s thrusts got faster. The table started sliding across the floor.
 

Carina lay there, taking him like a good little slut, her tits smashed against the tabletop.
 

As Derek got close his lips tightened. He grunted.
 

I thought of saying something again, telling him to pull out.
 

I couldn’t. I needed to see him fuck her full again as much as I needed to come.
 

His thrusts slowed. His balls sucked up. As he slid his cock out of her I saw it harden, then pulse. Derek roared above her and his body exploded back into a hard fuck.
 

Pleasure seared through me as I watched his cock spewing into the deepest parts of her cunt. Over and over he slammed into her delivering his hot load into her unprotected womb. Cum started to spill down her legs and I knew she was so full there was no more room left inside her anymore.
 

I was so fixated on staring at his seeding muscle delivering its load that I didn’t notice Sam had stepped up behind him until Derek stepped away. As his cock slopped out, drooling cream onto the floor, Sam stepped in between her legs and took his place.
 

My body went rigid with excitement.
 

Sam’s cock was hard and long and he pierced into her easily with how wet she was. He started fucking her hard right away and I knew I didn’t have long to wait.
 

Carina emitted a few pleasured grunts as he stiffened inside her, too.
 

Then he shouted above her and slammed his cock deep and fast. Instead of working out his cum by stroking in and out of her, Sam held himself inside. He grinned and grimaced and his hips twisted a little but mostly he just kept himself buried in her cunt.
 

I couldn’t see it happening but I knew his cock was pulsing inside her, retching splash after splash of hot cum into Derek’s pool. When he crested, he slid out slowly and shook his cock with his hand before falling out.
 

A river of white gunk frothed out of Carina’s pussy.
 

James stepped up and plugged her hole.
 

My mind swirled as adrenaline and jealousy and lust and paranoia coursed through my veins. This was so filthy and so wrong. Not just Carina letting them fuck her bareback but me letting it happen.
 

And still I couldn’t look away. I kept pumping my cock.
 

James finished the quickest of the three of them. It only took a minute or so before he was slamming against her, drenching the inside of her with his load.
 

He fell out, stuffed himself back inside to try to squeeze a little more happy out of the end of his cock but it was too late. He was drunk and sleepy and he stumbled back and nearly fell on his ass.
 

The other guys laughed.
 

I scrambled to my feet.
 

Staggering sideways I came up behind her and stared at her sopping, desecrated hole. Cum just kept spilling out of her and I watched it dropping in fat splats onto the floor. I knew what I had to do.
 

I stepped between her legs the same way the others had. With my cock in hand, I slipped into her hot pussy. A shudder raced up my back at the feeling of dipping my cock into the living cesspool of cum inside her.
 

My face went red as I stabbed my prick into her stretched flesh. The tickle between my legs tightened.
 

Carina turned her head and smiled. “Come on baby. Yeah,” she slurred.
 

Sam chuckled behind me. “Yeah bud, come on. Time to blow away the competition!”
 

The guys all burst into laughter.
 

A brief swell of humiliation drowned in the pleasure that soaked up my spine. My climax erupted at the base of my brain making me shout and roar.
 

The guys cheered behind me.
 

Carina joined them, bursting into soft chuckles as I fucked out my climax into her pussy.
 

The vision of what was happening inside her flashed through my mind. I drove myself deep, trying to penetrate her deeper than any of them had gone. I knew I couldn’t. I wasn’t nearly as long as Sam, or as thick as Derek. Still, my body knew it had to try.
 

This was nature at its most primal. The first competition that started a chain reaction that decided which genes would carry on and which would shrivel and die.
 

I fucked her with everything I had.
 

The climax retreated, then sucked back, taking all the air out of the room with it.
 

Suddenly I was standing naked, my soft cock hanging between my legs. Carina was wriggling in front of me. Derek and James and Sam had settled back onto the couch. James and Derek were trying to have another beer but could barely point the bottles at their mouths.
 

Sam had passed out.
 

I swayed around the table and sank down onto my knees in front of Carina. As I touched her cheek with my fingers she opened her eyes. Another smiled curled the corners of her mouth.
 

“Baby?” I whispered. “Are you alright?”
 

She smirked. “I guess,” she said, her eyelids drifting shut. “No. I’m fine.”
 

I squeezed her hand and started to untie the rope around her wrist.
 

This made her open her eyes. “Whatcha doin?” she asked quietly.
 

I took a deep breath. It was time. 
 

“Nightingale.”
 

The smile faded from her lips. It was as if hearing the word had broken some spell, some trance all the drinking and fucking had lulled her into. She seemed to come to, to realize who she was and what had happened. A tear formed at the corner of her eye and ran down her cheek.
 

My fingers worked at the knots, untying the ropes and letting them fall to the ground. I stood up behind her, eased her off the table and helped her walk to the bedroom.
 

Her legs nearly gave out but she made it.
 

I laid her down gently on the mattress, then slipped the covers over her and got up to draw the blinds.
 

Carina sniffled a few times.
 

I laid down on the bed behind her and wrapped my arms around her chest.
 

“It’s okay, baby. Everything’s going to be alright.”
 

I didn’t even know if I was lying or not. This had been crazy. No matter what happened it was time for this to be over. It was time to go home.
 






Epilogue

 


It took the rest of the day and the whole night for everyone to sober up. Dawn breaking the next day felt good. The sky was blue and the sun was bright and the hard edges of everything that had happened had already been rubbed a little soft by time.
 

Carina showered as I packed the car.
 

The guys milled around.
 

Sam got the fire lit and stared into it.
 

James thumbed through his phone.
 

Derek paced down by the water. Every so often he looked over, as if he wanted to say something but he didn’t come up until we were all packed up and ready to go.
 

When Carina emerged everyone came closer, all of them looking anywhere but right into my eyes.
 

We stood there in silence for a while before Sam spoke up. “I uh… we, uh, we got you something. Er, made it, sort of.”
 

I frowned. It was a strangely sentimental remark, coming from Sam. He wasn’t usually like that. “You did?”
 

Derek stepped forward. He pulled a long, sturdy stick out from behind his back. Taking it in both hands, he handed it to me like he was giving me a sword.
 

I took it and turned it around. They’d each etched their names into it and the year. Someone had etched a heart with Carina+Kevin in it.
 

I smirked. It was the weirdest, cheesiest way for them to say “thanks” and “sorry” and “hope you’re not mad” all at the same time.
 

I looked at each of them but they could only glance up, looking at me from the corners of their eyes before turning their gazes back towards the ground.
 

I hate being put on the spot like that. Like it was all up to me to make it okay. I could have stopped it. I could have told them “no.” I was just as guilty as the rest of them.
 

Carina, too.
 

“Alright you fuckers,” I muttered. “Thanks. But I don’t think a stick is gonna cut it. I think beers are on you guys for a looooong time.”
 

There was a moment of silence and I thought the joke was going to flop.
 

Then James cracked a smile. Sam beamed and let out a guffaw. It caught and Derek started to laugh.
 

I looked at Carina. She was all fresh and clean and her cheeks were rosy and she was smiling the way she’d smiled when we first got there. Hearing the other guys laugh made her start to giggle.
 

A few moments later everyone was holding onto something, a chair, the porch steps, the picnic table, and laughing their asses off.
 

It was good. Cathartic and finalizing. A funeral by laughter for everything that had happened.
 

I shook hands with the boys and Carina gave each of them a very modest, very reserved hug before we clambered into the car.
 

The first few hours of the drive passed in silence as we each mulled over what had happened over the days we’d been there. It wasn’t until we stopped for gas and coffee, then hit the road again, that I felt like we could talk.
 

“So?” I asked, glancing over at her, the blacktop freeway disappearing beneath the car.
 

“So?” she echoed quietly.
 

“That was fucked.”
 

Carina smiled and shook her head. “That was totally fucked.”
 

My stomach twisted at the question I was about to ask. I could barely get it out. “You think… you think it’s going to be alright?”
 

Carina looked down at her belly.
 

Fresh jealousy swelled at the thought of what might be happening inside her already.
 

She breathed deeply, exhaled, then set her mouth in a smile, as if resolving that no matter what, everything would be alright. “Everything’s going to be fine,” she said.
 

I nodded.
 

It was what it was, after all.
 

Everything was going to be fine.
 





Everything ended up fine. In fact, it ended up more than fine, though there were a few terror filled days before that. Carina missed her period that month.
 

I’ll never forget shaking outside the bathroom door as she took the test. I’ll never forget the tears in her eyes as she emerged, or the way holding her felt.
 

I’ll never forget sitting in the clinic waiting for the results of the paternity test, either, or the immense feeling of relief that swept over me when we found out the baby was mine.
 

We went for dinner that night and talked about the future, Carina glowing with how happy she was to be pregnant.
 

After we got home we were both horny as fuck and tumbled into bed.
 

For the most part we hadn’t mentioned the week at the cottage or the guys or anything else that had happened.
 

But as I slipped between Carina’s thighs, my cock hard and ready to be swallowed up by her hot pussy, she lifted her head up and pressed her cheek against mine.
 

My dick went rigid against her soft, wet slit.
 

“You want to play ‘let’s pretend?’” Carina whispered with a smile.
 

I slipped the head of my cock into her cunt.
 

“I guess that’s a yes,” she teased, running her fingers down my back. “Let’s pretend it’s not you between my legs.”
 

My cock flexed.
 

Carina purred her approval. “Let’s pretend it’s… hmm, Sam that’s about to fuck me. He’s got no condom on and oops! I forgot to take my pill. And you know what else?”
 

My whole body went stiff on top of her. “What?” I breathed.
 

“He hasn’t had sex in weeks. I can’t even imagine how much he’s going to spill into me when he cums.”
 

The memory of her pussy dripping with Sam’s cock flooded through my mind, drenching me in pleasure. I grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked her head back, exposing her neck.
 

Carina gasped. Her legs spread open wider. She dug her nails into my ass and pulled me close.
 

I roared with pleasure as her wet heat slipped around me as I drove myself into my wife

THE END
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Jessie Gets a Job: A Hotwife Story


Scott chooses the wrong time to mention money problems to his spendy wife.

A drunken night alone leads to a chance discovery of how to make easy money online.

Jess' reaction to his "joke" suggestion of selling her underwear online, is unexpected.

As she plunges down the rabbit hole of online sex work, Scott's paranoia grows, along with his arousal.

Will the two ever make it out? Or is their marriage doomed to crumble?


Helping Mrs. Masters: A Hotwife Story


Sam Jones returns to his old home for a house-sitting gig.

His neighbour, Laura Masters, is just as attractive as he remembers her.

When she asks for a favour, Sam discovers a side of her that he never knew existed and something about himself, too.

His fantasy becomes and obsession. Will Sam ever be the same again?


For Better or For Worse: A Hotwife Romance


Luke Sikorski has a beautiful wife and a life he loves.

Revealing his desire to see his wife with another man upsets the balance, sending the couple on a roller coaster ride.

When Katarina's former lover reveals her lascivious past, Luke is shaken but more aroused than ever.

Will the two be able to find a new understanding and keep their vows?


Hotwife: A Novel

When he sees his wife flirting with a co-worker, Jack feels a strange desire.

Things heat up as the couple explore the boundaries of their relationship.

But after an encounter goes awry, will Jack be able to get back in the game and enjoy his hot wife?


An HEA romantic hotwife fantasy that's low on cuck and high on excitement.

Love Cage
David has the perfect life but can't leave well enough alone.

He complains to his wife about her lack of enthusiasm in the bedroom.

As Victoria tries to adjust to his needs, David finds himself getting more than he bargained for.

Will the two be able to strike a balance between the comfortable life they had and their hot new lifestyle?

Taking Her Back

An innocent remark at a party unveils Mark and Keira's hidden desires. 

Unsure at first, the two finally plunge head-first into the hotwife lifestyle. 

As the two progress along their journey a happy balance becomes difficult to find. 

Will Mark succeed at taking back his wife?

Slightly Used

John Dempster finally connects with an old crush. He's shocked to learn she's not at all who he thought she was. 

Christine's party lifestyle is a far cry from the woman he remembers. John is surprised at his own reaction to seeing her with other men. 

But the attraction he felt is still as strong as ever. As more of Christine's lifestyle is revealed John is faced with a difficult choice. 

Can he be the man she needs? Or will their relationship flounder as he tries to be the man she seems to want?



The Sowing Song


Adam wants nothing but happiness for Milena, his bride-to-be. 

When she begs him that they get married in her tiny, isolated village half-way across the world, he can't say no. 

His discovery of the marriage rites Milena must perform lead him down a dark but thrilling path. 

Will Adam be able to endure the week-long ritual? Will he hear the Sowing Song sung?


The Summer House


When Rob overhears his wife Val telling her friend he's not paying enough attention to their marriage he's shocked into action.
 
A romantic evening out to try and patch things up leads to an enthusiastic romp that convinces him he must do more for his wife. 

Val's been talking about a summer house since they first met and Rob finds the perfect one to rent. 

Viktor, the handsome owner, has an eye for Val as soon as they meet. Will Rob be able to put his jealousy aside and live out their newly discovered fantasy?




Dear Diary : A Hotwife Fantasy 

Sam and Kate Parsons have a good life but he wants more attention from his wife. 

When she leaves her diary out, he can't resist the urge to peak inside. 

Her writing reveals a secret about the reason their friends are splitting up: a sexual misadventure that derailed their marriage. 

When Sam confronts Kate about what she wrote, the two embark on a hotwife journey that leads them to the vacation of their life. 

Will their marriage be able to survive? 


The Village Wife: A Hotwife Fantasy


Reg and Jenny have a traditional marriage. He's taught his younger wife to obey and submit to him, as his needs require. 

Their move to the quiet village of Dunning seems perfect for the next step in their life. 

When their new friends mistake Jenny's anklet, a gift from Reg, as the sign of an alternative lifestyle, Reg finds himself too aroused to fend off their advances. 

Jenny only wants to make her husband happy. Reg wants them both to be happy too, but can't control his voyeuristic desires. 

Will he be able to control his urge? Or will Jenny become the village wife? 


Yes : A Hotwife Romance 

When his wife receives a friendly massage, Charlie discovers a hidden lust.

After sharing his fantasy with Angie, he's thrilled at her interest but unnerved by her eagerness to try it.

Charlie leads the couple on an erotic journey of voyeurism and wife-sharing.

But will Angie's enthusiasm turn the heat up too high for their marriage?





A Week at the Beach : A Hotwife Romance 

When Samantha can't get pregnant, Andrew books a vacation to a sunny destination hoping it might help them relax. 

From the moment they arrive he notices a change in his wife's behaviour. Inspired by her new sense of mischeif, he confesses to his fantasy of seeing her with another man. 

Samantha is shocked at first, but seems much more enthusiastic about the idea after they befriend the big, black Chef Bastian. 

As the couple explore their desires, Andrew keeps a darker secret hidden, all the while wondering just how far his wife will go. 

An fun-in-the-sun wifesharing story.
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