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Catherine's Company Retreat













      “It won’t be that bad,” Catherine said, packing her backpack next to mine.

“Babe, I’m forty years old. My days of wanting to sleep on the ground in a tent are over. I like a mattress…and air conditioning,” I replied. I was eight years older than my wife of twelve years.

“I know. But it’s only for a few nights. It’ll be fun. Besides, there’ll be lots of drinking. You can just drink enough to forget that you’re not home in bed.”

“I do like drinking,” I acquiesced. I wasn’t really going to make a big deal about the trip. I adored my wife, and I was committed to our marriage. Going camping for a few days on her work retreat wasn’t that much of a sacrifice for our relationship. Besides, I knew a few of her coworkers and was looking forward to seeing them.

With our bags, a cooler full of liquor and wine, and our tent loaded in the car, we started the two-hour trip to the lake hosting the retreat. In all, there were probably going to be about fifty people there including spouses. There were parties planned for both Friday and Saturday night. The requirement for Friday and Saturday during the days was to take part in one of the many activities available around the lake, provided that you did it with at least two coworkers from another department you didn’t interact with during your day to day.

Halfway to our destination, the air conditioning in our car stopped working. It was unseasonably hot for April, so soon Catherine and I were sweating like crazy. She finally gave up and grabbed her bag from the back seat. She pulled out her bikini and a pair of cutoffs to change into as we drove down the road. As she did her best to change without putting on a show for the other travelers on the road, I couldn’t help but ogle her. Even after twelve years of marriage, I still couldn’t get enough of looking at her. I couldn’t believe that I was the only man to ever have had the privilege of sleeping with her.

“Damn, you’re gorgeous,” I marveled, looking at her naked chest.

“What? You like these?” she teased, showing off her inarguably perfect breasts.

“Don’t make me pull this car over young lady,” I joked.

Just as we were having our laugh, a car with a young man in the passenger seat passed us, giving him a perfect view of Catherine’s tits. Catherine’s eyes bugged out when she saw him staring wide-eyed at her. She quickly covered her chest. I slowed the car, robbing the voyeur of seeing any more. Catherine shrank in her seat.

“Oh, god,” she sighed. “I recognize him. I can’t remember his name, but he works in the warehouse. Oh shit.”

I couldn’t help but laugh as Catherine quickly put her bikini top on. “Don’t worry about it. It’s no big deal. And besides, you have perfect tits. You should show them off as much as humanly possible.”

That did not amuse Catherine. “Steve! From his angle it looked like I was doing just that! Shaking my tits for him as he drove by!”

I abandoned the humorous approach. “Don’t worry about it. I’m sure it will be fine. It was an accident. No big deal. We’re all grownups.”

“Grownups? He’s like twenty.”

I patted her leg and offered a sympathetic smile. For most of the rest of the trip, Catherine had her nose buried in one of the romance novels she was forever reading. I’d always found it strange that despite the fact that Catherine wasn’t particularly adventurous in bed, she had a penchant for what was essentially porn. I skimmed them every now and then to see what she was reading and some of them were pretty damn racy. I used to poke fun at her about it, but it got boring. I also used to try to get her to do some of the things she read about in her books, but that was also a fruitless pursuit.

As we got closer to our destination, the air got mercifully cooler as the altitude changed. Catherine put on a t-shirt over her bikini top. When we reached our destination late morning, we discovered that we had to hike about a quarter mile to our assigned campsite. The campsites were scattered around the edge of a large lake that had a shoreline of several hundred miles. Several sites were grouped near the lodge at the center of the property. Others were scattered in groups of twos, threes, or fours stretching outward. Ours happened to be among the most isolated. There was only one other campsite in sight of ours, about twenty-five yards away. I could see two men setting up a large, twelve-person tent.

Catherine and I got to work setting up camp. As I was situating things in our little four-person tent, I heard voices outside.

“Hi, I’m Ken,” one voice said.

“Rob,” another said.

“Catherine,” I heard my wife say.

There was something odd about the tone of her voice. I peeked out of the little window in the side of the tent and as fate would have it, immediately recognized one of the young men as being the passenger in the car that got a gander at Catherine’s goods. No wonder her voice sounded strange.

“Oh my god, it’s you!” Ken exclaimed. Catherine hung her head and Rob looked confused.  “Dude! It’s the topless chick I saw on the way over here. He didn’t believe me,” Ken carried on. “I told him I saw a naked chick in the car on the way up here and he told me I was full of shit.”

“Oh my god, I’m so humiliated,” Catherine said mostly to herself. “Listen, that was an accident. You weren’t meant to see that. I don’t go around flashing people. That was supposed to be only for my husband.”

“Dude, you’ve got nothing to worry about. Your tits are perfect. Seriously.”

“Now I’m kind of bummed I didn’t get to see them,” Rob lamented suggestively.

Those knuckleheads obviously didn’t know I was ten feet away in the tent and could hear every word I was saying.

“Sorry,” Catherine replied facetiously.

“Come on, man. You could give us just a quick peek,” Ken urged. “It’s not fair that I got to see them, and my boy didn’t. They – and you - are so amazing.” I could tell Ken knew he had no chance but was having fun flirting with my wife anyway. It really was more charming than it sounds on paper.

Despite the fact that I was enjoying the scene immensely, I decided to rescue my wife from her nightmare and stepped out of the tent. “I agree,” I announced, making my presence known. Both Rob and Ken had “oh shit” written all over their faces. “They are, indeed, absolutely perfect.”

“Shit, dude. I’m sorry. Didn’t know you were there,” Ken stammered.

I extended my hand. “No worries.”

Ken and Rob helped us finish setting up camp and turned out to be surprisingly nice guys once you got past their youthful bravado. When we were done, they had us over to their oversized tent for a beer. According to them, they camped out with several friends regularly, hence the large tent despite the fact that there were only two of them on this trip. They invited Catherine and I to join them water skiing for their required activity for the day. I didn’t know what they were planning to do about a second person from another department from their end, but Ken and Rob didn’t strike me being terribly concerned about it. Catherine looked excited about their offer, but I politely declined. My plan was to avoid as many of the actual activities as possible other than the twelve-ounce curl. Plus, I don’t like the water. I told Catherine to go ahead, and I’d keep an eye on things back at camp. In other words, I was going to hang out and get drunk. We walked back to camp and Catherine grabbed a bottle of wine to take with her. I succeeded in my goal of achieving the perfect afternoon buzz before laying down in the tent to take a nap. I don’t think I’d been asleep too long when I was startled awake to Catherine going down on me. At first, I thought I was dreaming.

“I need you to fuck me,” Catherine whispered urgently. As she took my cock back in her mouth, she pushed her cutoffs and bikini bottom over her ass. Kicking them off with her feet, she mounted me, groaning as she slid down dick. I grabbed her t-shirt, and she joined me in lifting it over her head. “Yes, fuck me,” she panted. I noticed two things. First, and I wasn’t complaining, but she was way more animated than usual. Second, her bikini top was missing.

“Babe, where’s your top?” I asked.

“In the lake,” she hurried to say, fixated on grinding on top of me, obviously eager to come. “Fuck yes. Fuck me.”

“Did Rob and Ken see you topless again?” I asked.

“Yes,” she whimpered, nearing her goal. “Fuck. I’m gonna come.”

Catherine rode me harder than she ever had our entire relationship as she orgasmed. Finally satisfied, she collapsed onto my chest.

“I’m confused,” I said. “I don’t understand what the hell is going on. How did your top end up in the lake?”

“It fell off when I wiped out waterskiing.”

“And why are you so damn horny?”

Catherine slid down my chest and got in position to go down on me again. “Don’t be mad, okay? Nothing happened.”

“What do you mean, nothing happened?” I challenged as she licked my shaft.

“I just flirted with them a little. It was fun being topless in front of them. They were very appreciative.”

“I bet they were.” Catherine started sucking my cock in earnest. “So, you just stayed topless?” Catherine nodded and hummed her affirmation onto my cock. It felt really good. “Did they try anything?”

Catherine hummed again before coming up for air. “Of course, they did, but I shut them down. We just flirted a bit.”

“What do you mean flirted?”

Catherine stroked my cock. “We rubbed some coconut oil on each other.”

“Oh fuck,” I groaned at the mental image of two fit young men rubbing oil over my wife’s body. Catherine looked at me half surprised at my obvious arousal. I think I was more surprised than she was at the idea of her being touched by someone else having such an effect on me. “They put their hands on you?” I asked. My tone conveyed my tentative interest in hearing more.

Catherine nodded, still stroking me. “I’m sorry.”

“Ooo, fuck,” I growled. “Where?”

“On the boat.”

“I mean where on your body?”

“Just my shoulders and back and things.”

I was getting close to coming. What “things” I wondered.

“I’m sorry,” Catherine apologized again. “It was just a little harmless fun.”

She went back to getting me off as I kept the image of Ken and Rob rubbing coconut oil on her in my mind. I didn’t ask if they touched her breasts. I was a little scared to know. More accurately, I was a little scared to think that I might enjoy the thought of it. It wasn’t long before I came in her mouth, unable to prevent myself from imagining Rob and Ken each latching onto one of Catherine’s nipples.

“Are you mad?” she asked.

“I don’t think so. I mean, I can’t remember the last time you came at me like that. I sure as hell don’t remember the last time you let me come in your mouth. What’s not to like?”

“So, you’re okay that I flirted with Ken and Rob?”

“It would seem so,” I said, looking down at my spent dick. “Just, you know, don’t cheat on me.” I felt foolish even saying it.

“Duh. You know I would never do that. Oh, that reminds me. They want me to go hiking with them tomorrow. You’re invited, too.”

“Hmm,” I thought, debating if I wanted to actually exert myself.

Catherine started gathering some things to take with her to the showers. “Maybe I’ll flirt some more,” she smiled as she exited the tent. After she was gone, I had a few moments to collect myself and process what had just happened. The more I thought about it, the hornier I got. By the time Catherine got back, I was jerking off.

“Wow,” she grinned wickedly. “Something really got into you!” I looked at her, a little embarrassed, but not enough to avert my gaze from her body. “I have some pictures,” she said. “Would you like to see?”

I nodded. Catherine laid down next to me and opened her phone. The first few pictures were obviously taken by her. Ken and Rob were shirtless and wearing rather tight-fitting shorts that only extended a few inches or so down their thighs. They weren’t speedos, but they were first cousins of speedos. The next photos were obviously taken right after Catherine lost her top in the water. In one, she was trying to cover herself with one arm while reaching for the phone with the other. In another, she had obviously given up and was looking up at the camera with a jokingly defeated look on her face, still covering herself. Some time had obviously passed before the next series of photos. Catherine was laughing, no longer bothering to cover herself. Her skin was glistening with oil, and she was drinking what I assumed to be wine from a plastic cup.

“Fuck,” I groaned, still stroking myself.

Catherine looked at me knowingly and scrolled to the next picture. She was standing next to Rob posing with their arms around each other’s waists. It was the kind of pose you would take for a polite family photo, except Catherine was topless and they were both covered in coconut oil. I could still smell it on her, even after her shower.  There was a similar photo with Ken, except they both seemed to be laughing hysterically at something.

“Are you ready for the next one?”

I nodded, still gripping my cock. Catherine scrolled to the next photo. Rob was standing behind her reaching around and holding her breasts in his hands.

“Fuck,” I growled.

Catherine scrolled to the next photo. She was in the same pose with Ken, except I could see one of her nipples pinched slightly between his fingers. Catherine’s head was turned, and she had her lips pursed. I took Catherine’s hand and placed it on my dick. She took over stroking me and I scrolled to the next picture. It was with Ken again. Catherine had her back to the camera and was up on her tiptoes, her arms around Ken’s neck, and looking back at the camera with her lips pursed in a playful surprised expression. It was obvious that her breasts were pressed into Ken’s chest. Ken’s hands were firmly gripping my wife’s nearly bare ass, only covered by the thong of her white bikini. The next was a little upsetting. Catherine and Ken were hugging, the side of my wife’s face pressed to Ken’s chest. They were both smiling big for the camera. They looked like a couple. I almost came at the sight of it but I held back. I wanted to see the photos through to the end.

 The last photo was a spoof of the photos of Ken and Rob standing behind Catherine with their hands on her breasts. The difference was Catherine was standing behind Ken with her hands covering his chest. You couldn’t see Catherine’s face, she was hidden behind Ken, but Ken was laughing. The startling thing about the photo, though, was the bulge in Ken’s shorts. They were so tight that you could clearly make out the shaft of his cock extending outward toward his left hip. You could even almost make out the mushroom shape of the head. Catherine looked at me lustfully, stroking my cock with purpose.

“Did you touch him?” I panted.

Catherine shook her head.

“Did you want to?” I asked.

She didn’t reply. She slid further down my side and leaned over to take my cock in her mouth. She got on her knees between my legs and sucked me until I came for the second time that afternoon. We didn’t speak any more of it.

That night at the party, I got a firsthand view of Catherine’s flirting. Everyone from the company was gathered around a large campfire in a large clearing by the lake. There was music blaring and lots of alcohol. Catherine and I mingled and danced until I needed a break and took a seat. I watched as Ken took Catherine by the hand to the edge of the bonfire and danced with her. At first, they kept a respectable distance. Over the course of a few songs, however, they grew closer until they had they were flirting pretty heavily. Ken ran his hand down along the side of Catherine’s sundress, past her hips and back up, almost grazing her ass. Catherine moved her hands along Ken’s muscular chest through his admittedly well-fitting t-shirt and ran her fingers through the back of his hair. My cock was getting hard watching them. It wasn’t too overtly sexual, but despite the fact that my libido was enjoying it, it was enough that I was starting to feel self-conscious about what Catherine’s coworkers might be thinking. I felt a twinge of jealousy creeping up as well. I stood up and politely cut in, pulling my wife close.

“It’s time to go. I’m taking you back to the tent and fucking you,” I whispered sternly in her ear. She took my hand, and we hurried our way back to the tent. As soon as we were inside, I put her on all fours and tossed her skirt up over her back. I pulled her panties down to her thighs and pressed my cock to her entrance. She was already wet. I knew she would be. I thrust inside her and went about the business of claiming my wife. There was no discussion of Ken or Rob or her flirtations, but we both knew what was going on. Catherine whimpered and whined as I fucked her until she came and I filled her with my seed. Neither of us spoke a word as we laid down and held each other until we fell asleep.

At some point during the night, I woke up and Catherine was gone. I waited for a little while, wondering if she had gone to relieve herself. When she didn’t come back, I stuck my head out and looked around. In the distance, I saw Rob and Ken’s tent illuminated. I quietly made my way over, using the moonlight to help me avoid stepping on any sticks and revealing my presence. As I got closer, I slowly snuck behind their tent, angling to get a look inside. Fortunately, the mesh windows in the back were open. Without getting too close, I looked inside. At first all I could see was the back of either Rob or Ken, I couldn’t tell which. He seemed to be just standing in the middle of the tent, gently lit by what must have been a lantern. As I moved sideways and a little forward, my wife came into view, or at least her head did. Ken was standing over her, jerking his sizable cock. Catherine was topless again, looking up at him. I moved just a little closer to see my wife’s fingers buried in her panties. I had no idea where Rob was. Presumably he was somewhere else, perhaps with someone else’s wife.

Ken bent at the knees just enough so he could brush his cock along the side of Catherine’s face. She pursed her lips and exhaled. “I can’t,” she said but it was plain to see that she desperately wanted to. To his credit, Ken returned to his previous stance with his cock hovering over her, still only inches from her face.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he grimaced.

“So are you,” Catherine replied. “I like watching you. You have such a nice cock.”

“Are you sure you don’t want to touch it,” Ken asked hopefully.

“I can’t. I can’t cheat on Steve.”

I don’t know what the hell you’d call what she was doing if it wasn’t cheating. It didn’t seem to matter to my dick, though. It was hard as a rock.

“Just watch then,” Ken conceded. “I’m gonna come soon. I can take it much more.”

“Me, too,” Catherine whispered.

The pair stopped talking and stared intently at each other. As Ken got closer to orgasm, he leaned forward slightly and put his hand on Catherine’s shoulder for balance. Catherine, in turn, raised up from her heels to stand on her knees, putting her face directly in front of Ken’s cock. Her fingers fluttered madly in her panties and her chest was heaving.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come,” Ken grunted.

“Yes!” Catherine whimpered, coming and looking up at Ken as he shot his load onto her face and chest. Catherine couldn’t help but lick the dripping head of Ken’s cock, then kiss it. And then, only for a brief second, she sucked the tip.

“I have to go,” Catherine muttered, still covered in Ken’s orgasm, as she rushed to pick up her dress from the tent floor.

In a near panic, I hurried back to our tent as quietly as I could. I laid down and pretended to be asleep. A few moments later, Catherine entered and laid down beside me. I listened to her masturbate again before finally falling asleep. When I was confident that she was out for good, I jerked my aching cock, reliving the image of her taking Ken in her mouth for that brief moment.

“Good morning,” Catherine said as I opened my eyes. “Did you sleep okay?”

“Hmhmm,” I nodded. “You?”

“Like a baby,” she smiled. “Remember that Ken and Rob invited us for a hike this morning if you’re interested.”

“Yeah, that sounds good,” I agreed, still trying to gather my senses.

We ate breakfast in camp, opting to avoid the crowd at the lodge. I packed water, some snacks, and my binoculars for bird watching. Ken and Rob came by to get us and lead us to the trail head. When I saw Ken, I couldn’t help but relive what I had seen the night before. If he was nervous about being around me, he didn’t show it at all. I probably would have been if I had come all over some guy’s wife the night before. Ken and Catherine sort of naturally paired off and led the way as Rob and I lagged behind just a little. After almost an hour of following a trail that traced the shoreline, we came across an isolated cove with a tiny little beach.

“Let’s cool off,” Ken suggested, peeling off his shirt and starting to take off his shoes.

Catherine followed suit and wiggled out of her cutoffs to reveal a black bikini bottom. Her matching top was soon on display after she removed her shirt. Catherine knew I didn’t care for the water, especially lake water, so she wasn’t at all surprised when I told them to carry on without me. “I’m gonna go see if I can spot a Yellow Breasted Chat,” I told them. I had no intention of doing any such thing. Instead, I meandered around to the side of the cove and found a good hiding spot where I could spy on my wife and our new friends.

Things started of pretty tame. The threesome paddled innocently around in the water cooling off. Soon, however, Ken and Rob started tossing Catherine into the deeper water. They took full advantage of the game to get their hands all over my wife who, in turn, seemed to love the attention. She started fighting back and at one point wrapped her legs around Ken’s waist and her arms around his neck, clinging so tightly that there was no way they could toss her again. 

          Rob took the opportunity to untie her bikini top. Ken pulled it off of her, sliding it out from between their two bodies and tossed it to Rob. Catherine playfully charged Rob who then tossed the top back to Ken. Both of them used the game to rub as much of their skin against Catherine’s bare breasts as they could. Gradually, they closed in on her until she was sandwiched between them in the waist deep water of the lake. The mood quickly changed. Catherine had her hands on each of their backs. Ken and Rob were facing her from either side, each with a hand on her ass and another on her stomach. Catherine licked her lips. The guys began rubbing her torso, slowly working their way ever higher. When Catherine didn’t stop them, Ken leaned in and kissed the nape of her neck as he moved his hand up to her breast. Rob mirrored Ken’s move. I squatted concealed in the bush and watched as my wife let two men caress her breasts and tongue her neck. They started making their way from her neck to her clavicle. As they neared her breasts with their mouths, my wife said something I could not hear and gently eased herself out of the sandwich.

I was relieved. As much of a turn on as it was to see my wife “flirting” with two Adonis-like young men, I was still struggling to process what happened the night before and had no idea how I was going to handle it in the context of our marriage. I had been able to somehow compartmentalize it to that point, but I knew there would be a reckoning at some point. Rob tossed Catherine her bikini top which she promptly put on before spreading out a towel. I waited a few minutes before taking my time making my way back to join the others.

“Any luck?” Rob asked.

“Nope. How about you guys? Did you get cooled off?”

“A little,” Ken replied. “It’s still hot as hell, though.”

The rest of the hike was uneventful. We made it back to camp and ate lunch at the lodge. I promptly retired afterward for a nap. Our little two-hour hike was the most exercise I’d had in a few years, and I was eager to lie down. When I woke up, it was nearing time to get ready for the big cookout for the final night of the retreat. Catherine was fresh back from the showers and was pulling her cutoffs over a yellow bikini. I pieced myself together and followed Catherine to the lodge. The food and conversation were both a great cap to the weekend.

As it got dark, another bonfire was started and the outdoor bar was open – all the liquor, wine, and beer you could drink. And drink people did. In seemingly no time, the gathering began to resemble more of a frat party than a company retreat. Catherine was drinking margaritas and I stuck with beer while we mingled with her coworkers. Eventually, we joined the growing group of people dancing around the campfire. I’d been keeping an eye out, I think Catherine had too, for Ken and Rob but I hadn’t seen either of them all night. That is, until I spotted Rob dancing with a woman on the other side of the bonfire. We made brief eye contact and nodded to each other. I wondered where Ken was. With the exception of when I watched him jerk off onto my wife the night before, I’d never seen one without the other. I didn’t wonder for much longer as I soon heard Ken’s voice behind me, “Mind if I cut in?”

“Sure,” I agreed. “I need another drink anyway. Do you want anything, babe?” I asked Catherine.

“One more,” she said, handing me her nearly empty cup.

I got our drinks and handed Catherine’s off to her as she danced with Ken. Truth be told, I was grateful for the opportunity to sit down for a while. I watched my wife dancing and looked around to see if anyone was noticing that she was again dancing quite a bit with someone other than her husband. No one seemed to care. Catherine was openly flirting, but nothing that would suggest anything untoward. However, as I sat there, I wondered how Catherine would be behaving if I wasn’t there. Could I trust her? I knew she had crossed a line the night before, but I also watched her stop any advances past a certain point. I decided to find out. I refilled her drink one more time. As I handed her the cup, I told her I was pretty beat and that I was going to head back to the tent. When she asked, I assured her it was fine with me if she stayed. “Have fun,” I told her.

Twenty yards or so from the bonfire was a huge magnolia tree that had branches all the way to the ground. I made the trek to the tent to retrieve my binoculars and tucked them under my shirt as I walked back toward the party. I parted the branches and maneuvered into the foliage of the magnolia tree from an approach where I would go unnoticed.

Ken and my wife were pretty much as I’d left them. It wasn’t long though, before Ken pulled his shirt over his head and tucked it in his back pocket, leaving most of it hanging down behind him. It wasn’t too surprising, given that it was a warm evening, and they were just a few yards from a raging bonfire. Catherine followed suit, revealing her yellow bikini top.  Catherine smiled and moved closer, placing her hand on Ken’s muscular torso as they danced. Their dance moves became progressively more intimate. Catherine turned her back to Ken. He tucked himself in directly behind her, wrapping one hand around her to her stomach. Catherine lifted one arm up and behind her to run her fingers along the nape of Ken’s neck. They rolled their hips together in time with the music, Catherine pressing her ass into Ken’s crotch. Ken snuck a kiss on Catherine’s neck. I looked around at the other party goers. Most of them were preoccupied with their own business, but a few were starting to take note of Catherine and Ken’s display.

Catherine turned around and centered herself over Ken’s leg. He held her by the small of her back as she started subtly grinding on his leg, or at least subtle as far as grinding goes. Putting his other hand on the back of her neck, Ken dipped her and brought her back up again. Then he pulled Catherine close to him. She put her arms around his neck, and he held her hips firmly as they pressed their bodies together, swaying in time. He whispered something in her ear. Catherine smiled and moved her hands to Ken’s chest, slowly exploring his muscles with her eyes as well as her hands. He leaned down and whispered something else in her ear and then kissed her cheek. Catherine smiled again and tiptoed up to whisper something in Ken’s ear. She followed that with two kisses to his neck. They stared at each other as they continued dancing. A few moments later, Ken boldly leaned down and kissed my wife on the lips. It was a brief kiss, but decidedly not something between friends. People noticed. Catherine, I think, was aware that people were starting to watch and backed off just a bit. That didn’t last long, though. Soon, they were bumping and grinding again.

Things took a turn when Catherine rocked her hips back and forth as she slowly squatted down in front of Ken. He playfully brushed his hand over her hair and then brought it along her jawline to her chin, where he lifted her gaze to his. Ken gently pulled down on her lower lip with his thumb. Catherine extended her tongue and circled Ken’s thumb before taking it in her mouth. She sucked it and bobbed her head on it, perfectly simulating a blowjob. It only lasted a few seconds, but it was blatant and there for everyone to see. And a few people did see. Catherine tucked her hands into the waistband of Ken’s jeans to help pull herself back up. They resumed dancing somewhat normally but seemed to be continually whispering in each other’s ears and giggling. Ken kissed my wife again. And then again, a few moments later, lingering a moment longer. The third time, Catherine parted her lips and their tongues darted in each other’s mouths. There was nothing covert or subtle about it. Half of the party was watching my wife make out with another man half an hour after they watched me leave. I even saw a few people recording it on their cell phones. After another minute or so of their heated make out session, Ken whispered something to Catherine. She hastily nodded her head, and they began walking toward the campsite. Pretty much the whole party watched Catherine walk away, hand in hand with Ken.

I waited long enough to follow them that I wouldn’t be seen. I was damn near having a panic attack as I hurried along a circuitous route that would take me behind Ken and Rob’s tent without being noticed. Would she actually do it? Would Catherine cheat on me? I couldn’t quite let myself believe she would have sex with another man. We agreed it was hot that she flirted, but she twice had crossed the line of what I would consider flirting. But I had also twice watched her pull back from temptation. I thought about just going back to our tent and drinking myself into unconsciousness, but I had to know.

When I made it to a decent vantage point, I couldn’t bring myself to look at first. I couldn’t hear anything in particular other than the loud metronome of fifty thousand crickets. Finally, I mustered the courage to look. Ken and Catherine were locked in an embrace, kissing passionately like they had at the bonfire. My heart sank seeing up close how wrapped up in another man my wife had become. I knew I was nowhere in her thoughts in that moment. I prayed that she would have a moment of clarity and break away from what at that point, despite feeling like a kick in the gut, was essentially nothing more than a teenage make out session.

But that didn’t happen. Ken smoothly untied both knots of Catherine’s bikini top. She let it fall to the ground between them and gently grazed his bare skin with her nipples. Ken slid his hand up Catherine’s torso to take her breast in his hand, gently squeezing and pinching her nipple in the space between his fingers. Catherine exhaled deeply as he kissed her neck. As he had at the lake, Ken slowly made his way to her clavicle. Then a little lower and then still lower. I waited for Catherine to break away as she had earlier that day. But she didn’t. She leaned back as Ken’s tongue made its way to her nipple. Cathereine cooed as he took it in his mouth. Ken’s hands moved down to my wife’s ass, pushing their way into her cutoff’s. Catherine shimmied her way out of them, leaving her only in her yellow bikini bottom.

They kissed some more as Ken massaged Catherine’s breasts. Catherine began kissing Ken’s chest, moving her way lower and lower until she was on her knees in front of him as she had been the night before. She looked up at him and slid her hand into her bikini bottom. Ken looked down at her and unbuttoned his jeans. Sliding his zipper down, he pulled out his cock. I was jealous of it. It was bigger than mine. And perfect. The scene from the night before began to play out – Catherine on her knees playing with her clit while Ken stroked his cock inches from her face. Ken ran his fingers along her jawline as he had at the bonfire. Again, he lifted her chin with his fingers and pulled down on her lip with his thumb, still stroking himself with his other hand. And as she had in front of everyone at the party, Catherine circled Ken’s thumb with her tongue before closing her eyes taking it in her mouth. Ken stroked himself, barely an inch from Catherine’s face.

I held my breath waiting to see what would happen next. Ken pulled his thumb away. Still lifting her chin with one hand, Ken pulled down on her lower lip again, only this time it was with the tip of his cock. Catherine looked up at him wide-eyed. And then she did it. She circled the head of Ken’s cock with her tongue before plunging her mouth wholeheartedly onto his shaft. Catherine worked Ken’s dick until it was glistening and slippery. I couldn’t believe it. I felt like I was going to lose my balance and fall over. Then my wife simultaneously untied both sides of her bikini bottom before pulling Ken down with her as she laid back on the ground.

“I need you to fuck me,” she begged – the exact words she said to me after the first time she flirted with Ken and Rob on the boat. She gripped Ken’s cock and guided it to her pussy. Ken slowly thrust forward, breeching my wife’s entrance and becoming the only other man to be inside of my wife.

“Yes…fuck me,” Catherine purred.

Ken obliged her and began deeply and steadily fucking the woman I loved. What began to play out was not what I had projected in my worst fears. It wasn’t a pornographic fuck fest with my wife playing the wanton slut. It was much worse. It was a love scene from a movie. I watched Catherine cradle Ken’s face in her hands and look deep into his eyes as he made love to her. She stared at him with awe and wonder as he made her come.

“Oh my god,” she whimpered in a way I had never her from her before. She pulled Ken close and moaned into his ear as he guided her through something that I had obviously never given her in twelve years of marriage. When her seemingly life-altering orgasm finally subsided, the pair kissed each other sweetly for what seemed like forever, Ken’s hard cock still inside her, fucking her ever so slowly. Ken kissed his way down her body until he reached her pussy. Catherine watched intently at first as he began to lick her. When he found her spot, her head went back as he worked her to another orgasm. By the end of it, her body was practically shivering even though it was still a humid ninety degrees at ten o’clock at night.

Ken pulled Catherine up onto her knees again. “I want to watch you suck my cock,” he directed. Catherine wasted no time and took him in her mouth again, this time with an air of gratitude for what Ken had just given her. “You look so pretty with my cock in your mouth,” he smiled. He wasn’t wrong. Her angelic face looked even more beautiful with the juxtaposition of a sizeable cock in her mouth. Even in my heartbroken state, she looked incredibly sexy.

“Yeah?” she smiled back. “Well, get used to it. I’m gonna be sucking your cock every day at work.”

“You know, Rob and I only live about three minutes from work.”

“Really?” Catherine sounded pleasantly surprised. “Sounds like I’m gonna being doing a lot more than sucking your cock every day.”

Then Rob asked the ten-million-dollar question. “What about your husband?”

“I love him,” Catherine answered, professing her love for me while holding another man’s cock in her hand. “But he can’t do to me what you just did.” She took Ken’s cock back in her mouth for a moment and then stopped again. “Ken…he can never know. Ever.”

Ken responded by putting his hand on the back of my wife’s head and pushing her mouth back onto his cock. As Catherine was dutifully bobbing up and down on Ken’s shaft, something even more unexpected happened. Rob walked in.

“Oh, shit,” Catherine blurted out and stood up, trying to cover herself with her hands.

“It’s okay,” Rob consoled. “It’s not like I haven’t seen you pretty more or less naked before. Relax.”

Ken put his arms around Catherine’s back, his hardon brushing her tummy. “It’s okay, baby. He’s not gonna tell anyone.”

Rob nonchalantly took off his shirt. “I promise,” he smiled and stepped close to my wife. He lifted her chin with his hand and kissed her softly on the lips.

Catherine looked like she was still caught off guard by Rob’s presence and unsure what to do. Ken kissed her softly on the lips just as Rob had. Then Rob kissed her again. Then Ken. Then as Rob kissed her yet again, Ken started kissing Catherine’s neck and guided her hand back to his cock. Rob worked his tongue into Catherine’s mouth, and they started kissing deeply as she absentmindedly stroked Ken’s cock. Ken and Rob began making their way down Catherine’s neck toward her breasts as they had earlier in the day. This time, however, they met no resistance. The warehouse boys licked, kissed, nibbled, and sucked my wife’s tits with abandon. When she was thoroughly primed, Ken subtly pushed her downward to her knees. Catherine started sucking his cock again, looking up at Rob as she sucked his friend’s dick. Rob unbuttoned his jeans and eased down his zipper. Catherine’s eyes nearly popped out of her head when she saw Rob’s cock.

“Holy shit!” she exclaimed, slowly annunciated each syllable.

Her reaction was appropriate. I am on the large side of average. Ken is above average, noticeably larger than me. Rob was simply huge. Long, thick, meaty, veiny. The last third of his cock bent slightly upward. Catherine stared at it. Rob gripped Catherine gently by her hair and pulled her to his cock. She stared up at Rob, looking a little frightened. She hesitantly licked the bottom of his shaft. His dick was bigger than her face. She licked it again, getting closer to the head.

“Suck it,” Rob whispered.

Catherine pulled his cock down to mouth level. She eyeballed the tip and licked it a few times before opening her mouth wide and enveloping the head. She licked it again and then took more of it in her mouth. She seemed to become less intimidated but at the same time muttered, “Oh my god. It’s so fucking big.”

Catherine went to work navigating Rob’s impressive member. Ken politely stroked himself and enjoyed the show until Catherine seemed to remember he was there and started alternating between the two of them. After a few minutes, Ken got on his knees and pulled Catherine by her hips down until she was on all fours. He lined up behind her and slid his cock inside of her.

“Oh, fuck yes,” Catherine sighed.

Rob laid on his back in front of Catherine. She drooled and whimpered onto his cock as Ken fucked her. Ken wasted no time having his way with Catherine. I could tell he wasn’t as concerned with her pleasure this time as much as he was his own. He gripped her hips firmly and fucked her hard with long strokes that tickled the head of his cock every time it entered her again.

“I’m gonna come,” Ken grunted.

“Do it,” Catherine barked. “Fuck me!”

Ken groaned as he came inside my wife with long, hard, deliberate thrusts.

“Yes!” Catherine growled, resting her head on Rob’s stomach, still gripping his huge cock in one hand.

“Oh fuck,” Ken whispered as he slowly pulled out of Catherine. “Whew. I’m gonna have a smoke. I’ll be back in a minute.”

Catherine seemed to regain her senses and went back to work jerking and sucking Rob’s dick.

“Do you want to try to fuck it?” Rob asked daringly.

Catherine looked up at him and slowly nodded her head. She ambled up Rob’s torso and straddled him. Leaning to one side, she lined his huge member up with her pussy. Ever so slowly, she began to lower herself onto his cock. “Whoa. Holy shit,” she breathed loudly. “God, that’s big.” Then she got it deep enough to reach her spot and her whole body clenched. She said nothing, but moaned like she was in heat. The expression on her face said everything. Catherine started riding Rob, gradually taking more and more of his shaft inside of her. At that point, it looked as much like an athletic challenge as it did sex. Rob rolled Catherine over onto her back and took over. Catherine spread her legs wide and stared at the cock moving inside of her.

“Oh my god, look at that,” she muttered in awe at the size of the cock she was receiving. “That’s so fucking sexy. Fuck me, baby.”

“Yeah? Are you liking that big dick?” Rob teased.

“Yes,” Catherine growled.

“Doesn’t your husband fuck you this good?” he teased some more.

“Not like this,” she confessed.

Rob pushed a few more inches into my wife.

“Oh fuck,” she yelled, her face showing her surprise. “Holy shit!”

“Yeah?” Rob grunted. “Are you gonna come on my dick?”

“Yes! Fuck me!” Catherine begged.

Still without having given her the full length of his cock, Rob fucked my wife to orgasm as she whimpered, “Yes! Yes! Yes!”

I couldn’t take it anymore. I felt wave of shame wash over me as I reached into my shorts and grabbed my cock. Rob didn’t give Catherine any time to recover from her orgasm before he turned her over onto all fours and started fucking her again.

“Oh my god,” she whined. “You’re so deep.”

Rob pushed deeper. Catherine let out a guttural groan and reached back with her hand attempting to slow his advance. Rob slapped her hard on the ass. THWAP!

“Oh fuck! YES!” Catherine growled loud enough for half the camp to hear.

“A little something to help the medicine go down,” Rob said just before smacking her ass again, even harder this time THWAP.

“YES! FUCK ME!”

I could barely recognize my wife in the way she was acting. She turned to a ragdoll as Rob finally thrust his entire length into her and fucked her as hard as I’ve ever seen anyone get fucked, spanking her when needed to keep her in the game.

“YES! FUCK ME, DADDY!” Catherine cried following each blow.

“I’m gonna come,” Rob moaned at last.

“Please come inside me! Please come inside me!” Catherine begged over and over.

Rob then became the second man to fill my wife in the span of twenty minutes. Catherine literally collapsed to the floor of the tent. Rob gently rubbed her ass, red with swelling palm prints. “Are you okay, babe?” he asked with a kindness in his voice, a significant contrast to the tone he was using just moments earlier.

Catherine nodded her head. “I’ve wanted to be fucked like that for so long,” she sighed.

“Steve never did anything like that for you?”

“He’s too nice. He can’t fuck me like that. Even if he tried, it wouldn’t be real.”

“Happy to oblige,” Rob responded confidently laying down next to her.

“Oh my god. Thank you,” she gushed, rolling over to rest her head on his chest.

Rob kissed her forehead. “Anytime,” he smiled.

Ken came back in and laid down on Catherine’s other side. The three plotted on when and how to have their next rendezvous during the week. I was crushed. What was even more humiliating was the fact that I had been so mesmerized watching my wife get fucked that I didn’t realize I had made myself come in my shorts. In a daze, I found my way back to our tent and changed clothes before lying down. That was at eleven o’clock. Throughout the night, I could occasionally hear the faint sounds of her begging for more and being taken again by her two young studs from the warehouse. Catherine didn’t come back until three o’clock. I pretended to wake up when she laid down next to me.

“How was the party,” I mumbled, my head turned away from her.

“Good,” she answered. “I flirted again. I kissed Ken. Some people saw, I think. I’m so sorry.”

“Did you cheat on me, Catherine?” I asked straightforwardly.

“God no,” Catherine denied. “You know I’d never do that. Come on, let’s get some sleep.”

The next day, Catherine slept all the way home. She started going into work an hour early and sometimes stayed late, saying that her work hours had been changed. I’m so confused. I don’t know if I’m angry because my wife is cheating on me or that I don’t get to watch.




The End?







Thanks for reading,
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