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Summary: 1. Hot stranger gets snowed in with a honeymooning couple.

2. Alex and Brett share a quickie while hubby shovels snow.

3. Brett, Alex, and hubby share a shower to "ration" water...

4. When hubby falls asleep, Alex and Brett have fun in the dark.
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Cucking the Snowbound Couple

*** Disclaimer ***

The following story is a work of fiction. It contains themes of cheating, cuckoldry, voyeurism, and NTR. If this isn't the fetish for you, don't waste your time reading the next (however many) pages, then waste my time sending me hate mail. If you DO read it, and DO send me hate mail, then I'm going to assume you really did enjoy it, and are struggling to not admit it to yourself. 

Otherwise, I love hearing from fans, and welcome any suggestions, thoughts, criticisms, or fantasy ideas. Enjoy!

***

I suppose I should have seen it coming. After all, I was somewhat aware of her wandering eye before I married her. Alexandra, aka "Alex" had described herself as promiscuous before we met. But I'd assumed all of that was part of her past, and that's where it would stay. 

I knew men looked at her, hit on her, even flirted with her. Sometimes with me right there in the room with her. Why not? She was a prize, and it never bothered me. I wasn't the jealous type (or so I thought). If guys thought she was hot, I took it as a compliment. She was a good looking girl— naturally tall, about 5'9", with long straight dark brown hair, and a sweeping bang that usually came down across her face. She had strong features— the strongest being a big mouth full of perfect white teeth, and large dimples. Her eyes were brown, smoky if she wore makeup, though she rarely did. If Hilary Swank had a hot younger sister and you sprinkled in some features of Jennifer Garner, that would be Alex. 

She was fit, a runner and regular gym rat when we met, which I often struggled to keep up with. She had nice round perky B-cup tits with puffy pink nipples, a perfect sculpted ass that you might call 'big', and long toned legs. 

Right now, all I can think about are those legs, probably wrapped around his waist as he fucks her for the third time today. Even as I sit here, I can here them in the next room. The squeak of the bed, the rhythmic thumping of the headboard banging on the wall, and her incessant moans of pleasure. It's not that I want to listen, but what else can I do? There's nowhere for me to go! We are literally snowed in, and we're expected to be for another week. 

I guess it's true, what my father once told me when I was a little kid and had my bike stolen right off my front lawn. "When you have nice things, there will always be people looking to take them from you."

But I never imagined someone so would blatantly steal her from me. I never imagined she'd succumb so willingly. And definitely not on our honeymoon, of all things!

"Oh shit! Oh fuck! Oh FUCK!" 

I'm hearing her cursing now along with the rhythm of their humping. The tell tale sign that he's bringing her to orgasm. I'm sure when they're done, they'll emerge a sweaty, satisfied mess, and probably barely regard me. And why should they? They already told me everything... how he snuck her out from under me.

I stare at the locked bedroom door and ponder the lead ball in my gut and the broken heart I'm nursing. I think of all my friends and family at home, wonderfully ignorant of what's happening out here... probably assuming that the two of us are having the time of our lives. Key number: two of us. 

They didn't know there'd be an interloper. Us either. 

Let me back up a bit...

***

"Is this it?" I asked. The driveway was barely marked. A rutted gravel road that snaked its way through the trees and up the hill.

"Losing your nerve?" Alex cocked her eyebrow. A teasing smile played across her lips as she sat behind the wheel of the Jeep, having taken over for the last half of the road trip. We hadn't seen another car for almost an hour. 

"This is literally how all horror movies begin," I replied. Maine had a way about it that we both loved. But it was also scary rural at times. When you grew up in the suburbs, it's easy to forget how much of the United States is still undeveloped wilderness. 

"How's that?" She asked, starting the Jeep up the bouncy unpaved driveway.

"We take a wrong turn and fall prey to hill people," I responded.

She shook her head. "Have you seen the forecast? If this turns into any horror movie, it'll be The Shining."

I had to concede her point. The midday clouds were low and dark, promising an early nightfall. All of the weather stations were predicting anywhere from 12 to 48 inches (quite the margin for error, but those clowns are never right anyway). My parents had practically begged us not to go, or to postpone the trip until Spring. But that wasn't really feasible. We'd booked the vacation almost a year ago and there was zero chance we'd get a refund if we bailed at this point. Plus, we'd procrastinated our honeymoon long enough. It had been almost a full year since we were married, and we'd gone nowhere special to celebrate. Wedding planning isn't exactly stress-free... or cheap, even on a budget. 

Thankfully, I was blessed with a very practical and level-headed wife. Alex was a tomboy at heart, having grown up with three brothers in a small house. She played a lot of sports, wore minimal makeup, and could crack vulgar jokes and curse like a sailor when the mood struck. She could throw down beers at the bar after her games, bond over cars, and immediately call out her friends on their petty personal drama. She wasn't a passive-aggressive girl. If someone acted pouty around her, it was usually met with a "What's your problem?" 

I was very different. I always thought I was in good shape until I met her. One of our first dates involved a rugged hike up a mountainous trail. I was huffing and puffing after only a hundred yards, while she was practically jogging in place, urging me on with comments like "Get tough, pussy." (She never meant it in a mean way, and we both clicked for sure with our sense of humor.) 

Alex was also a very social girl. I was a bit of a loner-- monogamous to my comfort zones. Most of her activities involved other people-- drinking, parties, shenanigans, and discovering new places. The types of simple things that most people shied away from-- organizing get-togethers, Captaining sports teams, and asking bosses for raises, were the sorts of things that she didn't hesitate to do. 

I'd like to say we were an odd couple, with my shy personality, but the truth was that I was pretty malleable, I was never bored, and she got me to come out of my shell and try new things. She was going to do them anyway... I was just the guy that she wanted to bring along for the ride.

...I'm getting off topic. She'd spent much of her youth in worn out sneakers, and skater-girl miniskirts. On the other hand (thanks to the efforts of her last boyfriend— who turned out to be gay), she had learned how to fancy herself up in cocktail dresses, high heels, and makeup. She could have taste... when she chose to. But the point I'm trying to make is that she didn't have grand aspirations for a wedding and honeymoon. Which is exactly why, a year after we said our vows, we found ourselves traveling through a rural and snowy part of Maine, to our own rented out "Cabin in the Woods." 

So weather or no weather, there was no going back. We were both up for an adventure, and no amount of warnings from our family, or weather alerts would turn us back. I was never one for vacations that involved a lot of walking around and doing stuff anyway. So the thought of getting snowed in with a pretty girl for a week sounded heavenly— as long as the booze, food, and birth control held out. Plus, I always fancied myself a survivalist— one of those assholes with fantasies of surviving an apocalypse. ...Provided the venue is comfortable, and clean with plenty of hot water and electricity. 

"Oh wow," she said as we swung around a curve and over the next rise, the cabin rose into view. Despite the desolate surroundings, the cabin was lit up, warm and inviting. There was a rustic charm to it, but we knew it was tricked out with modern amenities. 

There were already a couple of cars in the driveway when we pulled in. One of them passed us, filled with younger guys, as it headed down the treacherous driveway to the main road. 

"Told you, this is where we get murdered," I commented.

"We're early, moron," Alex rolled her eyes. Indeed, wanting to stay ahead of the impending storm, Alex and I called the venue owner in advance and voluntarily waived the maid service in favor of an early check in. It meant that we might have to clean up after the last guests, but for us, that was no big deal. A small price to pay to insure we didn't have to cancel our trip, lest we risk getting stuck on the drive up. 

Judging from the lone red sports car that remained in the driveway, the last guests hadn't fully left yet. 

"Somebody has money... and good taste," Alex noted about the car as she pulled alongside it. 

"Somebody better hurry up, or they'll never make it out of here with that rear-wheel drive dick mobile," I said as I watched the first few flurries drift lazily down from the heavens. 

"Look at you... pretending you know about cars," Alex smirked. This wasn't new to me. She often enjoyed teasing me over my lack of car knowledge, and loved to lord over me the fact that she knew stick shift and I didn't.

Alex dismounted, stretching her legs. Her jeans were especially tight around the hips, and I couldn't help but admire the way her ass filled them out. She tilted her mouth up toward the sky and as a snowflake wafted down, she caught it on her tongue and gave me a playful wink with a hint of sexuality behind it. What a little tease—

"Impressive," a voice said behind her, clapping slightly.

"Thank you," she bowed before even turning to see the person. When she did, her eyes widened ever-so-slightly.

He towered over both of us... at least 6'8" in height. Suddenly my 5'11" frame looked meager by comparison. He wasn't a grizzly bear of a man, but definitely proportional— broad shoulders, big arms, athletic build (probably played basketball in high school). Not lanky, but nothing in excess. And he was surprisingly good looking. Even I was taken aback. He was younger than us— I'd put him at 24 or 25, whereas I was 28 and Alex was 30. He had classic dark handsome features— short jet-black hair, dark piercing eyes, a scruff of five-o'clock shadow, and a bright easy grin. It was one of those casual smiles that told the story of a man who didn't take life seriously (probably to an infuriating degree, like that Stifler guy from the American Pie movies). He was well dressed— expensive jeans, a dark coat, turtle neck, immaculate sneakers. 

His eyes went from Alex to me, then right back to Alex.

"I'm Brett," he shifted the duffle bags that were slung over his shoulder so he could extend his hand. 

"Hi, I'm Alex," she said as she shook hands. Alex had long fingers, but her hand was totally engulfed in his enormous paw. "You are ridiculously tall," she said, unabashed— as is her way. Hardly any filter and just blurting out the kind of things that would create an awkward situation if I said them. Beautiful women always get free passes.

"These things happen," he replied in a no-big-deal way. 

"Sean," I introduced myself with a smile, feeling a bit intimidated. I heard once that even men will become more submissive and subdued around a man who's taller than them. I couldn't help but notice immediately that I was feeling much less confident as he shook my hand with something big enough to palm a basketball. 

"Sorry, the landlady called and told us you were coming early." He tossed his duffle into the backseat of his car. "We're trying to clear out," he explained, "but we assumed we'd have more time... and a maid service."

"You're a grown man. You don't need mommy to come pick up after you," Alex laughed. Again, a remark that I thought would piss him off. Instead, he flashed a bright smile as we followed him into the house. 

The front door opened on a large two story living room that held the smoky smell of campfire. Skylights showed the gray sky that was now looming even lower. Everything was wood walled, creating a warm and toasty environment. Track lighting hung from the exposed beams, and the center of the space was dominated by a massive stone fireplace. The furniture was rustic Adirondack-style, but looked comfy and inviting. The pictures on the internet didn't do it justice. This place was amazing! With one exception...

Empty pizza boxes, liquor bottles, and beer cans littered the coffee table and floor. Stacks of DVDs were piled on an end table, and upon closer inspection, we noted they were all pornographic movies. Nearby, a collection of adult toys rested obscenely against the arm of the couch, along with a rider's whip, and cheap novelties like paper hats and noisemakers.

Brett smirked when we noticed our expressions. "My mommy definitely does not need to see this," he laughed. "But that's why you're here. There's probably a French maid's costume in here somewhere." A bit risqué to make such a comment to a woman that he didn't know. 

Alex was barely noticing his joke. She stepped over to the dildos on the couch. Most of them were of the floppy rubber variety. She looked at Brett with an amused questioning expression. "Do I even want to know?"

He shrugged again. "My friend's bachelor party. Those are a gift for the new bride."

"Uh huh, sure," she teased. 

He blushed a bit and rubbed the back of his head with his hand. "I'm really sorry you two had to walk into a mess. I told the guys to just bail before the storm, and I'll stay and clean up. I'll get all this shit cleared out and get out of your way."

"We can help," I offered— in part, because I'm a nice guy, and in part, because it would help get this guy out of here quicker. I glanced at the nearest window and spotted more flurries dancing to the ground now. The weather coming alive.

"No no, you guys make yourselves comfortable and get settled in," Brett insisted, stuffing empty pizza boxes into a trash bag. "If you want, there's leftover pizza and beer in the fridge. I can leave that for you."

"If it saves you a trip to the garbage," I told him.

"Better leave the sex toys too, it's our honeymoon" Alex laughed to herself. She had a way with strangers— always smiling and always joking. I blushed.

"Alright. You guys are freaks. I'm into it," Brett smiled as though he was in on a secret that we weren't.

"Yeah, we're really not," I commented.

"Too bad," Brett replied. But I noticed he was looking at Alex as he said it. She pretended not to notice him checking her out. I wasn't bothered by this... not at this point. The guy had just spent how many nights with a bunch of his buddies, torturing himself with porn and strippers? I didn't blame him for checking out my wife.

"I'll give you the tour," he said as he went from room to room, picking up trash. "Common room." He made a grand gesture with his arms to encompass the living room. "On the other side of fireplace is the kitchen and dining room." We could see that it was pretty open to the living room. The fireplace served as the only divider. "There's a hot tub just off the back," he pointed to the glass sliding doors. 

"Oh nice," I peered out. The tub sat recessed into a wooden deck, that was partially enclosed with a roof and lattices. The snow was falling faster and heavier now, accumulating on the footpaths around the property. It made me uneasy, and I was hoping that Brett's cleanup duties wouldn't take much longer. The thought that if conditions got any worse, he might have to stay here with us, would certainly put the brakes on our romantic trip.

"Are you going to need to drain all the water and refill it?" Alex smirked. "Or am I going to get pregnant if I sit in it?"

Brett sputtered a laugh. "I like you," he wagged his finger at my wife. 

We moved on to the lone bedroom in the place. A large warm bed dominated the center of the room. The master bathroom was open and partitioned with glass. It was made to be luxurious and spa-like, with a large soaker tub, and a big impressive glass walled shower. 

"Oh wow," I said. "Guess this takes much of the mystery out of our relationship."

"Nice, but this isn't that big or private of a place. Where did all of you guys sleep?" Alex couldn't resist ribbing the guy. 

"I'm surprised most of them didn't sleep in their own vomit," he shrugged. "Common room mostly— the couches, the floor, cushions, wherever. Why? Were you hoping things got a little... gayer?" 

Alex let out a long laugh, highlighting her bright white teeth. I personally didn't think it was that funny, but I let him have his moment of making her laugh. "No, I was wondering where the stripper slept," she wagged her eyebrows at him.

Brett didn't miss a beat. "Oh, the bed where you guys will be sleeping, that was totally 'Bang Spot Number One'."

"Ew."

"Kidding. We let the groom have it. I already washed the sheets this morning so the bed is all good to go," he explained and cast a glance to the window. "I better finish up and get out of your hair."

Indeed, judging from the fat snowflakes dropping like New Years confetti, there was an urgency. He hurried out of the room. 

"We should probably unpack," Alex looked at me. 

"Actually, if you want to check the hot tub..." I suggested with a wink, "I wouldn't mind drinking with you out there as we get snowed in." It sounded good, and if Brett was leaving shortly, it would almost guarantee me sex before dinner time. I offered to unpack and help Brett with the last remnants of clean-up duty while Alex changed and enjoyed a soak.

"You're the best," she kissed me on the mouth and cupped my ass hard. "Mmmm!" She growled comically.

I made multiple trips to and from the Jeep. By now the entire driveway and surrounding fields were covered with snow, making it difficult to see where the driveway ended and yard began. Thankfully, we'd brought more than enough groceries and liquor with us. I eyed Brett's car doubtfully, wondering how he'd made it up here before the snow and wondering how he'd leave. But he was just about finished up, so I figured it was his problem to deal with now. 

By the time I dropped the last of our bags on the bed, I found Alex had changed into her sexy two-piece. It was black and white stripped, and displayed much of her toned fit body. She fished a towel from her bag, asking if I would be joining her shortly. 

"In a bit. Let me change really quick, and I'll be right out," I told her. 

"I'll grab us some drinks," Alex said, and tossed her towel over her shoulder. I could hear the patter of her bare feet on the floor as she hurried off to the kitchen. She rummaged in the fridge for a minute, producing a bottle of wine. She paused when she spotted the beers and added them to the mixture, not wanting to have to make multiple trips back inside.

As she turned and stood, she spotted Brett behind her. He wasn't saying anything, but he was very visibly checking her out. Almost casual about it.

"Get a good look?" She smirked, calling him out instantly. Definitely no stranger to being oogled, it never seemed to bother her. 

"Sorry, guess you caught me staring. I'm an ass man," he shrugged in a no-big-deal way.

"Well at least you can admit it."

"I figured I'd take one long look before I head out, in case I don't make it, I can die with the perfect image in my head." He smiled to himself.

"Oh god," she shook her head. But when she glanced at the window her expression was questioning. "Are you sure you're good to drive in this?"

"Yeah, no problem," he waved his hand dismissively. "Nice meeting you Alex," they shook hands.

"Thanks for cleaning up for us, and drive safe!" Alex called over her shoulder, hefting all the liquor bottles and clutching them to her chest. 

"Always," he said and headed out.

I was already in the hot tub by the time Alex joined me, balancing her armload of liquor. 



"God, you've never looked so hot. Look at all that booze," I commented.

"I know what my baby likes," she joked as she clumsily splashed her way into the water, giving a yelp as the hot water contrasted sharply against the chill of winter. "Brett said his final goodbyes."

"Ooh, excellent. The third wheel left," I grinned, eyeing the way the cold air made her nipples press through her top. 

She settled into the water with a pleasurable sigh, and eyed the snow coming down. It was falling hard now... near white out conditions. "I don't know, babe," she seemed apprehensive. "He probably shouldn't drive in this weather." She seemed to hesitate for a second, "Maybe we should have offered to let him stay."

"What? And spend the next week being cock-blocked? That literally sounds like hell," I laughed. 

"It would just be for a few days," she pressed, more serious. "Just until they get the roads clear."

I watched the blizzard. "That might not be a quick thing. Too late now, I guess. He probably already left."

She had to agree with me on that, as she poured herself a glass and began to sip. I watched her for a minute, feeling the stirring in my shorts. There was something about knowing it was just us with no interruptions that welled up the excitement within me.

For some reason, I couldn't resist adding, "Besides... didn't you ever see movies like 'Dead Calm' or those cheesy late night skin flick thrillers? They always start with some happy couple getting stranded with a charming stranger who turns out to not be so charming."

"Is that so?" she arched her eyebrow and sank lower in the water, up to her chin. "And what usually happens in them?" As she asked it, I jumped a little as I felt her foot nudge against my crotch. My cock was already semi-hard, anticipating the week to come. But it responded quickly, growing erect from the rubbing of her foot. While I never worried about my cock size, I also knew I was nothing to brag about either. Regardless, I grew excited at the realization that way out here, this hot tub could be swim-suit optional.

I humored her teasing. "Well... now that I think about it, it's always the husband who has the worst time of it."

"Why's that?" she asked as she moved across the water toward me, until she plopped herself in my lap and began to straddle me. Her hands reached between my legs and felt for my bulge. She pushed my erection to the crotch of her bottoms and grinded her sex against me. 

"I'd rather not say," I grunted, smirking coyly. My hands came to rest on her hips, my thumbs running along the creases of her upper thighs. 

She bit her lip and leaned forward, nibbling on my ear lobe. Her breath was hot and lusty in my ear. Her wet breasts sliding up and down my chest as she rocked back and forth, teasing me. "Oh no. Why?" Her words were soft and sexual. "Does the wife fuck the bad man?"

I grunted. My cock was throbbing with excitement after the long drive. I needed release really bad. "Usually." I admitted. My hands slid around her back and began to fumble the ties of her top loose.

She reached behind her back and helped me loosen it, getting the same idea I was— that we were totally alone and nobody would see us. Her mouth and nose nuzzled my neck, her heavy breathing in my ear tickled me and drove me wild. As her top fell away into the water, she smirked. "Don't worry, baby. I'd never do that to you. Unless he was like... really really hot." 

"Hey," I started to scold, but she suddenly leaned forward and planted her lips hard against mine. Her tongue pushed past my lips and into my mouth. I moaned, no longer offended as our tongues began to wrestle playfully in my mouth. Still... it was hard to shake the image of Brett checking out my wife. The weather wasn't letting up— one of those blizzards where the curtain of falling snow is so thick, the entire world seems muted. How easily that guy could have gotten stuck with us. Would he have tried to make a move on my wife? 

"We should check out that video collection he left," she panted softly against my lips, still kissing me. "Maybe we can find a movie like that..."

She slipped her fingers into my swim suit and pushed it down until my cock sprang free. Her long fingers wrapped around my manhood and gave it a few eager strokes. 

"If not, we can act out our own movie like that." I suggested, my hands going to her chest. We'd been too busy prepping for the trip over the last few days, and I was feeling it now, as she stroked me and my hands began to roam her perky breasts. The excitement alone of her grinding, half nude on my lap was edging me very closely to the brink.

She giggled, still smirking and trying to get a rise out of me. "But who would play the hot handsome stranger?"

I rolled my eyes, about to scold her for her smart ass comment, when I spotted movement over her shoulder. It felt like a poorly timed joke at my expense, because behind Alex, Brett was standing in the glass doorway, looking out at us. He was covered in snow and looking tired, apologetic, and sweaty all at once.

"Brett?" I asked out loud, caught off guard.

Alex apparently hadn't seen him, and thought I was still playing along with her sexual teasing. "Ooh, Sean, you're so bad," Alex cooed, and her hips bucked against my stiff member. "Maybe we shouldn't have sent him away—"

The sudden sound of the door opening and a throat clearing stopped her in mid hump. She sucked in a breath, an expression crossed her face like she just got caught with her hand in the cookie jar. She turned and spun off of my lap and into an adjacent seat. 

Brett looked at the water as her bikini top went floating by in front of us. I flushed bright red with embarrassment and annoyance. My wife's hands shot up to her chest to cover them. She wasn't quick enough, judging from the stranger's eyes and his expression, he caught a good glimpse of her tits glistening wet and standing proud and perky. 

"Heyyyyy, Brett," Alex drawled out, her cheeks turning a guilty shade of red. "Did you forget something?"

"Yeah... sorry to interrupt," he said, but the amused smirk told us both that he wasn't really that sorry. "My car isn't exactly able to get down the driveway."

"It's that bad?" I asked, cautiously doubtful, praying for some sort of brief respite in the weather that would allow him to make it out of here.

"Afraid so. I can't even tell where the road is. I had a hunch bringing my sports car up here was a bad idea." Brett laughed a little. I could feel myself shaking with frustration. Really? We planned ahead, why couldn't this jackass? Now our whole trip is ruined, because of one idiot not keeping an eye on the weather.

"I'll try to call someone, as soon as the storm lets up enough to give me some reception," Brett explained. 

"It's not going to let up any time soon," I sighed. 

"And by the time someone gets out here," Alex piled on, "there'll be another foot or two on the ground."

"I'm really sorry guys," Brett said again. 

"It's fine, Brett," Alex said. I'm not sure what annoyed me more— him interloping on our vacation, or my wife not being annoyed by it. I instantly felt bad for those thoughts, knowing I was being selfish. "Our sex life can withstand a few interruptions," Alex quipped, and kept one arm draped across her breasts, while she snatched her top with her other arm. I noticed she didn't sink below the bubbles before doing that. Did she deliberately flash him? He certainly seemed to notice. A moment later, she slouched in the water, up to her nose as she reattached her bikini top. It must have been from the liquor, that's all.

"I'm gonna bring some of my stuff back inside. I'll ride the couch tonight. I'll try to stay out of the way as much as possible," he hooked his thumb over his shoulder.

"Don't worry about it," Alex replied. "No sense in sliding off the mountain. Go rally and we'll all get drunk after we get out," she said. 

"Oh my god, no more," he groaned with a laugh.

"Hair of the dog!" She insisted. 

Brett turned and went back inside. The moment he was out of earshot, I leaned back, putting my palms to my face dramatically. "Damn damn damn," I moaned in sexual frustration. 

"What are you worried about?" Alex turned to me.

"I was just hoping the guy was gone and we could enjoy some alone time. If I wanted people bothering us, I would have stayed home and hung out with our friends and family."

"Okay, well go ahead and tell him to leave then," Alex dared me. "I'm sure he'll go. Just tell him that you getting laid is more important than his safety."

I sighed, knowing my erection was gone, and so was the moment. "It's fine. Whatever." 

After a minute, the door slid open again. Brett had shed his jacket. His t-shirt beneath was wet with snow and sweat— probably from his cleaning efforts. It clung to his muscular torso. There wasn't a hint of a gut on him. "It's me again," he smirked. "Umm... I was planning on showering when I got home, but since that's not going to happen now, is it cool if I do that here?" He asked.

Alex barked a laugh. "Why are you asking us? You were here before we were. Help yourself," she shooed him away. "If you want, you're welcome to jump in and join us."

"Only if you're skinny dipping again," he winked, despite my being there. I knew it was just a joke, but the fact that he would do that right in front of me... like I wasn't there... it struck an odd chord with me. 

"Give me a couple more glasses of wine, and we'll see," she said playfully sipping her glass. Again, Alex with her bold confidence and no filter. But it felt like she was flirting with him.

"Terrific. Now I have something to think about in the shower," he laughed and headed back inside. 

I let that comment roll off my back, as I've said equally pervy things in my life. Banter is banter, right? I turned back to my wife. "At least he's trying to stay out of the way," I said.

"Right," she returned to sipping her wine, throwing back the last of it. She scooted closer to me. Her other hand dropped back to my lap. When she felt that I'd slipped my shorts back on, after the interruption, she asked "So are we done, or did you want to continue?"

I glanced at the door again, feeling her fingers tickling over my crotch. I was a bit caught off guard with the interruption. I half expected the guy to appear again and ruin my good time. "Maybe later," I said. "I'm going to need another drink and to regroup."

We tried to crack open the beers when we realized the bottles weren't twist-off. 

"Shit," Alex swore, ever the lady.

"Didn't bring a bottle opener?" I asked, lounging back, resting my head as the jet dug into the meat of my back. 

"There's one on my keychain," She said, mustering up the courage to hop out of the tub and brave the chilly winter air. Admittedly, I was too focused on the way her bottoms hugged her ass to suggest there might be one in the kitchen...

She yelped from the cold and dashed across the deck and into the house, hardly mindful of the water that sloshed around. Her keys were on the bed.

The adrenaline from the cold that jumpstarted her beating heart completely made her lose focus, because as she found her way into the bedroom, she forgot about our third wheel, until she spun and spotted him in the shower. 

Brett's back was to Alex. The glass partition wall slowly steaming up. She had a glimpse of his sculpted ass. She knew it was wrong to linger and spy, but curiosity got the best of her. He was hot and fit and definitely something to look at. His arms bulged with packed muscle, and as he turned to rinse, she caught sight of something else. Brett was hung like damn fire hose. His manhood long and muscular, like the rest of his body. 

Alex's eyes popped at the sight of it. She damn near dropped her keys, but somehow managed not to. She supposed it made sense... Brett was a tall man. Why shouldn't he be hung? Her eyes lingered for a second longer, her legs shaking and her heart pounding. 

Then her senses brought her back to reality and she hurried from the room, the sight of his naked body still lingering in the back of her head. She was so distracted, that she almost ran head first into me as I was standing in the living room toweling off. "Everything alright, babe?"

She looked out of sorts— wide-eyed and guilty. Like the cat that caught the canary.

"Huh? Y-yeah, fine," She said, then shifted her attitude. "What are you doing out?" She asked, almost like she was interrogating me.

"I was getting a bit drunk and sort of sleepy." I admitted. I nodded to the bedroom door. "Whenever 'Stretch' finishes up, do you want to join me for a nap?"

She looked apprehensively at the door to the bedroom, like she was hiding a secret. In a way, she was— the fact that Brett's reproductive organ was a real monster, and she had seen it.

We didn't have to wait long before he stepped out in a towel, his torso wet. I made an effort not to notice, lest it pluck at my own personal insecurities. The guy had a six pack and strong solid pecks. I could also sense my wife looking too, though she was trying not to. It didn't bother me then, but it should have. 

We mentioned that we were settling down for a quick nap while the snow fell. "Sure... a 'nap'." He winked and made air quotes. He told us he would be in the living room getting dressed. 

Alex followed me in, but she glanced back at Brett one last time, without me knowing— hoping to get a follow up glimpse of his body. To her surprise, he was staring right at her, admiring her wet figure in her bikini. When she saw his lingering eyes, he offered her an unabashed smile.

In the bedroom, I was shedding my wet bathing suit, and reaching for my boxers. Now, I'm normally an average guy in the pants area, but the frigid air on a wet bathing suit worked its evil magic on me, leaving me shriveled and unimpressive. Though my wife had seen me countless times on even my best days, it was probably the worst timing for her to get a glimpse of me, after having something much more impressive to compare me to.

I collapsed face-down on the bed with a pleasurable sigh. I was able to overcome my annoyance with Brett hanging around, and I finally relaxed— enjoying the full benefits of a cozy getaway vacation. Beside me, Alex was changing out of her wet suit into a pair of very short gym shorts, and a t-shirt emblazoned with the logo of her social sports league. Last season had been softball. I didn't realize it, but she hadn't shut the bedroom door all the way. Maybe it was her own personal clumsiness... or something more. And as she changed beside the bed, her eyes were repeatedly drawn to the living room beyond, like she expected this mystery man to be there... watching her. 

Unfortunately for me, I'm one of those guys who can fall asleep the moment my head hits the pillow. I don't know if it was the relaxed atmosphere, the long drive, the liquor, the hot tub, or a deadly combination of them all... but I was literally asleep before my wife even climbed into bed with me.

Alex lay with her eyes on the ceiling, and her thoughts wandering. Maybe it was the place, being so far removed from our home, the interrupted sex with no satisfaction, or having someone else in the house who she found very attractive. 

She glanced at me, out cold, and felt a small guilty rush go through her. She bit her lip, her hand going to her neck, trailing a couple fingers lightly down her chest, between her breasts. She rubbed her thighs together. Alex has never been a stranger to pleasuring herself. Often she prefers it, even during sex with me, using her fingers to bring herself to orgasm better than I'm able to with my cock. 

Her nipples hardened, straining the thin t-shirt. Her imagination immediately raced back to the sight of Brett in the shower. She lay beside me, growing wet, fantasizing about another man. Another man who'd been checking her out. How easy it might have been for him to turn around while he was in the shower and see her. What might have happened?

Her fingers moved down her tummy, then between her legs. She softly sighed as her hand glanced over her pussy. She was extra sensitive, having been much more worked up than she initially thought. Turning her head, she glanced at the crack in the door. A part of her brain, hoping to get a glimpse of Brett changing... a chance to see that cock again. He wasn't there, and she felt a brief disappointment. Her heart pounded.

Her fingers trembled as she shut her eyes. Then in a moment of impulse, she hooked her thumbs through her waistband and pushed her little shorts down to her thighs. Her fingers traced over her bare pussy, sliding between her pink lips. She was soaked!

The touch alone was like electricity. She sucked in a hot breath, and thought about Brett's cock, swinging between his thighs like a pendulum. How big could he get when that cock got hard?

Her free hand wandered up to her breasts. She arched her back as she slid her shirt up her torso. Her nipples as hard as pebbles. She gave one a gentle twist and a small gasp escaped her lips. Her eyes fluttered and she glanced over at me. I was apparently out cold, not stirring at all.

She bit her lip and moaned a little louder. Was she doing that on purpose? Was she hoping Brett might get curious, risk a peek through the door, and come away with an eyeful of her body, nude and writhing in the ecstasy of her self pleasure?

Lurid thoughts filled her head. Alone in a snowed-in cabin with a hunky complete stranger... an enormous cock... a mutual attraction. Her fingers danced in fast circles over her clit. Her breathing fast and excited. Her feet slid back and forth across the sheets. 

She was getting close... the thrill of quietly masturbating with her sleeping husband beside her, and a complete stranger within earshot was growing too much for her. Alex turned her head, and startled when she saw Brett. He was standing in the living room, watching her through the crack in the doorway. Her heart sped up, but she couldn't bring her fingers to stop. They moved faster. Brett made no move to step away, even as their eyes locked and they knew they were both caught. 

Her hand came away from her tits, and she slid her finger into her mouth, sucking softly on it, as her other hand was a blur between her legs. Brett was fully clothed, his hands at his sides. He made no move, only watching, smiling casually, like this is just the sort of thing he sees every day.

Alex always enjoyed when I would watch her masturbate— often sending her into orgasm within minutes. This was far more erotic. This wasn't her husband watching her now. This was a total stranger. And her husband was beside her, so close, but so totally oblivious. 

Brett held his ground. He made no move to come closer, to step into the bedroom and take her. He didn't even touch his cock. It was like a weird unspoken agreement was passing between the two of them.

Suddenly she knew it was going to happen. Her whole body began to shudder, and she had to clap her hand over her mouth to keep from crying out. Her fingers spun like crazy around her clit. Her lungs gasping for breath. Her toes curled tightly, gripping the sheets as one of the most powerful orgasms of her life raced through her. 

The entire time, her eyes remained on Brett as he watched her. She knew that if he came into the room right then, husband or no husband, she'd let him do whatever he wanted with her. Yet he doesn't move. 

"Mmmmmmmffff," Alex whimpered against her hand, muffling herself as her orgasm seemed to go on and on, her greedy fingers still dancing over her sensitive pussy, trying to make it last forever.

Wetness ran down her fingers, as her orgasm finally ended, leaving her gasping for breath and shaking. She shook her head softly on the pillow, sighing with pleasure, and when she glanced back to the door, Brett was gone.



Alex checked on me to make sure I was still asleep. Then she pulled her shorts back up, fixed her shirt, and lay staring at the ceiling, catching her breath and trying to calm her pounding heart. It was the craziest thing she could imagine. She'd masturbated in front of a total stranger, and he watched her! Not only that, but she knew that he wouldn't say a word about this to me. A shared secret between the two. And as she looked at the window and saw the snow tumbling down so hard, the sky appeared to be falling, she smiled to herself, wondering just what other secrets they might share. It was going to be a long snowy week...

***

I awoke from my nap about an hour later to find that the snow was coming down even harder. One glance out the window told me that we were going to be stuck here for the duration. There were at least two feet of snow piled on the cars. It was growing dark, and I figured it best to start dinner. 

"How was your nap?" Brett was lounging in the living room. 

"Started drinking too early," I grumbled. "I'm getting a hangover already."

"The surefire cure for that is to just keep drinking," he grinned. 

I knew it was a bad idea, but I went for it. We made a quick dinner— I didn't want to go too extravagant, in case the storm let up in a day or so and our third wheel could finally leave after we wasted all the exciting dinners on him.

We found ourselves drinking in the living room a short while later. "Christ, it's cold," Alex remarked as she stepped into the room, shivering. She still hadn't put a bra on, and her nipples pressed deliciously through her t-shirt. It was more brazen of her than usual, given the company we were in.

"Maybe if you actually wore clothes that you didn't get from the children's department," Brett commented as he built a fire, taking a moment to drink in the sight of her— the only indication of what happened while I was asleep.

"Whatever, Mr. Big and Tall," she rebuffed, and found one of his dress shirts draped over the back of a chair. She put it on and buttoned it up, the sleeves comically longer than her arms, and it hung down to her mid thighs, looking more like a short dress, even on my wife who was a tall woman.

I sipped my whiskey, trying not to let the simple gesture bother me. Alex was one of those girls who didn't shy away from such things, and helped herself, regardless of what others thought.

As Brett managed to get the fire roaring, Alex kept her pleasant alcohol buzz going. But eventually she grew restless and eyed some of Brett's duffle bags. "So do you have any party games in there?"

"A few," he grinned a big grin that showed off flawless teeth and big dimples to match Alex's. "But mostly it's dildos and porn."

"Probably not the kind of games we'd want to play," I laughed.

Alex began to rummage, and came up several times sputtering laughter, revealing odd assortments of sex toys, holding them out between two fingers as she feigned disgust. "Wow, you guys certain partied. Sorry I missed it."

"We can have our own, if you feel like playing the part of the stripper," Brett suggested, perfectly comfortable making those jokes in front of me. That should have been a clue.

"This is an ambitious bag of dicks for one stripper," Alex commented. "I feel like you guys just got drunk and ran around slapping each other with big rubber cocks." She began to line up the dildos on the coffee table like soldiers at attention. Several of them were unimpressive or average. A few were short and thick. One in particular towered above the others like a super skyscraper. 

"We didn't use them on her," Brett admitted, then added with a little smirk. "We made them."

"Come again?" I asked, my brow pinched together. "Like an arts and crafts project?"

"No no," Brett said. The fire was crackling and the room grew warmer— or maybe that was the heat from the sudden awkward discussion. He plopped himself down on a nearby chair and resumed his bourbon. "One of the guys works at a factory that makes silicon and polyurethane— stuff to make movie props and masks and stuff. He brought this mold-making kit for us to goof around with. We came up with the idea to make a bunch of sex toys for the bride-to-be."

Alex almost spit out her drink as she started to laugh. 

"So all the dudes in the bridal party literally made casts of their junk?" I asked, looking horrified at the assortment of sex toys lined up on the table. My own concerns became apparent. I was comparable to most of them... with one huge exception.

Brett smirked and nodded his head. "Poured the resin, let it cure, and now the bride gets to enjoy all of the groomsmen if she wants."

"A big party where you guys were sticking your dicks in plaster? That's a little gay," I couldn't help but comment. 

"Psh, I think it's thoughful," Alex teased. "Sean, why didn't you think of that for our wedding?"

"Because one of the groomsmen was your brother," I replied, which earned a laugh from both Brett and Alex. "Besides... I can't wrap my head around a perfect replica of my best friends' cocks going inside of my wife."

"Why not?" Brett asked. "All dicks are basically identical."

"Some more than others," Alex said. Her eyes were glued to the giant one that dwarfed the others.

"What?" I looked at her.

"Whaaaaaat?" She sang out comically, and sipped her liquor, looking innocent with her eyes wide and her pinky pointed up.

"You're the worst," I shot back, but wasn't offended... really.

"You don't strike me as the jealous type, Sean," Brett said.

"I'm not. I just think it's weird. It'd be like one of my friends fucking my wife."

"Who cares? Are you weirded out by the thought that your wife had sex with guys before you?" He pressed.

"No, not at all. Everyone has a past."

"And I was promiscuous," Alex declared, draping her legs over the arm of the couch. I could tell the alcohol was loosening her lips quite a bit. 

"So it's not weird," Brett continued. "My buddy's new wife probably won't even use them. And if she does, she'll have no clue which one she's fucking anyway."

"I don't know about that," Alex commented, eyeing the lineup of soldiers. "I think Tall Boy there might set itself apart from the rest of the herd." She gave it a flick and the long solid faux dick wobbled. "I have a feeling this one might be a hit." She bit her lip, playing coy even though she knew damn well who it belonged to. 

I was a little uncomfortable to broach this subject. Though I didn't know for sure, based on his height alone, I worried that I already knew who such a monster belonged to. And leave it to my wife to point out the elephant in the room. 

"One of these things is not like the others..." She sang out softly, picking it up and comparing it to her forearm. 

"If I'd have known you'd be so enthralled, I would have made a second one for you to keep."

"Oh yeah, you could autograph it for me," she said.

"That's you?" I asked, laughing nervously. "I call bullshit." I was trying to be funny... but my humor had an edge to it. 

Brett only shrugged, perfectly secure with himself. I hated him for it.

"Don't worry, I like yours more," Alex dismissively tossed the rubber toy back onto the table where it barreled into the others like a bowling ball.

Alex resumed her rummaging through Brett's bag of tricks. I swear she has no self awareness when she drinks. When she came out with a pair of panties with a battery pack attached, she only laughed harder. "It's getting harder and harder to believe that there was no weird homoerotic orgy happening here," she said. "So who wore these?" She held them in front of her crotch. 

"Oh, those were for the stripper," Brett declared.

"Ew," she tossed them aside. 

"She didn't get around to wearing them. That would have cost extra. They vibrate though."

Alex picked them up and fingered it curiously. "How's that?" She couldn't find an on-switch.

"Oh, I control that," Brett held up his phone. "So the girl wears them, and I give her the orgasm without actually touching her."

"Nothing gets girls off like you not touching them," I quipped. He ignored me.

"Want to give them a try?" He asked Alex in a daring tone.

I could see the gears turning in her head. It wasn't just the alcohol. Alex never shied away from goofing around... especially when it came to new things or a good time. "Remote control panties and simulated cocks," she said with a shake of her head. "It's like the future is now. I'll try them, but I'm not taking off my shorts. I don't know where these have been." 

Before I could voice my own thoughts, she bent over, stepped into them, and slid the panties up her long legs and beneath her borrowed shirt. 

"It might not work right if its not against bare skin," Brett admitted, but began to fumble with his phone. After a second, the room filled with the slight sound of muffled vibrations. My wife let out a little yelp, pausing, her mouth opening. She looked like she was about to start laughing.

"How's it feel?" he asked.

She giggled. "Kind of weird." 

I watched, growing more uncomfortable by the second. Brett was controlling what was happening in my wife's pants. I knew they weren't touching each other— hell, they were sitting about six feet apart— but something about it felt kind of wrong. I heard the tempo of the vibrations increase, and Alex let out another laugh that turn into a gasp. 

"Okay, I need to sit down for a second," she admitted, and plopped down on the couch beside me. 

I looked at Alex's face. Her eyes were half shut with lusty pleasure. Brett was staring between her and his phone, enjoying himself. It started out as a joke, but increasingly felt like they were taking it more seriously by the second. I looked between them, then at the crackling fire, back to them again, feeling more and more like I didn't need to even be there. 

"This is getting kind of fucked up," I said, when I thought the novelty had run its course. Alex's eyelid opened slightly, taking her out of the spell. 

"Here then," Brett said, handing me his phone. "You do it." 

A little more satisfied now, I began to fumble with the dials on the phone. I admit, I'm not the most technically savvy. I hit a few buttons but nothing seemed to happen. "I don't even feel it," Alex opened one eye and glanced at me.

"That's what she said," Brett snickered. 

"Hold on, hold on, I'm trying to get the hang of this thing," I said, feeling like an old man baffled by new technology. I tried several times with no effect. "I think I broke it," I said bashfully.

"Here," Brett grabbed his phone back from me. He punched a few keys and was immediately rewarded when Alex arched her back, thrusting her chest upward. She shut her eyes, biting her lip and sighed.

She was breathing heavy, and somewhere in the back of my brain, I became aware that it was no longer a playful joke. My wife was aroused sexually... and it was entirely at the hands and control of this attractive stranger. I didn't know what to do. I sensed this wasn't going to be over soon. But I think I reacted the same way most people do when they're being subtly insulted— I just smiled and laughed it off like I was part of the joke, and not the butt of it.

It was a surreal sight, this cozy little cabin, lit by flickering firelight. Darkness beyond the glass as the snow came down in thick curtains. And there on the couch, my wife in her pajamas and another man's shirt, gasping softly in front of the two of us. Her eyes were still shut, but now her lips parted, showing the front of her teeth. Her legs were squirming and her body was in a constant state of restlessness. Her breasts strained at the fabric of Brett's shirt, as she again arched her back. Without thinking, she brought one hand up to her chest and softly rubbed it.

Despite the situation, I had a definite hardon forming in my pants. "See that, Sean," Brett said to me with a grin. "I'm getting her all revved up for you. You're welcome."

I laughed uneasily. "Thanks," I said. My mouth felt very dry. 

My wife leaned back on the couch, her feet sliding back and forth across the cushions. One of them found its way into my lap and nuzzled my boner that I was trying to coax back down. Her moans were becoming more audible and frequent. She was no longer trying to hold them back.

"Does it feel good baby?" I asked, my voice sounding stupid to my own ears, like when a camera man offers his commentary in a porno movie.

"Uh huh," she groaned. 

Brett pushed a few more buttons, and the vibrations increased. Alex's eyes fluttered and she moaned louder. She raised her hips off the couch in a slow writhing rhythm. I've never seen her so sexual before.

"No way. You're faking this," I said, maybe I was just being hopeful. But if she was joking, it was going on for far too long with no punch line. 

Alex was practically melting into the couch, her hips and body moving all on their own. She only just shushed me. Her foot more aggressively rubbing on my cock. Her coaxing was making me hard, and I knew she wouldn't be doing that if she was kidding. This was for real. 

I glanced at Brett. I didn't like the look on his face. He was leering at my wife. I knew then that he wanted her. That he was turned on by her, and when I looked back at Alex, I wondered if her writhing and display of sexual energy was for me... or him. After all, she could have easily ended this and taken me into the bedroom, just the two of us.

"Want me to stop?" Brett finally asked.

Me and Alex answered at the same time. I said, "You probably should." She responded with "No, keep going." 

He didn't stop. The seconds dragged on. 

"Harder," she whispered. The word escaping her lips. Was this really happening?

"As you wish," he smirked, and I heard the vibrations audibly increase. Her eyes popped and her mouth dropped open. Her hands shot out to either side of the couch and gripped hard. She could only hold on. Her whole body stiffened.

For a second, she didn't even breath, her words and moans caught in her throat. Then she finally cried out. "Oh fuck... oh fuck. I think... I think I'm going to cum."

"Maybe we should stop it here," I suggested, uneasy. Was this guy actually, indirectly, bringing my wife to orgasm? How could I possibly put the brakes on this?

"I don't think that's what your wife wants, is it?" Brett asked, and cranked up the vibrations even more. 

"Ohhhh god, don't you dare stop," she gasped out, her body shuddering in pleasure now. 

"Good. Now say my name, and cum for me, slut," Brett said in a voice that at first sounded kidding, but with a much harder edge. He dialed it up as high as it would go. 

My jaw dropped. I would never dream of saying such things to my wife. And I assumed that probably put a stop to this little game better than my protests would. To my shock, Alex bucked her hips off the couch. "Fuck! I'm cumming Brett!" She cried out. "Ohhhh, this little slut is cumming!" 

"Cum for me!" He urged, the two of them not even giving a shit what they were saying in front of me. I could only sit there, my wife's toes squeezing my cock through my pants, watching another man basically fucking my wife right in front of me, and nothing could stop her from orgasming. 

"Oh god!" Her eyes shut, and her jaw went slack in concentration. Her hips bucked in rhythm of her convulsions as she came on the couch, right in front of us. The orgasm seemed to go on and on. When Brett was finally satisfied, he turned off the vibrations, and Alex collapsed back on the couch. She was breathing hard, struggling to catch her breath. Her whole body was trembling. 

When she finally was able to come to her senses, her eyes slowly opened. "Oh my god," she said in a soft husky voice. 

"Wow... that was awkward," I breathed a sigh of relief, thinking that it was over. 

"Mmm... wow," she lay in post orgasm bliss. "That was... wow." She bit her lip. She was still turned on. Alex is a multiple orgasm type of girl, as I've come to learn. And usually the type to still rub herself, long after I cum. As proof of this, her foot continued to rub and tease my bulge. 

"Was it good for you too," Brett joked. 

Alex could only bite her lip and nod, sinking back into the couch. Her tits rising and falling as she breathed deep and fast. Her hair splayed out on the pillow beneath her. She was still incredibly turned on.

Brett got out of his chair and leaned over my wife. "I'm gonna need those back," he said "before you try to steal them." 

And to my surprise, he helped himself. His hands went beneath her long shirt, hooked into the novelty undies, and slid them down her legs. I knew she was wearing shorts beneath them, but I was watching another man remove panties from my wife. Even more shocking was that I wasn't saying a word about it. Maybe it was the shock. Maybe the alcohol. Maybe that my mouth was so fuckin' dry. But I knew a part of it was that I was turned on too. My cock was hard as a rock, and the image of seeing her moaning and crying out like that was too much for words. 

My own heart was pounding in my ears. It felt like a drum was being beaten on top of my lungs, and I was having trouble breathing.

Alex kicked her long legs in the air and helped him, staring up at Brett. 

"You know... if you and your husband want some alone time," Brett said softly, "I could busy myself in the bedroom for a little while..."

"Doing what?" Her voice was husky, sexy with lust. Her eyes wandered curiously to his crotch. My own gaze followed and I could see the outline of his manhood pressing through the front of his pants. He was hard, but his cock had literally no room to grow— like an engorged snake running down his thigh. He hadn't been lying. His cock really was as big as the giant toy on the table.

"Don't worry about that," he shrugged, with a smirk.

"We both know what you're going to be thinking about," Alex said. "And you'll be hearing us through the door. You won't be giving us any privacy..."

I didn't like where she was going with her thoughts... because they were going to arrive at the exact same spot mine were. But at this point, it wasn't up to me. And she was right. The cabin was small.

"We were all here for that," she said, her eyes never leaving his crotch. Her foot pressed harder against my cock, using her raw sexuality to get me to stay on her side in this twisted reasoning. "We're all drunk..." She squeezed my cock with her toes. "And you're the reason I'm this turned on." She said. 

I understood what she was saying— that Brett had been the one to get her warmed up with his toy antics. But all it sounded like to me was that toy or no toy, she was turned on because of him. 

"Why don't the three of us get a little crazy," she suggested. And when her long fingers reached out and ran lightly over the outline of Brett's bulge, I suppose I should have said something to stop it. But I didn't. I didn't want her to touch him. But it's true what she said— we were all drunk, we were all turned on, and given our close proximity, if I wanted to get laid, Brett would be stuck hearing us anyway. I let it happen. I dug my own grave.

Brett didn't even look at me. He didn't pause to make sure I was okay with this. He simply guided her hand up and down his throbbing bulge while he unzipped his pants. 

Everything took on a bit of a dream-like quality. It felt so far removed from everything I knew about my established life, that I didn't even blink when my wife moaned his name while pawing at his manhood. When he pushed his pants down his lean legs, and his cock swung into view. I felt like a lead ball dropped into my stomach. He was huge! Even the molded sex toy didn't do it justice.

To my surprise, Alex barely reacted. No gasp, no "Oh my god", nothing but a simple widening of the eyes. Then she wrapped her hand around his shaft, pulled him until he was hovering that monster above her face, and without hesitation wrapped her lips around the fast swelling head.



Brett sighed with pleasure, staring down as my wife engulfed his cock with that bright mouth that was always flashing wide smiles— her most noticeable feature. My cock was throbbing in my pants as I watched, only slightly aware that her foot stopped moving on my crotch.

Her head started to bob on him. Her hand feeding his cock into her mouth. 

I used my hands, coaxing her to move her foot more on my cock, attempting to restart her efforts. She rubbed me some more with her foot for a few minutes before slowly forgetting, once again. Her moans were eager and muffled. 

Her lips popped off his cock and she teased him by flicking her tongue over the swollen purple head— a move she often uses with me. Her eyes were lustily shut. Brett reached down and grasped the button down. In one eager dramatic motion, he tore it open. The buttons popping and flying in all directions.

Usually Alex would start laughing or make a joke if I attempted such a cliché move. This time she didn't. Only an excited moan escaped her lips. Then she was leaning up, shrugging herself free of the ruined garment. They tossed it to the side and Alex resumed her eager devouring of his cock. 

The amount of effort she was putting in was startling. With each bob of her head, she forced more and more of his thick veiny log of a member to the back of her throat. Her hand went from his shaft to his heavy balls, cradling them. She stared up at him, like she was eager for his approval. I was surprised. She never struggled, never gagged, never second guessed her abilities, even as his cock hit the back of her throat, and she held him there. Her tongue escaped her lower lip and lapped at the underside of his shaft as she swallowed him. Her hand cupped and fondled his balls.

By now, I had unzipped myself. My cock was aching as badly as the uncomfortable ache in my heart. My stomach still felt heavy and leaden, but we were committed now. There was no going back, so I thought it best to stay a part of the action as much as I possibly could. I stroked myself as I watched, trying to be patient as I waited for my turn. Alex moved her foot against my bare cock, but her efforts were half hearted. My cock was maybe a third of the length of Brett's rigid soldier. The difference was alarming.

Brett reached down and started to hike Alex's t-shirt up over her tits. As soon as her perky B's came free, she grabbed both of his huge hands and pushed them hard against her flesh. His fingers dug in and he helped himself to a handful of her tits.

"Mmmmm," she purred, her head bobbing vigorously now as he stood over her. "Mmhmm..." she urged him on. 

Brett began to pinch her nipples, twisting and earning a whimper. She jumped. I knew it wouldn't last long. Alex always did have sensitive nipples.

She sucked him for a moment longer, but he must have hit just the right spot with his roaming hands. She cried out and came up gasping. His big cock hung in front of her, wet with her saliva. She stroked him eagerly for a few fast pumps, then she climbed to her feet, grabbed him by the chest, and did an awkward shuffle as she turned the two of them around, and pushed him back onto the couch beside me. He flopped down, and she knelt on the floor in front of us. 

The entire time, she hadn't let go of his manhood. She dragged her tongue up and down his length, then resumed locking her lips tightly around his head. Brett lounged back on the couch, sighing in pleasure at the intense blowjob that my wife was delivering. She groped reluctantly until she found my cock with her free hand. But even as she started to stroke me, this overwhelming feeling of sadness and betrayal came over me. I felt like she was just doing it to placate me. The feeling came like a lightning bolt, cutting through my lusty drunken haze, and vanishing almost as quickly.

My wife's mouth bobbed up and down faster and faster on Brett's cock. Every once in a while, her hand on my member would give a little jerk— the only actual effort I saw. Brett watched, sweeping her hair back behind her ears to enjoy her cheeks puckering in, like she was trying to suck the cock right off of his body.

"Holy shit," he gasped at me. "Dude, your wife sucks a mean cock." 

I stared down at the monster that she was gobbling up. My wife never shied away from sucking cock, but I've also never seen her so eagerly devour one either. Brett's moans of pleasure grew louder. It only drew attention to the fact that she was half heartedly touching me. 

"Baby? Do I get a turn?" I asked. To my own ears, my voice sounded like a whiny little kid at a county fair. 

Alex continued to suck. She held up one finger at me. A gesture of "Wait." Did she actually tell me to wait? Her mouth was working hungrily. She was really going to town on him. She didn't put her hand back on my lap. Instead she slid it between her thighs. She was touching herself over her shorts. 

My hand took over rubbing myself, all too aware that I had somehow become the spectator on my own honeymoon. I clung to the dwindling hope that I'd get to have my fun, and that it would be worth the wait. 

As I watched her suck and slobber on a pole that put mine to shame, and listened to the sound of his pleasure and her heavy breathing, I had this image of my friends and loved ones asking me how my honeymoon went— their eyes so eager and excited to hear about how the lovebirds faired. What in God's name would I tell them? Would I tell them that I sat heartbrokenly on a couch, waiting to get my cock sucked by my own wife, because she was busy drunkenly pleasuring this complete interloper?

I could feel the tears starting to form at the corners of my eyes. I was just about to open my mouth to speak but Brett cut me off. "I can't wait any more," he said and stood. I saw a flash of disappointment as my wife's mouth came off of his cock. He turned Alex's face to my lap. 

I flashed him a grateful smile, and immediately wondered why I had done that. This was my wife! And he was treating it like he was doing me a favor. He pulled the rest of his clothes off over his head and knelt behind her on the floor. My wife stared up at me, her face between my knees. Her eyes were glazed over with lust. She looked like she lost her mind— all concept of who she is, and who she's supposed to be. I never saw that look before. 

She rested her head in my lap and gave my cock a few gentle sucks— nothing like what she did to Brett's cock. Her movements delicate. Even the way she held my cock with just her finger and thumb... she was treating it like she thought she'd break it. 

Behind her, Brett yanked down her shorts, exposing her bare ass and soaked sex. I heard a harsh CLAP as he slapped her ass with one giant palm. "MMM!" She moaned into my cock. Her eyes shut. But the way she wagged and sashayed her hips, she was enjoying it, temping him to do it again. He gave her another harsh clap. This one was even harsher and louder than the last. 

Alex spit my cock out and cried out.

"Who's a bad little slut?" He asked, and spanked her again. His hands were huge. They must have really stung, because her head dropped onto my thigh. She gripped the couch cushions, trying to catch her breath as he made her see stars. 

"I am," she whimpered out, forgetting about my penis now, and staring back at him, gasping for breath. She was fighting to control her animalistic lust. 

"Tell me," he demanded and slapped her ass again. 

She cried out, huffing and puffing. My lap just her pillow now and nothing more. "I'm a bad little slut!" She said louder, letting him put her in her place.

Then to my shock, Brett cranked it up a bit. "Whose slut are you?"

She blinked at him, hesitating. He spanked her again, the shockwave of the slap sent jiggles up her plump butt and wide hips. "Yours!" She cried out. 

I could hardly believe my own ears. He was taming my wife right in front of me, like his own slut. 

"Say it again, Alex." 

This time, without even being prompted with a spank, she just blurted it out. "I'm your slut." 

"Are you ready for my cock?" He grabbed her hips and snarled. He was just as turned on as she was. I didn't even need to be there, for what was about to happen. They didn't care. My presence played no part in what was about to happen. 

"I'm so ready," she said and started to push her butt backward to him.

It suddenly hit me, even before he entered her. "Wait... do you have a condom in your bag—"

Alex's face contorted. The moan of pleasure that roared out of her lips was so loud that it stopped me in my tracks. He was pushing his thick cock into her tight body with no protection. She gripped my legs for dear life, and she shut her eyes. She pursed her lips tightly as he invaded my wife's body with the biggest cock of her life. 

"Ohhhh my god!" She cried out. 

"Fuck, you're so tight..." he moaned in pleasure, filling her up. As he slid himself deeper, he looked me dead in the face and I could see a little smile of triumph. It horrified me. Before the look of shock could leave my features, he bellowed out, "Ohhh Alex."

"Oh Brett," she replied in kind. Her voice a humbled squeak. Her head beside my cock, but she didn't even see it just then— all of her thoughts focused on him. 

As he sank the last few inches of his girth inside of her, her body found the rhythm she craved and she used me for leverage and nothing more, pushing back into him, fucking him so that he barely had to move. 

They were hardly more than a few pumps in before my wife started to cry out. "Ohhh shit... oh fuck... oh shit."

"Oh god!" I cried out as I realized what was happening— he was making her cum within seconds of being inside of her. 

Alex let the orgasm wash over her. Her body moving with his. Her hands grabbed for my hands, and she laced her fingers through mine. Her eyes still shut, her mind awash in the pleasure that his body was bringing her. She was moaning and hollering louder than ever as another orgasm wracked her body. She continued to fuck him all the way through it, and by the time it was done, she was staring over her shoulder at him in disbelief.

Brett smiled at her. His body began to move as hers slowed. He gripped her hips and pumped his cock in and out of her body, using my wife for his own greedy pleasure. They were gasping quietly to the crackle of the fire. It was bizarre being a part of whatever was being exchanged between the two of them. 

My wife's mouth hung open, her ear resting to my thigh. She was panting like a subdued little fuck toy. Brett reached over to the table while his tempo increased. He gathered the sex toy— the one that was in his likeness. He held the tip out to her. And to my shock and humiliation, she started to suck on the rubber toy while he fucked her. 

I was devastated. They'd not only managed to omit me from their proposed drunken "threesome"... but then the greedy prick was monopolizing her mouth with a sex toy, so I had no chance of even being a participant. 

I sat there, staring them in the face as he slapped her ass and drove his cock forth and back, charging ahead ever deeper into my wife's womanhood. Here I was, on my own romantic honeymoon, reduced to nothing more than a living breathing headboard. 

Her ass started to bounce back into Brett's body with renewed vigor. A fast and steady slapping sound of two bodies coming together over and over drowned out the crackle of the fire and the beating of my breaking heart. 

Alex sucked at the sex toy like she was under the spell of an evil witch. Her tongue twirled and spun around the rubber head. And somewhere behind her, the real thing was resting deep and happily in the womb of the woman I loved.

Brett grinned at me, and the fire light dancing off his features made him look like the devil. It was too much for me. I couldn't participate in this. I wasn't even a participant, but I wasn't going to be a witness to my own cuckolding. 

I eased out from beneath my wife's head. They didn't even notice that I'd slipped out. They didn't ask me a single question, or offer a single word. The world spun. I was very drunk. More that I initially thought. 

Their moans followed me from the living room as I stepped into the bedroom on unsteady feet. I gazed at the bed I should be sharing with my wife in this beautiful cabin. I looked back into the living room. I could see them in profile. My wife on all fours, completely nude. Her athletic body silhouetted against the fire, was fucking like an animal— as though this was everything her body had been built for. Every mile she'd ever run, every sit-up she'd done, every yoga class, and every rep had all been for this. She threw her head back and moaned louder. Brett's hands moved up her back and held her by the shoulders. His body matching her tempo. The way they fit together was almost perfect.

I knew that I needed to stop this, but my brain was so fuzzy from the liquor, it was like I was seeing this all through a cloudy veil. It was a veil I couldn't remove from my body. Imagine trying to throw a punch underwater. That's how I felt, not just physically, but mentally. My thoughts processed too slow to be effective. My mouth formed words too slow to be persuasive. 

But my feelings were sharp as a tack, and I knew that this was wrong, and I knew that I was hurting. There was nothing that I could do to stop this. Not this. It was bigger than me.

I shut the door and laid on the bed. But sleep didn't come. Not for a long long time. I stared out the window. The snow continued to plummet from the heavens, mocking me, and making me a prisoner to this situation.

Outside of the door, the fucking continued. It went on and on. I got up several times, paced. A few times, I even peeked. That was an even bigger mistake. 

When I cracked the bedroom door, I saw that the fire had mostly burned itself out. The fire is slowly dying... and your wife is still goodbying. In the hellish glow of the fading red embers, I spotted Brett on the couch. My wife was on his lap. She had his hands pinned above his head. He didn't seem to mind. She was riding him. Her body slid smoothly up and down his. His massive cock disappearing again and again into her body. They were kissing long and passionately. 

In those long seconds, I never saw their lips part. They never came up for air. Their mouths were so engrossed in each other's, locked in place, I knew in my gut that this night was never going to end, even after the morning came. 

I watched my wife's hips buck faster, her bounces moving in long quick strokes, up and down. Her hands keeping him there, like her prisoner. Her mouth tasting his, their tongues rolling and playing together. 

As I turned to shut the bedroom door, I heard him. "I'm going to cum," he whispered. 

"Yessss..." she hissed. "Do it."

What followed, I can only describe as the worst sound in my life. It was the sounds of their simultaneous moaning. Brett's grunting was more urgent than ever, and my wife's was excited and desperate. It went on for a painfully long time. Then silence followed.

That silence only meant one thing: He had climaxed inside of my wife.

I lay on the bed, folding up on myself. I stayed like that for a long time, pretending to be asleep. My wife never came in for bed. 

Outside, the snow continued to fall...

*** To Be Continued ***
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***

Day Two...

***

I awoke the next morning to a dull pain behind my forehead, as though my brain had sprouted a cartoon fist and was currently beating it against the inside of my skull, hoping to escape. It took me a moment to collect my thoughts and remember where I was and what happened. Sleep has a wonderful way of making us forget something devastating. If you lost your job, there's a few moments when you first open your eyes were you don't remember your financial hardship. Or if your granny dies, you have a brief time where all is right with the world and she's still alive. Or if your wife had drunken sex with another man...

I sat bolt upright, suddenly remembering that I was in my honeymoon cabin. The bed beside me was empty. Not just empty, but made up and looking like it had never been slept in. 

Then the images came flooding back: My wife writhing in pleasure on the couch as a simple drunken goof-around had turned on itself. A man we had only met just yesterday, lounging beside me on the couch, grinning at me and telling me how good my wife sucks cock. The way my wife's face looked— eyes shut, mouth wide, as she fed herself with his enormous manhood. Them silhouetted against the warm roaring fire, my wife on all fours, and him making that cock disappear inside of her over and over again. But the worst was the image of her straddling him on the couch, their lips locked together in a passionate kiss as they rode each other to orgasm.

The memories alone made my stomach knot. Had it all been a dream? A drunken hallucination? Just a crazy one and done fling? Or was this all the beginnings of something much much worse?

I went to the bedroom window and glanced out. I groaned. The snow was still tumbling down, not as hard as yesterday, but hard enough to make my life difficult. And the accumulation made me gasp. There had to be a solid three feet of it on the ground. It took me back to the blizzard of '96. I had been in elementary school, and the sky had literally fallen overnight. School had been cancelled for two weeks. I had been delighted at the time. Now I felt helpless dread. 

His car was still here. I had been praying that he was gone, had taken what he wanted from us, and had slipped away like a departing phantom. But seeing his car there, parked beside mine, made this all too real. 

I hesitated at the bedroom door, afraid of what I'd see... afraid to show my face and reveal my embarrassment. Part of me didn't want them to know that I was miserable. I know it sounds crazy. But when you grow up being bullied, you still want to carry the illusion of dignity with you, no matter how defeated or humiliated you feel. 

They weren't in the living room. The faint sound of music was emanating from the kitchen, along with the smell of cooking food— breakfast meats and eggs.

I didn't know what to expect... or hoped to find when I entered the kitchen. Maybe them acting normal, like it never happened?

Instead, I found Brett busy in front of the stove, wearing just a set of plaid flannel bottoms. He was naked from the waist up, his back looking like a bag of ropes— just smooth muscle. 

Some relaxing Billy Joel was playing from a travel speaker. Alexandra (aka "Alex"— my wife) was seated on the counter, mere feet away, watching him cook and making light hearted banter. She wasn't wearing pants, I noticed. The oversized shirt she wore was the matching flannel shirt from his pajama set— it was much shorter than the one she borrowed last night, but this one hadn't had its buttons torn off. She kicked her feet slowly, her bare legs sexy and sinewy.

When they saw me, much of their conversation died. They smiled casually, but it was more of out politeness. 

"Hey champ," Brett said. "How do you like your bacon? Crispy or floppy."

Before I could answer, he and my wife glanced at each other and giggled, trading juvenile snickers over the somewhat sexual remark.

For some reason, I had trouble finding my voice. "Umm... floppy," I said, which earned another snicker out of him. Maybe his height was having some sort of effect on me. At 6' 8", he towered over me. I felt naturally compelled to fall into line. At 5'11", I wasn't exactly a small guy either, and I was solid enough to not question myself in a fight but... I already knew that if it came to fists, Brett was one foe that I couldn't beat. 

He grinned at me, that charming wide grin that had apparently worked so well for him in the past. He was so good looking that it pissed me off more. He could have any girl he wanted. Yet he had set his sights on my wife. Maybe it was the circumstances— alone, snowed in. She was the only woman, and a damn good looking one at that. Even in the morning, she looked hot. Her dark brown hair was messy, cascading around her face and framing her like a lioness. Maybe it was just me, but was she glowing? It was only natural he'd want her. Hopefully once the trip was over, he'd find someone else to move in on.

Why was I making excuses for this guy, after what I saw??? I snapped myself out of it. 

"Can I talk to you for a second?" I asked Alex. Already I could feel the knot of dread tightening in my belly. I almost instantly second guessed myself for even speaking up. I guess I was always a path-of-least-resistance type of guy. And I knew that this wasn't a conversation that would go well. I'm not a confrontational dude, and I was afraid that this would blow up in my face. I'd much rather just stay quiet and pray to god that the situation would resolve itself.

"Sure, what's on your mind?" she hadn't made a move to hop off the counter. She merely swung her legs back and forth and took a sip from her coffee mug.

I hesitated, glancing between her, and this tall sculpture of a man beside her. "Alone," I said after a beat.

For the briefest moment, I saw the flash of annoyance on my wife's face. Just a little shake of the head, and the tiniest eye roll. She looked apologetically at Brett, like they hadn't just had sex, and he was a guest about to overhear a completely unnecessary couple's fight. Then she hopped off the counter. Her shirt rose up her hips, and for a second, I had a flash of just her panties beneath. Apparently she hadn't felt it necessary to retrieve her gym shorts that she usually sleeps in.

She followed me around the stone fireplace and into the living room. "What's up? Do you want some coffee or something?" She folded her arms.

"What's going on here?" I asked, ignoring her question.

Her brow furrowed. "We're having a friendly conversation. What's your problem?"

"You know what my problem is," I deliberately kept my voice low. "You had sex with the guy, Alex."

She shook her head and rolled her eyes again, as though I was angry about the most trivial thing in the world. "That wasn't anything. We were all drunk, and we had a threesome. A threesome that I asked you about, and that you agreed to," she reminded me.

I was stunned. Was she actually blaming me for this? But she said it with such conviction, that it gave me reason to pause and rethink last night. It was a crazy blur, yes. And much of that was because of the liquor. Maybe I had, although if so, I definitely didn't remember. Ever the push-over, I softened. "I didn't agree to it," I insisted. I rubbed my head. "Maybe I'm remembering it wrong, but I thought it happened... organically." 

Alex sighed. "I didn't exactly hear you objecting when I was rubbing your cock with my foot. You were enjoying it at the time. I can't build a time machine and go back and undo it all, just because you're feeling insecure about it the next day. Somebody always gets weird after a threesome. You just have to power through it because that's not fair to everyone else who had fun. If you and I had one with another woman, how would you feel the next day if I started grilling you?"

Now the details were coming back more clear. "Threesome?" I asked. My voice rose a little, but not the mighty roar that I wish it had been. It came out sounding like a whine. "You barely touched me. I had to move your foot on my cock just to get any action at all. Instead, all you did was fuck Mr. Moneybags in there."

Alex sighed again. "I would have gotten to you, but you left early. You just got up, and walked out of the room. I didn't know where you went or if you were coming back. It's not like you said goodnight. You bailed and left me with a stranger. So what was I supposed to do!?! Just stop?" Now her voice was raising, and Alex can get pretty scary when she's pissed. 

I stood there, completely dumbfounded. I'm not the best at arguing, mostly because I get so wrapped up in someone else's points, that my brain seems to freeze like a deer in headlights. I was mulling over her point— that I'd gotten up and left. That much was true. And I guess I didn't expect her stop just because I did. But I was so heavily considering that maybe I was to blame for this infidelity, that it wasn't until much later that I came up with the counter argument that the only reason I'd gotten up and left was because she was barely touching me. 

She shook her head like she couldn't believe me, her eyes flicking up to the ceiling in exasperation. She was on the offensive, and I was wondering how the hell the roles had been switched. This was my argument, my point to bring up, and yet now I felt like I was the one being put in a position to apologize. 

"I knew this would happen," she said. "I knew that the first time I tried to get a little crazy in the bedroom for you and try something wild for us, you'd get all freaked out by it. It's not always about you, you know. You're the one who suggested it in the first place, and now that I followed through, you have a problem with it."

My jaw dropped. "I suggested it? I did no such thing!"

"Oh yeah?" She cocked her eyebrow, her arms resting on her hips, as though she was daring me. "You really want to go down this road? Last night in the hot tub, you suggested I hook up with Brett."

"What? No I didn't!"

"Yeah... ya did. While we were fooling around, all that talk about your damn stupid porno movies where the couple gets stranded with a hot stranger. That was all you! I was just playing along. Then you suggested Brett."

"I suggested Brett because he was standing behind you," I said. She looked validated. I shook my head. "I mean, I didn't suggest him. I said his name, because I thought he'd left and then I saw him standing behind you like a crazy person."

She folded her arms, still looking pissed. But then she glanced to the kitchen, then back at me. "Look, it happened. You can put whatever twist on it that you want. But the fact is that none of us are going anywhere any time soon. So we can either go forward from here and move on, or we can spend the next week, or possibly even more, snowed in a tiny house, fighting over the fact that you're pissed off about something that happened last night while we were all drunk. But I gotta tell you, Sean, if I spend a week fighting with you, it really raises some doubts with me about our marriage and if we should have done it at all."

There it was— the ultimatum. She was holding the relationship hostage until I calmed down. In hindsight, I know what I should have picked. But at the time, I was scared, hurt, and wanted some reassurance. She made a lot of points that I thought were valid— I hadn't said no to the threesome. We were drunk. I had just up and left the room, with this expectation that she would follow me like a dog on a leash. Maybe I really was being the unreasonable one here. And I didn't like the thought that our marriage could really be over because of a misunderstanding and a lack of communication on my part. 

I caved and sighed. "I'm sorry." I said. "It was just weird, the whole thing."

Her face softened slightly. "I'm sorry too." She gave me a warm hug that felt good. "We can't go back and undo it now. We just gotta power through it."

We returned to the kitchen and I felt like a scolded child. I could see Brett holding a knowing smirk on his face, not looking up from his cooking efforts. Alex either didn't notice, or pretended not to. 

The three of us sat down to eat. The table was small and intimate... just a little too small for three. Our knees were practically touching. I was dead silent. Alex conversed with Brett— asking him about where he was from and what he did for a living. He was from Upstate New York, and I guess worked for some business that his daddy owned. Real shocker there. I could hardly bring myself to listen to it. Almost like last night when we had our "threesome", I felt like I didn't need to be there. That I was the third wheel. 

Alex's words played over and over again in my mind. I had caved in, because I'm an introspective guy. And I guess she made sense at the time, but as I sat at the breakfast table, I got to thinking more and more about her argument. And though I felt resolution immediately at the end of our fight, the anger and self doubt were bubbling quickly back to the surface. We hadn't resolved anything! 

But it was too late. The fight was already concluded. I hadn't said my peace at the time, and now my chance was gone. It's not like I could really set up the argument again, without risking a serious altercation and losing Alex. 

Finally Brett asked, "So what do you want to do today?"

Maybe there was more anger than I thought just below the surface, because without thinking, I blurted out. "I think I'm going to unbury our cars, and shovel out the driveway." I was hoping that my voice had enough of an edge to convey that I was going to take an active approach to getting this guy to leave, so I could repair the fragile cracks in my marriage that he caused. 

They must not have gotten the hint, or they didn't care. "Wow, someone is being ambitious," Alex said over the rim of her coffee. "That's a long driveway."

"I mean, it's not a bad idea," Brett commented. I didn't see it, but just then, his hand slipped beneath the table and gave my wife's thigh a discreet little squeeze. They exchanged a glance and a little smile. That part I did see.

I inwardly sighed. They hadn't caught on at all to what I was saying. So wrapped up in themselves. I did what I always do— I took the passive aggressive route. 

I decided to press a bit harder. "You know," I said. "If the three of us work at it, we could probably have the car and the driveway unburied, and have Brett on his way home before the snow piles back up..."

Brett gave a nonchalant glance out the window. "I'm not going out there," he scoffed.

I blinked stupidly. "What do you mean?"

Beneath the table, his hand continued to roam Alex's strong bare thigh. She held onto her mug tightly, her cheeks reddening slightly as she fell quiet. The sensation of him so boldly doing this right in front of me must have been a new and exciting thrill, because her legs slowly parted. His hand roamed higher.

"I mean, my car struggled to make it up here on a clear day," Brett prattled off his point with confident composure. His sleep eyes and easy smile were making my blood boil. "And in case you didn't notice, it's the freakin' storm of the century out there. You could spend all day shoveling, and that car isn't going anywhere. I'm not wasting my time."

One long finger moved between my wife's thighs. She jumped a little as he ran a finger teasingly over her panties. Her cheeks flushed harder, and she held the mug higher in front of her face to keep me from seeing that she'd bit her lip.

"Besides dude. We're on vacation," Brett said, ever the smooth talker, even as he was basically fingering my wife mere inches from me, and I wouldn't even come to find out about it until much later. "We've got a house full of food and booze. A running hot tub. And plenty of logs for the fire. Plus, a total hottie who's not wearing any pants," He smirked. "I don't know about you, but everything I need is right here," he winked at my wife, and she dropped her eyes to the table. A little smile lingered on her lips, even as her hips began to wiggle and move, responding to his touch. 

I saw the exchange— the little coy smiles that they traded. "You know, I'm tired of you," I said, jumping up from my chair. 

"Sean... don't start," Alex scolded.

"Sean, it was a joke. I was making a joke," Brett sighed, even though his hand never left the warm inviting spot between her legs. Even with me getting angry. If I had been just a little less blind and a little more vigilant, I would have seen his arm, extended over into her space... into my territory. "I mean, we've been dancing around what happened last night a lot. Are we not at the point where we can just laugh it off?"

"No," I insisted. "Because I don't think it's very funny. This isn't your cabin anymore. You didn't book this time, I did. I'm paying for this trip. Nobody invited you here, and honestly, you're ruining this for both of us."

He looked over at my wife, knowing just who really had the final say. "Alex, am I ruining your trip?"

She shook her head. "Sean, you're being an asshole," she glared at me, never breaking a stare, even as Brett slid his finger around her panties, and sank it into her warm wet folds. "Brett isn't the one ruining our vacation right now. You are. Brett's just asking for a place to stay for a couple of days— out of necessity. You and I have the rest of our lives to spend time together— which lately I'm starting to question if you keep acting like this. Brett staying with us for a few more days isn't going to break us. If anything does that, it's you, constantly flipping out like this. We discussed what happened last night, and we both agreed to move past it. Do we need to discuss it again?" 

I shrank away. "No," I said and could barely hold eye contact as I dropped my dishes in the sink. But as I looked out the window at the snow, I knew that there was no changing how I felt. "I'm going out there to shovel anyway." I said firmly.

"That's not going to change things," Alex said. "Brett will leave when he's comfortable driving, and not a second sooner."

"No, no," Brett laid a hand on my wife's arm— the one that wasn't buried between her thighs. His thumb caressed her skin. "Let him. It would probably be a good idea to get an early start on shoveling out anyway. And besides. I think your husband could stand to burn off some energy right now."

They were basically talking about me like I was a temperamental child. I was so angry in that moment, I was literally shaking with frustrated rage— probably the reason I didn't see what they were doing beneath the table. 

I stormed from the room and made a beeline for the bedroom, throwing on my snow pants, heavy coat, and gloves. I was preparing myself to take action, and get this driveway cleared, and get this guy out of our lives.

In the kitchen, Alex and Brett made no move to leave the kitchen table. Brett continued his gentle exploration of my wife's pussy. Her legs were trembling, her eyes on him. She bit her lip and gave tiny little thrusts of her hips to meet his finger. 

"You are so wet," he smirked as he finger fucked her. Alex didn't make a sound. Barely reacted. Just a slight nod of her head, and half closing of her eyes.

They were mindful to watch for me, but Alex also grew more bold— thrilled by the risk of me catching them in the act. Her hand slipped beneath the table and sought out his lap. She found him tenting in his pajama bottoms. 



A small moan escaped her lips as she felt the size of his erection, like she had forgotten how impressive it was. She stroked him over his pants in long eager pumps, the two of them watching for me to emerge from the bedroom.

"You're a real bitch when you want to be," Brett commented to my wife with a sly smile on his face.

She shot him a look, a widening of the eyes and a 'shush, you' expression on her face. But then she couldn't help but snicker softly and give an 'I know' nod.

I emerged from the bedroom, dressed for the Arctic tundra. I didn't notice that they had inched their chairs closer together, or that both were still sitting at the table, though neither seemed particularly interested in their breakfasts. 

"Have fun out there," Brett grinned at me. 

I mumbled something to the effect of "Yeah, yeah."

"Don't worry, we'll just clean up a bit," Alex managed to blurt out, even as Brett slipped a second finger into her pussy. Her thumb slid over the bulbous head of his cock, feeling that a small wet spot of precum that had formed in his pants.

I didn't want to leave them alone in the house, but I believed my wife at this point— still assuming that last night was a once and done thing, and that I was the one holding grudges. Little did I know that the second I stepped onto the front stoop and shut the door behind me, the betrayal would continue. 

They listened in silence for long seconds. Brett's fingers plunging the depth's of my wife's pussy. My wife's hand roaming the length of Brett's shaft. The moment the door shut, Alex was nearly jumping out of her seat. She ran to the front door and peered out one of the windows beside it. 

I was gazing around at the winter wonderland. It was like an alien world. A hush had fallen over the natural world, and I waded through the deep snow in my heavy clothes like an astronaut on the moon. 

Alex waited for the sounds of my shoveling to start before she bit her lip, and glanced at Brett. She jokingly toggled the deadbolt latch on the front door. "Too obvious?" She giggled.

"Too devious," he replied. 

She sauntered back into the kitchen. "And fingering me in front of him wasn't?" She was already undoing the buttons of her shirt, biting her lip in excitement and glancing at the bay windows that overlooked the front of the house. They could see me thigh-deep in the snow, a shovel thrown over my shoulder like an infantryman going to war. 

Outside, the conditions made it difficult for me to see. The snow was coming down hard, and the wind was blowing it off the cabin roof in a blinding powdery mist. Though the sky was gray, the snow was bright, making me snow blind. Twice, I looked back toward the cabin, and couldn't see past the darkness of the windows. 

"You liked the thrill," Brett stood, his crotch bulging obscenely. His cock standing at full attention, straining the warm soft fabric. Alex eyed it appreciably and gave a glance over her shoulder. 

Outside, I stooped to begin the daunting shoveling task, already feeling like I was in over my head. But I was determined. If I had to work all day, I would clear this fucking driveway. I wanted no more excuses for why Brett was still here.

As I hucked the first shovel full over my shoulder, Brett was looking straight at my wife. He hooked his thumbs down his waistband and dropped his pajama pants completely around his ankles. His enormous cock swung free and unrestrained. He was throbbing. Every vein bulging like the most powerful muscle in the world. And at least, to the world of my marriage, I guess it was. 

Brett strode up to my wife, closing the distance with his long legs. My wife was glancing back and forth between the windows and his manhood, biting the tip of her finger. The lust was apparent, but so was the hesitation. 

"What if he sees?" She asks.

"That's what you like, isn't it?" He said, knowing full well that I could just as easily have seen them this morning. He grabbed her by the shoulders and spun her around to face the large bay window. "You like him being so close..."

He reached his hands in front of her, and resumed unbuttoning her top for her. His hips pushes his cock against the curves of her ass cheeks. Her thong underwear taking a sweet journey between her wonderful globes, and his cock was all too happy to follow. 

Alex was trembling as this man started to undress her right in front of the window. "Look at him out there," Brett whispered in her ear. Outside, I was in profile, bent over and shoveling away. My frustration at the whole situation driving my movements and effort. "It might take him all day out there," he pulled open her shirt and slid his hand inside. His massive hand palmed one of her perky breasts, and Alex sucked in a breath. Her legs were shaking, her head spinning. 

His hips pushed his cock harder against her ass. He humped his thick shaft between her cheeks while his busy fingers twisted and pinched at her nipples. He was boldly groping her right in front of the windows. Alex lavished the display and the thrill of it all. She felt safe— confident even— that if I happened to look over I would be able to stop none of it.

She decided to test that theory. "What if looks over and sees us?" She asked, leaning back into his broad muscular chest. Her hand groped behind her for his member, finding it easily and giving it a squeeze.

Brett smiled, resting his face beside hers, both staring out at my hunched figure in the middle of the snowy wilderness, like they were watching a show. "Then he'll have plenty to see, won't he?" 

Brett reached down and abruptly yanked her panties down to her ankles. Alex yelped in delight, and gasped as he shoved her forward. Her hands went to either side of the window frame to catch herself. He pushed her forward until she was leaning up against the glass, and nudged her legs apart with his foot. They went willingly. 

"He'll look over here and see what kind of lying little slut he married," Brett said, giving her hair a firm tug, then moving his hands down to her waist. He gave her ass a hard slap that made her groan. Her hot breath was fogging up the glass in front of her face.

Alex bit her lip, and glanced over her shoulder in anticipation of what was to come. Her eyes were half shut and lusty. Her body trembling, her arms braced out, displaying herself to the world as she was about to allow herself to be taken by this new lover. "Would you stop what you're doing?" She asked.

He slapped her ass again, pulled her hips back to meet him, and pushed his cock up between her silky smooth thighs. She was positively dripping. Her pussy soaked, coating the length of his shaft as he ran it along her slit until it came out the front of her legs. The thick bloated knob bumped the glass.

"Not for a second," he grunted back at her. He teased her pussy, moving his meaty member back and forth along her lips.

Her heart was pounding. Outside, I hadn't the first clue what they were doing. I was panting. The sweat pouring down the inside of my hood, and my ragged breath was causing my goggles to fog up. I had only cleared about twenty feet around the back of Brett's car, but my back was already aching.

"What if he tries to stop us?" Alex moaned softly, gripping the window panes. 

Brett continued to push against my wife's body, guiding his cock smoothly against her warm wet opening. "Then we keep the door locked... and don't let him back inside until we're done." He leaned forward and started to kiss her neck.

She gasped and shivered. "That's so awful..."

"I'm not the cheater here... now am I, Alex?" he murmured, tasting her skin. 

"No... I guess not," she breathed a long exhale that steamed the window and obscured her face from the outside. If I'd had the foresight to turn around, I suppose I would have seen her splayed out in front of the glass, tits on display, and her legs open. Brett's cock rubbing between them, and his hands on her hips like he owned her.

"You're the cheater... say it." Brett slapped her ass, and positioned the head of his cock against her wet lips, bending her forward even further.

"I'm the cheater," she said without hesitating. 

"Yes, you are... a filthy cheating slut," he pushed the head of his cock into her body. Even after last night, it was a tight fit. 

She bit her lip and gave a muffled cry. "Mmmfffff."

"He'd be out there... shivering, cold and tired..." Brett smiled to himself, pushing deeper and the head of his cock was inside of her warm body. "And you'd look him right in the eye... the entire time I take you..."

"Ohhh goddddd," she moaned, having to rest her shoulder against the chilly glass, her face pressed against it, her butt pushing back against his body, eager to swallow more of his length. She slowly twerked her juicy ass up and down.

"The real question is... would you stop?" He grunted, hands around her waist, pulling her back into him, until he was filling her up completely.

She sighed in pleasure once he was fully inside of her. "I don't think I could ever stop," she blurted out. She started to move her body now, humping back into him, moving his cock in and out of her body. 

They stayed like that for a long time, humping slowly and deeply against the window. Maybe they wanted to be caught, just to see what happened. It was probably more merciful for me that I never turned around from shoveling. I was blinded by my efforts, the sweat and the steamed goggles obscuring my vision. My winter clothes clung to my body, making me shiver. My back and my arms ached. Only my frustrations fueled me. The entire time that Brett was violating my wife so close to me, I was busy having an imaginary argument with the two of them, under my breath, practicing laying out my case for him to leave.

Their slow fucking started to build in momentum— like a train gaining speed. They were picking up the pace, moving faster by the second.

Brett's movements became more aggressive. His hips turning to a blur. He held tightly onto my wife, pulling Alex back into his thrusts again and again. 

"Oh Brett!" She cried out. He knew what that meant, and he welcomed it. 

"Cum for me, baby," he said, joyfully. 

"Oh god... oh my god... ohhh fuck," she shut her eyes, whimpering and gasping as the orgasm took hold, and there was nothing she could do but hang on for the ride. 

Brett didn't relent. He fucked her all the way through it. "That's it Alex," he urged. "Cum on my dick. Cum on that big fat dick."

She suddenly arched her back, her body heaving. "Fuckkkk!!" She moaned loudly, as she quaked around his throbbing member. It left her gasping and shivering, on legs that threatened to give out and spill her onto the tile.

Her orgasm subsided, but she was no less revved up. Brett pulled out of her. Alex spun around. The look on her face told him immediately that what they had done had driven her into a sexual frenzy. She had lost all self control. She threw her arms around his neck and jumped into his body. He caught her, as she threw her legs around his waist and locked them tightly. 

Alex buried her lips against Brett's, in a feverish and hungry kiss. He practically threw her on the kitchen table. Glasses and plates toppled to the floor and shattered. 

He stood over her, pausing for only the briefest second to guide his cock back into her. Her pussy swallowed him whole as he fucked her on the kitchen table. She didn't loosen her grip around his neck, or his waist. Her legs held on tightly. They didn't break the kiss. Their tongues eagerly wrestled as Brett's hips drove his aching cock in and out of her body. 

Their passionate moans were muted by each other's eager mouths. Alex's toes curled behind his back. The table shook violently beneath them. Their lovemaking had reached fever pitch. 

Outside, I dusted off Brett's car, and my own. It fell in heavy clumps in the driveway. I was soaked in sweat, and needed to catch my breath.

Inside, it was much the same. Brett and Alex were soaked in sweat, and breathing deep and hard. His hips worked like a madman. He pushed his lengthy cock in and out of her body at a wild pace. The table wobbled and swayed, threatening to give out at any moment. But neither of them cared. 

"Oh yes! Oh yes! Oh yes!" Alex was screaming out against his mouth. She was using her strong legs and her feet to push his thrusts harder and deeper into her. Neither of them aware that they could be whipped into such a vigorous frenzy. 

"Alex, I'm going to cum," Brett cried out as she bit down on his lower lip. 

"Ohhhhh god, me too," she nearly growled at him. 

And still her legs and feet drove him into her. Her ass rose up off the table with each thrust, trying to feel as much of his body as she could. The muscles in her belly tightened, as she lifted her butt up each time, her movements on autopilot, finding the perfect harmony with his. 

Finally her ass lifted completely off the table as he sank into her. She was screaming as she climaxed around his thrusting manhood. It was a scream that I probably heard outside, but dismissed it as the howl of the winter wind. 

Then it was Brett's turn. She could feel his cock engorge— as ready as ever to spew its seed. 

"Shoot it on me," she urgently shouted. She was offering him a rare treat that she never dreamt of gifting me. "Put it on me! Let me feel it!"

Though nobody was aware of it on a conscious level, the symbolism was unmistakable— she was asking him to mark his territory. To put his spunk on her was to claim her in the most primitive and animalistic sense. 

Brett gave one final thrust, and withdrew urgently. He aimed his cock between her thighs, straight up at her body.

"Yesssss," she coaxed, laid out on the table like a vixen, her hair forming a halo of brown around her head.

Brett gave a grunt, and then his cock went off. The first rope of hot seed shot forth and flew nearly up to her chin, landing in a thick wet line from her neck, down between her breasts.

Alex cried out in pleasure.

The following spurts of cum flew freely, landing wherever they desired. Much of it went to her flat bare belly, pooling in her naval and clinging to her belly button piercing. A few lucky strands reached as far as her perky tits. Brett shook his cock at her, grunting like a Neanderthal through the entire orgasm. He used the final few dribbles of semen to coat the inside of her thighs, before wiping the tip of his member on her well used pussy lips.

"Oh my god... oh my god," she lay, panting in post orgasm bliss on the kitchen table. They were both soaked in sweat, fighting to catch their breath. Neither of them had ever had sex so intense or feverish. 

Eventually they remembered who... and where they were. They glanced at the window. I was still outside, but by now, I was leaning against my shovel, feeling a sense of hopeless despair as I looked out at the snowy hellscape. I felt like I'd been at it for hours. The snow was too deep and heavy. I had barely managed to make a dent in the driveway, and the areas that I did shovel were once again filling up with snow.

It was no good. I tried again for a few more minutes before tossing my shovel down in disgust, and screaming a few obscenities at the sky. 

By the time I went back inside, I found Brett and my wife in the kitchen. To my surprise, they had both changed. Alex was now wearing pants, and Brett had put on a shirt— I assumed it was to make me feel better after our fight this morning. I didn't even fathom that it was to hide something much worse. 

Their faces were red and flushed, and their hair sweaty. Neither one was able to look directly at me. They were both crouched, sweeping up broken glass from the kitchen floor into a dustpan. 

"What happened?" I asked, my eyes going from one to the other.

"Oh, Stretch here almost knocked the whole table over as he got up," Alex said dismissively.

"Yeah, my bad," Brett smirked, looking far less confident than he usually did. He looked a bit shaken... rattled almost.

I hesitated. "Why are you guys acting weird?" I said, studying their faces, their averted eyes, and their flushed cheeks with some suspicion. I had a bad feeling, and my mind flashed back to thoughts of last night— of them fucking long after I'd gone to bed. Although I was pretty sure after this morning's discussion, Alex wouldn't try to sleep with Brett again, unless she could parlay it into as situation where I somehow gave her permission— to spare her the guilt.

Plus... there's no way they'd be so bold as to fool around with me just outside the door...

"Well we had a bit of a shouting match," Brett said. "No offense dude, but your wife is scary when she's pissed."

It was hard to keep the delight from crossing my face. "Really?" I asked.

"Yeah. These aren't our plates," Alex responded, sounding like an ice bitch, directing it at Brett. "Fuckin' klutz here thinks he was being smooth and broke someone else's shit."

"Sorry," Brett sounded defeated. 

I laughed a bit uneasy. "Sorry man. Welcome to my world," I gave a sympathetic nod, feeling much better. Trouble in paradise after the first day meant that any connection I might be fearing had formed was now immediately broken. If they yelled at each other, it meant I was looking pretty good. 

"Did you give up outside?" Alex changed the subject. 

I rubbed the back of my head. "Umm... yeah. It's too deep, and I barely made a dent. I'm actually starting to get a little scared. I don't think anything short of a snow plow will get us out of here."

Brett smiled to himself, a momentary relief crossed his face. A small victory that I never saw.

Alex looked at the window and let some worry cross her features. "Okay... well... we'll just have to make the most of this." She must have seen the worry in my face, because she smiled. "It'll be fine." How was she so relaxed and calm about getting stuck here? I felt claustrophobic.

"I don't know," I admitted, taking a seat on one of the kitchen chairs, and pulled my snow hood off. I was completely oblivious that only inches from me was the very spot where Brett and my wife just had wild vigorous sex. "Between our fight this morning, and now you guys fighting, I'm worried we might kill each other before spring." I forced the joke.

"Don't worry," Brett winked at Alex. "We'll all find a way to make this work, even if we have to rethink our roles..."

I didn't catch his meaning at all, as he stood and tossed the shards of broken glass into the trash. 

It took a lot of strength to muster the energy to stand in my wet heavy clothes. "Well I better have a shower," I said. "I'm livin' La Vida stinky," I could feel the sweat plastering my thermal underwear to my body. 

Brett stiffened. "Umm... about that..."

Me and Alex looked up sharply. "What?"

"That was a problem we discovered when all my buddies were here: The water heater sucks. It's good for about a shower and a half before it goes cold and needs a full day to warm up again."

My brow furrowed. "Well can't we stagger them?" I asked.

Now it was Alex's turn to look worried. "We're all gross right now. We all need to shower off. I'm not waiting a full day for it to warm up again."

I looked at Brett. "So what do you propose?"

He grinned like the Grinch forming an evil plan. "You're not going to like it," he said at last...

***To be continued...***
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Chapter 3...

***

The thumping through the bedroom walls have ceased now. I can hear them talking... cooing to each other, whispering sweet nothings. Somehow, knowing that Brett and Alexandra are making pillow talk and giggling after their latest fuck session is even worse than if they were just plowing each other into oblivion. It's one thing to be cheated on physically. But emotionally is an even harder pill to swallow. 

They haven't unlocked the bedroom door yet. They probably want their privacy. To savor just the moment, just the two of them. I'd give them that, but though the snow has stopped, the plows haven't arrived yet to free me from this prison. Funny... that my honeymoon cabin paradise has now become my prison. Maybe because another man is enjoying my wife and my honeymoon much more than I am. The snow that was meant to isolate just me and my wife for a cozy romantic trip, has also trapped a stranger here with us. One that has me bested in pretty much every way.

I'm using the lull in the fornication to collect my thoughts over this past week.

I should probably take a moment to address a couple of questions. By now, you might be wondering, "Sean, how do you know what Brett and your wife were doing in the kitchen? You were outside shoveling snow. How do you know what they were doing just out of sight? How do you know what they were thinking, or talking about when you weren't in the room?"

Well... the simple answer (as you'll come to find out): They told me. I mean, we are snowed in, in the middle of nowhere, just the three of us. There is literally nothing to do but sleep, eat, drink, fuck, and... yes... talk. They couldn't tiptoe around their blossoming "relationship" forever without me catching on. And they couldn't simply ignore me— it's not a big cabin. 

It was only a matter of time before they had a sit down with me, and laid all the cards on the table. They told me everything, in all its soul crushing detail. Every lustful thought they'd had, every wandering glance, every flirtatious comment, every discreet little rendezvous, and every session they had when my back was turned.

Their logic was to leave no stone unturned. The sooner I learned how deep the rabbit hole went, the sooner I would accept this new reality. No matter how much it hurts. 

And speaking of hurt, the door of the bedroom just unbolted. Out of the bedroom strides Brett now. He's naked. Of course, he's naked. By the light of the fire, I can seen his muscular torso is glistening with sweat. I see that my wife must have really given him a workout. 

His cock hangs between his thighs, it's limp for now, swinging back and forth between its own weight. I have to look away, because not only is he bigger than even the average porn star, but I already know the glossy sheen along his shaft is from my wife.

"Hey loser," he smirks at me, before strutting off to the kitchen. The muscles of his strong thighs and tight ass flex as he goes, and his manhood pendulums from side to side. 

I can hear the door to the refrigerator open and shut. I risk a glance to the bedroom. Alex is waiting patiently. The sheets pulled up to cover her perky breasts. Her dark smoky eyes are half closed and there's a lingering smile on her full lips, making her cheeks dimple cutely. She looks fully satisfied, and love drunk. 

My insides twist into a painful knot. She hasn't looked at me like that since we started dating. 

Brett returns from the kitchen a minute later, carrying two glasses, and I see Alex's eyes wander her new lover's body appreciably. Brett glances over his shoulder at me one last time, gives me a wink, and kicks the bedroom door shut. I hear it latch. 

I know it's only a matter of time— maybe minutes, maybe even a few hours. But sooner or later my reprieve will end, and the passionate groans will start again. 

Reluctantly, my thoughts take me back to that day— after my failed attempts to shovel us out. The hot water debate...

***

"That's out of the question," I folded my arms across my chest, trying to look defiant. Really, I was doing it because I was cold. I'd shed my coat, but my shirt was soaked with sweat, that was rapidly starting to cool. The snow was heavy and my efforts of trying to dig us out had taken its toll. My arms felt leaden.

Brett shrugged nonchalantly. "That's the solution. If you guys want a shower today, we'll have to share it. Otherwise we'll stagger it out, and each day it'll be someone else's turn to bathe." 

Alex made a mock gagging sound. "That sounds awful."

"Hey, if you guys want to suffer in each other's stink, just because Sean is afraid of someone seeing him naked, that's cool. I'm all for it. But if you guys want to keep smelling daisy fresh, we'll have to shower together."

"Why don't we just take military style showers?" I protested, my face turning red. "We lather up before, then just use the hot water to rinse?"

"C'mon, Sean," Alex sighed. "This is supposed to be our vacation. We didn't spend a shit load of money on this cabin, and drive all the way up to Maine to shower like refugees."

"Well I didn't spend a shit load of money and drive all the way up to Maine to have to share our trip with some guy who should have left before we showed up," I replied.

"That's what this is about? Petty jealousy again, all because we got drunk and tried to have some fun last night?" Alex was getting angry again, and it was making me want to shrink away. "We already had this argument. It's over with. You can either get over it, or not, but you can't keep throwing it in my face!" She raised her voice at the last few words.

I paled, and glanced between the two of them. "W-why don't you and I split the shower, and Brett boils some hot water? Or better yet, bathes in the hot tub?"

"Why don't I shower with your wife, and you bathe in the hot tub?" Brett grinned.

I bristled. "Are you serious?" It was hard to hide my mounting anger over that suggestion.

Alex smirked, and laid a hand on Brett's stomach. "He's kidding, Sean."

"Yeah, seriously," Brett agreed. "We can't share a laugh over this? Dude, lighten up."

Once again, there was that third wheel feeling. She had laid a hand on him to diffuse the situation, not me. A part of my brain pondered the meaning behind that— but I dismissed it as me obsessively over thinking, again.

"Nobody's bathing in the hot tub, dude," Brett commented. "If anything, people ought to be showering after getting out of a pool or spa. That's basic hygiene."

I looked at my wife and just shrugged helplessly, hoping for a little support here. "I feel like there's more practical ways to approach this. This whole thing feels like just an excuse to see you naked again."

"Duh," Brett couldn't resist grinning ear to ear like the Cheshire Cat. "Have you seen your wife's body? Can you blame me for wanting to take another look?"

Alex let out a laugh, gave a little twirl and a bow. "Thank you, Brett. I try."

"But in all seriousness, Sean," Brett said, "If I was doing this just to get her naked, wouldn't I fabricate some excuse that involved just me and her in the shower and left you out completely? I mean, if I had evil intent, I could have sprang this on her while you were outside shoveling, and found a way to omit you entirely. But no. You think I'm excited about having to share a shower with another guy?"

Am I a moron? I guess I am, because standing there under their interrogating expressions, I shrugged and said "I guess that's true." It never crossed my mind at the time, that Brett's logic was more sinister— wanting to involve me in an effort to further humiliate me. And the more he upset me, the more I'd fight against him, and the more I'd inadvertently paint him as the more rational, reasonable, and fun personality in the cabin. The one that my wife would want to gravitate toward. People don't like to hang around someone who's always negative and suspicious... especially women. 

"Don't think of it like this weird group shower with another dude," Brett laughed easily. "Think of it like a bonding moment."

Alex barked a laugh. Easy for her. She was never self conscious about her slim runner's body, strong thighs, and toned muscles. Her tits were so perky, they pointed out at a perfect 90 degree angle, her stomach you could bounce a quarter off of, and her round ass made the shape of a perfect heart. She had nothing to be self conscious about. 

Me on the other hand... 

I laughed uneasily. "You don't think this will be weird?" I was nervous.

"Weirder than what we did last night?" Brett raised his eyebrow.

For once, I was able to laugh a bit easier. "I guess that's true."

"If you're worried about me seeing your dick, don't. I already saw it," Brett quipped. "And besides, before you guys showed up, I was literally in an arts and crafts session with half a dozen dudes, all making rubber casts of their junk. Trust me, I could go the rest of my life and not see another man naked and be just fine with that."

"Speak for yourself," Alex quipped, then she flashed me a cheeky smile. I knew she was just kidding. 

The three of us sharing a laugh helped calm me down and eased the tension of the room. Which definitely made what we were about to do much easier. The isolation also played a factor. It was just us, and would be for days. 

We found ourselves in the bedroom. Alex didn't even hesitate to shed her clothes. She dropped her pajama bottoms. ...I shouldn't say dropped. More like pushed them down her legs, bending over and giving a full display of her plump cheeks like she was displaying herself. I forced myself to look away, trying to keep from remembering less than twenty four hours ago, Brett had her bent over in front of the fire and was inside of that sweet pink pussy.

She stood, naked from the waist down as she undid her top, and let it fall. I noticed Brett watching with an intent stare. The casual smirk that always lingered at a corner of his mouth was ever present.

I looked away and reminded myself of the harmless jokes we'd told only minutes before— that this would be more awkward for everyone involved than sexual. That helped. 

As Alex retrieved her shampoos and toiletries from her bag, Brett barely even hesitated to strip himself down to his birthday suit. His chiseled abs and prominent pecks stood out in the light that filtered through the bedroom window. The guy must spend half his life at the gym to get a body like that. When his cock came into view, I inwardly groaned. My drunk brain hadn't distorted it. It really was as big as I remember from last night. It was like a snake that could swallow a squirrel. Thick and meaty, even limp, it hung and wavered as he moved.

I blushed and averted my eyes. As I did, I also caught my wife peering at it from the corner of her eye, momentarily forgetting what she had been rummaging in her bag for. 

The fact that I was the only one of the three not able to strip with the same level of body confidence as Brett and Alex should have told me that I was the odd man out in this group. I always considered myself pretty average in most regards, and therefore never worried a whole lot. But between Alex having the body and confident swagger of a supermodel, and Brett towering almost a full foot taller than me, with his classic tall, dark, and handsome features, huge hairless muscles, and horse-like manhood, I wasn't feeling too good about myself. My body hair seemed far more wooly, my gut sloppy, and my cock (already chilly from my shoveling efforts) far too small and timid. 

I immediately covered myself with my hands as Brett inspected the glass walled shower stall. It was large, but even so, it might prove to be a tight fit. 

"I'm going in the middle," Alex declared.

"Yeah you are, you greedy slut," Brett grinned widely and nodded his head, talking in the most perverse tone that he could.

"What the hell?" I asked.

Alex blinked at me. "Oh, I'm sorry. If you want, you and Brett can press your bodies together. I won't stand in the way."

I considered this. "Point taken," I said.

She laughed, and I felt better knowing I could still make my wife laugh. Not all hope was gone.

Brett had to duck a bit beneath the rainfall showerhead, and backed up to the wall. Alex and I shuffled in after him. 

"Everybody ready?" Brett asked.

When he twisted the knob, the water that came out was ice cold. We all cried out as it doused us. Alex yelped and reflexively clutched at Brett's naked body, pressing her tits into his chest as her nipples hardened and her flesh broke out in goosebumps.

I might have noticed, had I not been suffering the same hellish cascade of arctic water. I threw my body against my wife's from behind.

We awkwardly hugged each other for warmth for what felt like an eternity. Eventually the hot water caught up with the demand, and warm soothing relief cascaded over us. I let go of my wife's back, not wanting to waste any time, and fished for my shampoo. 

When I looked back, Alex was still clinging to Brett. Her dark hair soaked, and she was peering up at him, her face pressed to his rock hard chest. I eyed them oddly. It was weird to see them not wanting to let go of each other. Then they did, and I dismissed my concerns as crazy. Although, from the corner of my eye... was Brett's cock semi-hard?

I slapped myself on the forehead with an audible wet slap. "I'm a moron," I blurted out. "Why didn't we just wear our bathing suits in here?"

"Too late now," Alex laughed.

"I don't think bathing suits would have made this any less awkward," Brett said, lathering up his hair. He stooped to fit beneath the shower head, and as he shut his eyes and angled his face up to the water, his cock slid across Alex's bare wet ass. 

I saw it happen. And I saw her bite her lip for a second. Despite the weirdness of the situation, the warm water seemed to have loosened me up a little bit. The steam billowed up around us, and things felt surreal— like one of those cheesy Cinemax late night movies. 

Alex started to shampoo her hair, facing me now. Her breasts slid across my chest, and I could feel how hard her nipples were— puffy and pink and inviting. My cock gave a little jerk of excitement. What the hell was happening? Was it actually waking up?

She swept her fingers through her hair, and her hands were suddenly met with Brett's. He took over running his shampoo covered hands through my wife's hair right in front of me, pulling it back into a ponytail. She tilted her face up to the ceiling and sighed in pleasure. 

I didn't say anything. I don't know why, but I didn't say anything. I only watched, and after a few seconds, it looked more like he was massaging her scalp instead of helping her bathe. The lack of actual release lately was bringing my manhood to life, no matter how bruised its ego was as of late.

And maybe I felt like I was part of the action, because the shower stall was much too small for me to be stuck off to the side. My wife's warm wet skin was literally pressed to mine. My cock began to rub against her bare thigh. It felt nice. 

"Do you mind doing my back?" she eventually asked Brett when her eyes opened. 

"Women," he huffed with good humor. "Anything to score a backrub."

She glanced at me and smirked. "If you can't do it, you can get out so I can reach it myself," she commented.

I smiled easier. Things were turning around from last night. I suddenly felt included. I wasn't the one she was threatening to kick out. 

Brett squirted some body wash into his palm and without even hesitating, began to rub down Alex's back. She moaned pleasantly, and my cock dug harder against her thigh. She glanced back over her shoulder at him and grinned. "Don't be afraid to really get in there."

"I knew you were going to try to parlay this into a back massage," he said.

"Can you blame me? Your hands are huge," she added, and jumped and moaned suddenly as he pressed in with his thumbs. Her tits bounced pleasantly against my chest. Though I wasn't happy with what he was doing, I was in a confined space with them. I was part of the action, and I could pout about it, or try to one-up him.

"Want me to do your front?" I offered.

She didn't answer, but smiled, sexually. Her eyes were shut and she was moaning softly, purring almost as he let his hands roam her back, digging into her sore muscles. I took my share of the body wash and started to soap up her chest, cupping her breasts and gently playing with them.

"This is kind of hot, I'm not going to lie," she admitted with a self satisfied smile. 

"Of course you'd like it," Brett rolled his eyes. His hands roamed lower, finding their place on either side of her shapely hips. "If you could be any more spoiled and pampered right now, we'd be feeding you grapes."

She snickered. "I wasn't going to suggest it, but a good idea is a good idea."

My heart was pounding as my member grew erect. Her thigh was so smooth and inviting. I was vaguely aware that my hips were moving. I was softly humping against her. Behind her, Brett cupped her butt, giving her cheeks a firm squeeze. He started to spread her ass. 

None of us spoke for several minutes, but we were all becoming aware that we weren't really washing ourselves anymore. We had grown distracted. Alex was moaning softly, and suddenly her hand slipped forward and grasped my cock. She gave it a playful squeeze and firmly began to stroke it. 

She opened her eyes and gave me a little smile and a wink. There was a questioning look in her eye, and I knew what she was asking me. She wanted to revisit our point of contention last night... and try it again. 

I didn't say anything, but her hand worked eagerly. Her fingers wrapping tightly around my shaft, her hand making gentle twisting movements as she jerked me off. She didn't want me to say no. She was doing everything in her power to keep the doubt at bay by keeping the lust at the forefront of my brain. 

I leaned my back against the wall and gasped softly. Fuck, it felt good. All of the time she'd logged being "promiscuous" was showing, even in just a handjob. I grunted, thrusting into her hand. 

Behind her, Brett was busy pressing his body against hers. He ran the thick length of his cock against the back of her thigh, humping her warm slick body.

The water cascaded over the three of us, with Alex sandwiched in the center. We grinded our cocks against her body. Her breathing was coming hard and fast, her eyes looked dreamy. Her hand was making me good and hard... almost achingly so. 

Then she was pulling me into her, and spreading her legs. She hiked her leg up and rested it on my hip. Without giving any thought, Brett and I held it there as she pushed the throbbing head of my manhood against her warm inviting pussy. I gave a little push, and my cock popped inside of her body with ease. 

I tried not to think that Brett had loosened her up last night. The warmth of her body and her hot breath panting in my ear stirred up my libido. I had no idea how horny I was until I started to move my hips, gently fucking her. Her pussy so warm and wet, I felt like I was going to explode with excitement right there. 

My wife moved her body with mine, meeting my thrusts. What was happening? I wondered. Why was I so eager? Why was I so aggressive and willing to fuck my wife in front of this man? The image of her straddling his lap last night on the couch came back to me. He fucked her. Now it was my turn to take her... to remind her of why she married me.



Her eyes were still shut, her moans growing steady. Her hips became a blur as the hot water sloshed between us. 

"Ohhhh... yes... yesssss..." she hissed out in a sultry voice. 

Behind her, Brett was grinning. His hands were on her hips, moving her in time with me. He was helping me fuck my wife. Part of me wanted to be angry— like he was giving me pointers I didn't need. But instead, I looked at it like a much welcome moment of teamwork.

"Fuck me... fuck me," Alex panted, reaching her arms around my waist, she grabbed me by the butt and pulled me into her harder and harder. She was trying to force my cock deeper. Was I enough for her after she had Brett? I forced myself not to think about it.

I clenched my jaw, my hips moving at a frenzy pace, nearly snarling as I forceably pounded her body. She moaned and panted, but I didn't hear the tell tale curse words that signaled her inevitable orgasm. She almost never took this long to cum.

I held onto her hips and pulled her body into mine, the two of us fucking together for all it was worth. And still the orgasm never came. 

I was beginning to run out of wind. I needed to catch my breath. I began to slow down. 

"Don't stop... don't stop..." Alex started to plead at first. Then her voice became more aggressive. She was pulling me harder and faster against her. "Don't fuckin' stop." She snarled at me.

I was starting to have my doubts that I'd be able to make her orgasm. The pressure effecting my performance. My legs were shaking, threatening to give out. I'm not used to fucking standing up.

Then I felt an odd pressure. My wife started to gasp more. Brett was pushing his cock between her thighs from behind. 

He was humping her. The head of his cock bumped the underside of my shaft. What was he doing?

My leg began to cramp and as I paused to readjust, my cock started to slip out of my wife's pussy. 

A moment later, and there was Brett's cock again, pushing against mine. The head of my cock slipped completely out of my wife, and suddenly, there was Brett's. He rubbed the head against her wetness for a second, then he was pushing up inside of her. Had he pushed me out and taken my place? I had the vaguest image of a cuckoo bird laying its eggs in another's nest. Then Brett pulled my wife's body back against his thrust and sank himself deeper.

My wife's mouth dropped open in the expression of a soundless scream. 

He drove his shaft forward until his balls slapped against her, then his rock hard cock was all the way inside. 

It took Alex a moment to recover her wits, and when she did, she started to cry out. "Oh my god... oh my god Brett!" Then a shiver ran through her and she began to curse. "Ohhh fuck! Oh my god Brett. I'm cumming!" She bit her lip and cried out. 

One pump and she was cumming? Was I to thank for building her up or did he set her off?

She grabbed onto my shoulders as she moaned in my face. Her eyes were shut and I found myself staring into the face of impossible pleasure. Pleasure that I was not the one delivering. 

I looked at Brett and he was smiling, his eyes unfocused with concentration but he wore a look as if to say 'Let me show you how it's done.'

I glanced down, Alex's body so close to mine. Between her legs, a cock as big around as my wrist was being fed into her gaping pussy. His cock moving fast and steady, his pace never changing, never slowing. Brett's vigor was unflappable. 

His enormous balls were slapping heavily against her, flinging water onto my legs. He was taking her right in front of me, just like last night.

Alex's knees were wobbling. She was standing on her toes now, her hands clutching tightly to me for support. Her voice turned into one continuous moan that only stopped when she needed to take a breath. 

Over her shoulder, Brett flashed me a thumbs-up, like he was telling me 'Thanks for getting her warmed up, little buddy, but I'll take it from here.'

Neither of us moved— me or my wife. She was frozen, almost paralyzed with pleasure. All she could do was arch her back and lean her chest into me, as she desperately hung on, letting Brett mount her like an animal. 

"Oh my god... yes... oh god! Oh GOD! You're so big!" She whimpered and cooed again and again. He pounded her until she sounded like a simpering idiot, so wrapped up in her own selfish pleasure, that the world around her ceased to exist.

Her wedding vows, the cost of the trip, the drive up here, the fight this morning, the anger, the resolution... all of it was gone from her head. All that existed to her right now was the pleasure, the thrill, the excitement, the rush... this moment. And it wasn't with me.

It was never more apparent in her voice as she moaned Brett's name. "Oh Brett... oh!" 

Brett slowed his pace and her hands shot off of my shoulders like lightning bolts. She grasped his hands and thrust them up to her breasts, mashing them against her perky tits. 

He gripped her tightly by the boobs and his strokes became long and powerful. Each thrust a stabbing motion that drove his entire length— from his head to his balls— into her body. 

He peered over her shoulder at me as he did. He smiled at me and bit his lips together in concentration. He was rough and focused. With each thrust, Alex moaned. And with each moan, Brett looked at me to make sure it registered. 

'I'll show you.' His eyes told me.

"Ohhh Brett." Alex cooed.

'Are you paying attention?' His eyes glared at me, driving the words home even if mouth didn't speak a sound.

"Fuck me Brett!" She cried out.

'You hear her, Sean?'

"Fuck!"

'She's mine!'

"Yes!"

'She's mine!'

"Yesss!"

'She's MINE!'

I couldn't take it anymore. I opened my mouth to speak. Brett timed it perfectly. Before I could utter a word of protest, he pulled out of my wife and shoved her forward, bodily into me. Too revved up to be aware of anything, my wife folded her arms around me, planted her mouth on mine and started to kiss me hard and passionately.

Her lips locked around my lower one, and she sucked so hard that she threatened to pull my lip off of my face. Her hands grabbed my ass and pulled me hard against her until my aching cock was right against her belly. Even though I wasn't inside of her yet, her body was bucking, her muscles going through the motions of fucking. Her body slid and grinded against me. 

I was so caught off guard, I hadn't even shut my eyes. My wife didn't give me room to move, locking so tight around me in sexual pleasure. She was like one of those toy cars that you rev and rev and eventually let go. Brett had revved her as fast as her wheels could spin, and now she was roaring off into my arms. 

Brett was smirking at me as she grinding her body like a desperate sex crazed slut. I had never seen Alex so turned on before. Brett shot me a questioning look like he was asking 'What were you going to say, whiner?'

I don't know if his effort really was for me... or just a well timed moment to shut me up. Should I have been grateful? Or suspecting more manipulation? Well... stupid me, was grateful.

Alex never kissed me like that before, never pushed and bucked and writhed on me like that, and our bodies were held so tightly, I couldn't even adjust to slip inside of her pussy again. My cock was trapped between our bellies. 

The feeling was overwhelming, and suddenly too many days of holding back came rushing forward much too quickly. 

My whole body stiffened. "Ohhhhh!!!" I moaned against her mouth, to no avail.

"Mmmhmmm! Mmmhmm! Mhmm!" She urged me on with her body, moving like a belly dancer against my cock.

I stiffened, shut my eyes, and felt the incredible release. My cock spasmed against our warm wet skin, and then the cum shot upward between us. My knees were shaking so hard that they were knocking together. The sticky wetness draining from my balls, positively coating our stomachs. 

My body continued to tremble, even as the last few convulsions from my cock sent the final drops dribbling out.

We practically peeled our bodies apart and looked at the white sticky mess I'd left. 

"Wow..." I gasped. "That was... wow."

"Feel better now?" Alex leaned in and gave me a gentle peck on the lips. 

I could only nod my head stupidly.

"What a mess," Brett commented as Alex turned and showed him what I'd done. 

"Well... good thing we're in the shower" she replied, and began to lather up her stomach again. 

"Speaking of shower..." I said. "I don't know how long we've been in, but we should probably start finishing up." I was worried. Time got away from us, and I hate cold showers.

My cock rapidly began to deflate and I hurried to wash and rinse myself. By the time I was done, Alex was still scrubbing the cum from her stomach. 

I paused at the shower door. "Are you guys just about done?" I asked. 

"Go ahead... we'll be two steps behind you," Brett replied. But I saw that he and Alex were facing each other. Alex staring up into his face like she was seeing a sunset for the first time.

I was getting chilly and hurried to dry myself off. As I was getting dressed, I heard a thump against the glass wall. When I looked back, I saw it happening.

Brett had Alex's back pressed against the glass wall. I had just enough time to register him reaching down, cupping her ass, and scooping her up into his big strong arms. She threw her arms around his neck and locked her legs around his waist.

He gripped her by the ass and positioned her above his towering manhood. His cock pressed against her pussy. I couldn't see their faces very well, but I knew they were pressed together, locked at the mouths as they kissed. 

I stood, dumbfounded. I'd had my orgasm. My libido was rapidly subsiding, and conscious sensible awareness rolled in like the tide. I was no longer foggy with lust and sexual excitement. It was one of the few times in a man's life where he's not thinking about sex. So naturally, seeing my wife and this stranger gearing up to keep fucking left me with a lot of feelings, and none of them were good.

"Y-you guys aren't getting out?" I asked.

Brett and Alex broke their kiss. Alex looked slightly annoyed but for the sake of the moment, said nothing. Brett only glanced at me, nonchalantly. "Hey, you had your orgasm. Now it's my turn."

I guess that made sense. We had started a threesome that we all nonverbally agreed to. He'd gotten her revved up for me, and my wife had given me an incredible orgasm. Did I expect them to really stop just because I was done? If I was the third party to another couple... I guess I would think the same thing. Besides, the hot water wasn't going to last much longer. They couldn't drag this out for long...

Alex cried out in pleasure as Brett lowered her body onto his shaft. I watched his impossible length disappear up into her body. The steam from the hot water was fogging up the glass, obscuring my view. To me, they were just two forms in a romantic movie. 

Then they began to buck together. Brett's movements like an animal. His muscles flexed. It was as though his entire physique was molded for fucking. He drove himself into my wife, and she bucked her hips back, meeting his pumps.

Her moans were loud and sharp. "Ohh! Ohh! Ohh!" He bounced her easily, like she weighed nothing.

She held on tight. My wife was a woman who was always in control. But being held completely off the ground, tossed up and down on his dick, she had no control at all. And she was loving it.

"Fuck me... fuck me Brett!" She was moaning out. She sashayed her hips. Their bounces were perky and playful, like she was riding a horse.

I stood in the bedroom, half dressed, not moving. Only watching. My shirt was in my hands. 

"Don't tell me what to do," he snarled back at her playfully. He spanked her ass with one strong hand.

"Then do me harder!" She nearly shrieked out.

Brett's big strong hands palmed her ass cheeks and pulled her into his thrusts. Her feet locked together behind his back, and she was using her whole body to pull herself into him. 

I was a decently fit guy, but he was fucking her in a position that I could only dream about fucking her in. The athlete in Alex was also showing. She was bouncing her body in fast eager movements. 

I could hear their bodies slapping wetly together. His cock made a hollow slapping sound as he pistoned himself in and out of her gaping pussy. I could only imagine the damage he was doing to her pussy with his wild unrelenting thrusts. 

She was moaning faster. "Ohohohohoh..." It went on and on. Eventually he cut her off with his mouth. They dove into the kiss, their bodies shaking as they made out. 

All I could hear was my wife's muted whimpers now. "Mm mm mm mm!"

Something was wrong. They weren't stopping. I waited patiently, but my patience was running out, replaced with an all new wave of dread and anxiety. I sat down on the edge of the bed, transfixed. I was only able to watch as he took her so rough and forcefully in the shower before my very eyes. It was like last night all over again. I didn't need to be here. It was just them and the rest of the world ceased to exist. 

Alex suddenly let out a long muffed cry. "Mmmmmmmmmmm!!!"

Her toes curled and her body clenched. Her eyes were shut. She was cumming again. And from the way her body shook and convulsed, holy shit was she cumming. 

Her moans went on and on. They were suspended in time. She never tore her face away from Brett's as the two enjoyed the sensation of her orgasm, their bodies melting into one. 

Then slowly, Brett let my wife down. I wasn't sure if he had cum or not, but I assumed at this juncture, the water was rapidly devolving into frigid ice. But still the steam bellowed from the above the glass partition.

My relief was short-lived, however. It turned out that they were far from done. As my wife's feet returned to the floor, she gave Brett a long eager kiss, running her fingers through his short wet hair. Then she whispered something. They both snickered, and pecked each other on the mouth some more.

Alex then turned to face the glass wall. She was facing right at me, but she looked over her shoulder as she pressed her hands to the glass, spread her legs, and bent at the waist to present herself to her new lover. 

Brett mounted up behind her, and I knew what was about to happen— they were going to face me while they fucked. 

Alex bit her lip in excitement. I had no idea that they were reliving some thrill that they'd had only hours ago over breakfast... only this time, I'd be able to see them. 

Brett slapped my wife on the ass and she squealed with pleasure. Then he positioned himself, rested his hands on the curves of her hips, and sank himself into her most private places.

She bit her lip and gasped as he entered her. Her cheek resting gently on the glass as he began to fuck. Her deep pleasurable exhale fogged the glass in front of her face. Her eyes stayed shut as he drove inch after inch slowly in one prolonged thrust. 

Then her eye opened partially and she was looking at me. 

I didn't know what to do. I was frozen. This was happening— she was looking straight at me while she was being fucked by another man. I didn't have the first clue what this meant or how to process this. Was she trying to include me? Was she being apologetic? Was she being cruel? Was she trying to remind herself that I was still there? ...Or was I just an accessory whose presence made it that much more intense for her?

Her hips responded to Brett, and she pushed herself back into his thrusts. They were slow, steady, and long. He made sure that she felt every inch of him. 

"Mmmm..." she moaned softly. Pleasure sighs, like she was getting a really good massage.

All the while, she never tore her eyes off me. Her fingers were pale and white, gripping the slick glass wall.

Behind her, Brett was wearing a stupid smile. He looked overjoyed. And like Alex, he too was staring at me. His hips moved easily. He gave her ass a slap. 

"Mmmmmm..." she moaned more, her body finding a perfect rolling rhythm, like waves on the ocean surface. 

Her stare penetrated me. Her eyes were distant, almost cold. I felt like she was looking at me like I was a bug under glass. 

I hardly recognized her. The lust in her eyes seemed to transform her into a totally different person. Eventually her mouth sighed out the words "Harder, Brett." 

Brett went from slow and passionate to hard and frenzied in the blink of an eye. He spanked her so hard the sound went off like a gunshot. Then he grabbed her hip with one hand. His other hand shot up her back, wrapped around her hair and gave a firm tug. 

"Is that what you want?" He snarled, bending over her from behind. Her head was pulled back so she could look at him. But to my surprise, her eyes stayed on me. 

"Yes," she said, staring me in the face through the glass as she said it.

He thrust hard, and her tits mashed against the glass partition. My eyes were as big as saucers as I tried to process everything that was happening and being said. What did all of this mean?

But then they were both grunting like primal creatures from the stone age.

His hips became a blur. His body was moving so fast, I thought for sure they'd break right through the glass.

I trembled softly, sitting on the bed. The dread in my stomach was justified. I was feeling rejection on a scale I never knew I could feel. I tried not to let it get to me. I tried to tell myself this was all out of a sexual frenzy that we'd whipped ourselves into. I was just the one unfortunate enough to finish first. I told myself that them staring at me was all part of the thrill for them. Just a cherry on top. But still... I somehow felt like I was being shown something pivotal— like my wife had taken a new lover, and I needed to see this for some animalistic display of domination.

Brett's roughness grew harder, and Alex was eating it up. His thrusts sent jiggles rippling up her juicy ass cheeks. He tugged her harder by the hair, turning her face toward him. His other hand held her by the neck. He kissed her, his eyes on me while he did. 

I realized he was putting on a show for me. Not for my excitement... quite the opposite. As he planted his lips on her mouth and she kissed him back, he continued to stare at me, smiling slightly from the corner of his mouth. He was taking her from me, and he wanted me to see it. 

It felt like a gut punch. I could only watch. 

Then he tore his eyes from me to look at her. "Are you going to cum for me, baby?" he said roughly.

"Yes!" She cried out almost instantly. 

"Look at him out there," Brett insisted. Alex was so caught up in the moment that she did exactly as instructed. The two kissed, staring at me from the corners of their eyes. Brett hardly slowed down. If anything, his pace only increased. I could see their tongues wrestling with each other. 

Then Alex suddenly broke the kiss and cried out in a fit of moans that left her gasping for air and resting her head against the glass. Another orgasm wracked her body, this one even more powerful than the last. She had to lean forward and brace herself as she powered through it. 

"I'm going to cum, baby," Brett suddenly moaned, letting Alex go, his hands on her hips now as he fucked himself with her body, bringing her back and forward to meet his throbbing member. 

"Yes! Do it!" She cried out, still orgasming on him.

Brett slowed down and pulled her until she was standing upright. Both of them still facing me, I could see the entirety of Alex's body, Brett's cock still buried deep within. She leaned back into him— her man, her protector, her mate. Her hands went up to his face, reaching behind her, she ran her fingers through his hair as she turned her head and the two of them shared a long deep kiss.



Brett's body gave one quick little jerking spasm. Then he withdrew his cock. To my shock, Alex pinched his length between her thighs, trapping his cock there. Then he started to go off. The orgasm came like a firehose, spraying the glass partition in front of us with what seemed like gallons of semen. Rope after rope shot forward onto the glass, making it white and smeared. 

Brett sighed in pleasure as his cock continued to spurt. Alex moaned excitedly, feeling him throb with each spasm as her thighs held him trapped.

As his orgasm came to a conclusion, Brett whispered something in my wife's ear. Her eyes opened, she looked momentarily unsure. I only caught the tail end. "Show me what a slut you are," he urged.

Then he put his hands on her shoulders. She went slowly, but willingly, and sank to her knees in front of the mess of cum on the glass. She looked hesitant, to say the least. But then she opened her mouth, leaned forward, and I saw her tongue start to lap at the glass.

I almost doubled over from the shock of what I was seeing. My wife was licking the cum off the glass! Never in my life had I seen her do such a thing. Hell, the few times she's given me a blowjob to completion, she's always run to the bathroom afterwards and spit my cum into the sink, then promptly brushed her teeth.

What the hell was she doing? Where the hell did this come from? Who was this woman? The Alex I know would have instantly refused such a request. But she was doing this so willingly for this complete stranger. 

Brett watched, enjoying the show. My wife was on her knees. Her tongue licking up the sticky mess on the glass like a dog. Her eyes opened slightly and she stared at me as she made sure to lick up and swallow every drop of the man's seed. 

When he was satisfied, they shut off the shower and exited on shaky legs. Brett wrapped my wife in a towel, then himself. His cock swinging freely between his legs, still semi-hard and looking more bloated than ever. 

It took a minute of drying off before the lusty glaze of wild sex dissipated from their faces. I saw my wife returning to her normal demeanor, like she was waking up from a coma. 

"Wow, that was fun," she admitted.

I could only stare in uncomprehending disbelief. My mouth couldn't even form the words. My throat was impossibly dry. I hadn't moved an inch since I sat down on the bed. I was aware that I was trembling— with a mixture of emotions that I couldn't process.

Alex leaned forward and planted a soft kiss on my cheek. It was a warm loving kiss. I could smell the cum on her breath. "Thank you for being so cool about that."

I barely moved, didn't say a word. Was I cool? I certainly didn't feel cool.

Brett smirked at me. "Cat got your tongue?" He asked.

"I—" I stammered stupidly. "I... thought... the hot water?" It was all I could manage.

"Oh, that?" Brett grinned. "I was just making that up. We have plenty of hot water."

My jaw damn near hit the floor. I felt bowled over. 

To my surprise, Alex started to laugh. 

"W-we did?"

Brett shrugged. "What? You were right. I was just using it as an excuse to get naked again. The important part is, we had fun. Now I'm gonna go get a fire going." He tossed his towel over his shoulder and strode out of the bedroom, as naked as the day he was born. 

I watched him go, and so did my wife. But our expressions differed greatly...

*** To be continued... ***
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Chapter 4...

***

The rest of the day passed without incident, which I was grateful for. The fact was that I had withdrawn. I wasn't sure how I felt about that whole business with the shower. Brett had lied to us, with the express purpose of instigating a sex act with my wife. 

The issue was that I wasn't innocent in all of it either. I had enjoyed myself, at least in the beginning. Alex had enjoyed herself all the way through, but was it thanks to me, or the both of us, or only Brett? My gut told me that Brett was the real turn on for her in this incident. Maybe she knew it too, which was why she didn't push the matter with me. 

Then there was also the matter of why was I upset? I mean, I was turned on when we started up. There's no denying that. I thoroughly enjoyed those moments in the shower with my wife. I didn't have a problem with it, until I got out and Brett and my wife kept going. Were they supposed to stop because I came too soon? I want to say that they should have! The fact that they kept going felt like a complete betrayal. But was it really? 

I spent the day asking myself that question. If I had been in Brett's shoes... if I was the third party to a threesome with a married couple, and if the husband had climaxed too early in the threesome, would it be fair to me if I had to stop just because he was done, even if the wife wanted to keep going? My wounded ego likes to think I would be respectful and stop. But if I was being honest with myself... really being honest with myself, then I suppose I would want to keep going too.

Maybe I was being too forgiving toward Brett. After all, he did lie to us. He manipulated the situation for his own benefit, and it had put a strain on my relationship, even if he had the best of intentions. 

I didn't know what to think. Part of me kept seeing my wife... the way she stared at me through the glass. The distance between us. Why did she keep staring at me while Brett fucked her? Why was she cumming so much? 

I stayed quiet. I didn't want to talk much. At least not until I sorted this out in my head. Unfortunately, there wasn't many places to go. The snow had let up to a gentle but steady flurry. The sky was cloudy, and the air was cold. Even if the weather relented, the snow fall wasn't going anywhere for a while. 

I paced restlessly for a bit, glancing out the windows. At a certain point, I got settled into a chair and attempted to read in front of the fire. But that wasn't going so well...

Brett had put on some music, and was fixing an early dinner. Alex was hanging out with him in the kitchen. For once, she wasn't confronting me about my feelings over what happened. I kind of think she was aware that I was pissed off, and that maybe I wasn't totally in the wrong. She had been fooled too. But she'd had a bit more fun that I had. Ugh, I did have fun, but why did I feel so fuckin' insecure now that it was over? I ground my teeth and tossed the book aside. 

Maybe because she was still hanging out with Brett, despite that cruel trick. Did she really have to be chumming around with him in the kitchen? He was listening to some old-school Johnny Cash through his speakers, and occasionally humming along to the tune. 

I found myself tip toeing over to the kitchen and glancing in periodically, just to be sure there wasn't some sort of hanky panky going on. Each time, I was relieved to see that they were both fully clothed. Brett in warm sweat pants and a hoodie with his university logo. Alex in jeans and a yoga top— the baggier kind, meant for comfort. There was nothing interesting or titillating about it, it hung off her perky boobs, and her nipples weren't pressing through. She was wearing a bra. They were talking about normal things— shows on Netflix that they preferred to binge watch. Alex was chopping peppers and handling prep work, while they two of them made jokes and laughed... like normal people in a normal situation. 

I stepped away and returned to the living room. Nothing sinister happening. It was as normal as could be. And I get it, Brett might have been a jerk earlier, but we did have fun. And I had no expectations that the three of us were going to sit in silence, just because I needed to sort my thoughts out. She was a grown woman. She would have hung out with anyone the way she was with Brett right now.

...But then why did I keep looking over at the kitchen door? Each time there was the smallest lull in the conversation, I would jump to my feet, tip toe to the door, and peek inside. 

Each time that I did, I found nothing amiss. Brett at the counter, thawing a steak. Alex over by the table with a chopping board. The kitchen was brightly lit and warm, contrasting sharply against the darkening shadows and chilly winter backdrop beyond the windows. 

At one point, Alex glanced up and caught me checking on them. "You can relax, our clothes are on."

I reddened and walked away. 

Brett shook his head. "Maybe we went too far," he said to Alex. "I don't think you and I should see each other anymore." He tried to sound serious but couldn't contain his spreading smirk.

Alex laughed. "Yeah... this long distance relationship of ours just won't work. We'd better pack up on and move on." She used the meat tenderizer to smack him on the butt. 

"Ohhhh," Brett let his voice raise a bit. "So you think I'm just some object that you can slap around whenever you want?"

"I know you're an object," she responded, and let her eyes wander his body for a second, just for emphasis.

"And I'm surprisingly okay with that," he said.

While Alex and Brett bantered in the kitchen, I sat down heavily on the couch, staring at the fire. "Fuck it," I muttered to myself and broke the seal on a bottle of bourbon that I'd brought along. I poured myself a heavy glass.

Dinner went by without incident.

I think Alex was aware that I was bothered by the shower incident, because she emerged from the kitchen after cleaning up. I was staring at the fire, quietly sipping my liquor and trying to turn off my damn over-thinking brain. 

She plopped down on the couch beside me, folded her legs underneath her, and stared at me. I was waiting for her to start badgering me about my mood, but the fact was I wasn't brooding or pouting. I was just sort of meditating. 

Eventually she put her hand on mine and caressed my knuckles with her fingers. The sensation tickled. 

"Do you want to talk about earlier?" She asked, and instead of sounding impatient with me, she was sympathetic and slightly worried. Maybe I had been assuming too much about her feelings toward Brett.

After a few seconds, I shrugged. "There's not really much to talk about. We had a threesome." I was dismissive, mostly because I knew what having an argument would yield— Alex would over react, I'd back down, and by the time we were done, there'd be no resolution, and Brett would once again look like the more appealing man in the cabin.

"I know, but the way it ended..."

"That was a bit of an eye opener," I said. 

Alex stared at me, until I started to smirk.

"I mean... licking cum off the glass wall of the shower... I didn't know you were so kinky," I chuckled slightly, my voice subdued, mostly as the bourbon relaxed me.

Alex laughed lightly and sagged in relief. "Yeah. I guess I just got caught up in the moment and wanted to try something a little crazy."

"It is a vacation, I get that."

She continued to prod me. "So you're not freaked out about other things...? Like after you got out of the shower, how me and him kept going?"

Whiskey has a tendency to make me mellow. I held my hand up in the air and tilted it from side to side. "Yeah, it freaked me out a little, but we were all a part of the action. I'd gotten off. It was someone else's turn."

Alex looked genuinely surprised, but said nothing. She seemed to consider this. 

"I think what pisses me off is that he basically orchestrated the whole thing." She opened her mouth to say something, but I persisted. "And I don't know if he did it to loosen us up a bit, or try to undo what happened that first night with us. Maybe bring that whole thing to some sort of closure. I just didn't really like it." I explained.

"I understand," she said. "I don't think he was trying to be an asshole, but I can totally see how that might bother you." She must have been feeling guilty, the way that she seemed subdued as well. She was probably experiencing a mixture of emotions like I was. 

She didn't see the way that Brett had been smirking at me the entire time that he'd bent her over. The look of triumphant conquest that was on his face. I shivered to see it again in my memory. But as the details replayed themselves, I also saw my wife's face. The way she had stared at me like a bug on the sidewalk while Brett was taking her, bringing pleasure to her body with his for what felt like hours. I could hear the way that she screamed in orgasmic ecstasy...

I shook that thought aside, and refilled my glass. "Do you want to watch a movie?" She asked. That was our classic way of smoothing things over if we ever got agitated (not just with each other but with work as well). 

She poured herself a drink while I rummaged through the cabinet of DVDs. The cabin didn't have cable or Netflix, so that left us at the mercy of whatever movies were stocked. I'm not going to lie... when I stood, I was feeling it. Whiskey does that to me— I'm never sure how drunk I am until I stand. I was off balance and wobbly. Definitely a pleasant level of drunk. 

I found a few titles with some potential, and couldn't resist smirking when I found one called "Cabin in the Woods." How fitting. 

Alex went and changed into her pajamas while I set up the DVD player. It wasn't going well. Between my lack of coordination and trying to navigate the da Vinci code of someone else's TV (every person's entertainment center is always a nightmare maze of menus and inputs), I wasn't having much success. 

Brett strode into the room after cleaning up the kitchen. "What's up, Quick Draw?" He smirked behind me. 

I shot him a hard look, which only made him smirk wider. He'd shed his hoodie and was in a tank top that flattered his physique. His big arms were on display, and I had the briefest mental image of the way they flexed as they scooped my wife into his arms and bounced her on his manhood. His washboard abs stood out through the fabric.

"Relax buddy," Brett raised his hands defensively. "I'm just messing with you. Can't figure out the DVD player?" He changed the subject, looking past me to the TV.

I sighed. "Yeah."

"We had the same problem before you showed up. Try Component one," he instructed me. The DVD title appeared on screen. Brett flopped down heavily into an easy chair and sipped at a beer. Not at all asking me if he could join us— just assuming and making himself at home.

Alex returned from the bedroom in her warm flannel pajamas. For the first time in my life, I was grateful that her comfy sleep attire was nothing revealing. This past year for Christmas, to be funny, I'd bought her some "casual shorts" that were skin tight and hugged the bottoms of her big round butt-cheeks. They literally showed all of her smooth strong thighs. 

She dismissed them for the joke that they were, and opted to dress in a baggy pajama outfit with pants, a button up shirt, and thick fuzzy socks. 

"Are you joining us, Brett?" Alex asked, pausing as she spotted him lounging. 

He shrugged casually. "Where else am I going to go?" His eyes wandered her body for a few second, assessing her outfit unabashedly right in front of me. He wasn't even trying to hide the fact that he was checking her out.

"What?" She asked finally.

He shrugged. "I just imagined that a woman with a body like yours would spend a little more time... showing it off." 

I looked up sharply from the floor, where I was still going through the motions of setting up the player. This guy had some balls just saying things like that without even hesitating.

Brett tucked his hands behind his head and beamed at my wife. His expression one of 'Yeah I said it, what are you going to do about it?'

"Ohhhh, you mean like this?" Alex's voice turned to an exaggerated tone of lusty— the classic caricature of a whore. She hiked up the bottom of her pajama shirt, tying it just below her breasts, exposing her smooth midriff and belly button piercing. Then she slid her bottoms lower until her hips were revealed, as well as the straps of her sporty gray thong. 

She gave a little twirl to show off her body, and pranced around, making slutty coos like a bimbo cheerleader. 

"Getting a little better," Brett grinned approvingly. 

Alex rolled her eyes and pulled her pants back up, and let her shirt fall back into place, covering her up. "You know," she said in her normal, slightly sarcastic, voice, "it's possible I can walk around here and not be dressed like a slut." She flopped down on the nearby couch and pulled a blanket up over her.

"If we were married, you would be," Brett commented, still leering and grinning his insufferable shit-eating-grin.

This time I couldn't resist smiling through my whiskey haze. "Suddenly I'm looking pretty good," I muttered quietly.

Alex bristled, a little defensive, but not actually offended. One of those play fights that people have that can often escalate into real ones. "Well it's a good thing we're not married then," she said. 

Brett didn't miss a beat. "It is. Because we'd be literally fucking each other's brains out twenty four, seven." 

I sat on the floor, listening to this exchange with a sense of unreality. He wasn't holding back, and literally saying the most piggish things to my wife.

Alex folded her arms, but never got angry or lost her cool. She was good at using humor and wit in any situation. "Bleh. That sounds exhausting. It sounds like you want a sex toy, and not a wife."

"Oh no... don't misunderstand me. I don't mean I'd expect any wife to fuck me all the time. I just mean you. I don't think either of us could resist each other."

By now I came over and rejoined my wife on the couch. She put the blanket over me and laid a reassuring hand on my leg. She could sense how tense I was getting with this conversation. 

She rolled her eyes, "Keep dreaming."

Brett smiled even brighter. "Okay... prove me wrong. If you can make it through tonight and resist all this..." he waved his hands over his body like he was a game show supermodel showing off a brand new car. "Then you're the strongest woman in the world."

Alex burst out laughing by his overly animated display and over the top statement. After a second, even I joined her. His hyperbole was so silly in the way he presented it, I couldn't even be offended by what he was trying to say to my wife. In my mind, it went from annoying flirtatious advances, to silly chest beating that it was clear he didn't really mean. 

Brett joined in laughing, proud of his little joke. 

We started the movie, dimming the lights for ambiance and letting just the gentle flicker of the fireplace illuminate the room with dancing shades of oranges and reds. It was an ironic horror movie that poked fun at the clichés of all classic slashers— the group of dumb teens venture to the middle of nowhere and find themselves the victims of all sorts of horrors. But it was lighthearted and made us laugh a lot. We paused it several times to refill our liquor. 

It was actually a nice change from the tension of the last few days. For once, my wife was cuddled with me on the couch, the way it should have been. We held each other beneath the blanket. Brett stayed in the easy chair. Nobody was dressed scantily. And there were no more efforts on Brett's part to get my wife out of her clothes. It was like a bonding moment— just three people drinking and enjoying a movie in the dark. 

I wrestled with my insecurities a bit, but I was able to defeat them quicker. A few times, I thought I saw Brett and Alex glance at each other. I couldn't be sure though. I was pretty buzzed, and it was usually during a funny part or something especially gory. It could have simply been one of those "did you see that?" exchange of looks. I dismissed their little sideways glances.

I was able to relax for once, which was a nice change of pace since I'd slept like shit ever since this three person prison sentence had begun. By the time the movie came to an end, I was good and drunk. 

We alternated a bathroom break and I could barely walk. The room wobbled pleasantly, and I giggled to myself as I tried to control my aim in the bathroom. 

"My turn to pick a movie," Alex said, hopping off the couch. She often gets like this when she drinks in excess— she wants to keep the night going for as long as possible. Me, on the other hand, would have been perfectly content calling it a night after "Cabin in the Woods". 

I yawned, stretched, and propped a pillow beneath my head. My wife can pretty much stomach any movie from action to horror to sci-fi. But her favorites are the dramas that seem to have very little plot or momentum. So it came as no surprise when she picked out a vague title in that genre. It was called "The Vicious Kind." 

I'd never heard of it, but the first five minutes told me all I needed to know— a cynical asshole who was still hung up on his ex and had a negative opinion of women, and his little brother bringing his girlfriend home from college for the holidays to meet the family. 

I'll be honest, I wasn't that into it, but Alex was engrossed. The actress was cute, so that was a plus. The guy who played the older brother was scruffy and always seemed to have casual bump-ins with the little brother's girlfriend. 

Alex laid beside me, resting her head on my chest. The warmth and the weight felt good... reassuring. As the movie went on, it became apparent that the scruffy main character was making repeated passes toward the girlfriend. She always kept her distance, but made no effort to tell her boyfriend what his older brother was up to.

My head started to nod at a certain point. The movie was definitely sexually charged, even though it withheld nudity. During one particular scene, the actress came dangerously close to kissing her boyfriend's persistent brother. But then they backed off. Later in the night, she snuck out of bed, and masturbated on the very spot where she'd almost cheated. It was a hot scene, but my eyes were drying out from tiredness. It was getting harder and harder to keep them open, and thanks to the whiskey, the room felt like it was spinning. I glanced at the bottle and realized I had finished over half of it completely by myself. I still felt good, but I knew there was a chance I might be sick. I shut my eyes for a few minutes before jolting awake again. It happened three or four times.

"Fading fast?" Alex teased me. Her voice was soft, more engrossed in the movie. Brett was also dead silent. He was probably exhausted too. He was lounging back in his chair, his feet propped up on the coffee table, and his hands tucked behind his head. But his eyes were open and he had a relaxed smile on his lips. 

"The whiskey, that's all," I managed to mumble. The TV was a kaleidoscope of streaks and colors. The flicker of the orange firelight made the room appear like it was always moving and spinning. It was giving me a sense of motion sickness. 



I returned my attention to the movie, battling my eyelids, which weighed a ton now. I must have zoned out for several scenes, because the last one I remembered was the girlfriend slipping out of bed in the middle of the night. Only this time, she went all the way to her boyfriend's older brother's bedroom. Whatever pretext that she had for talking to him melted away quickly as they threw each other against the wall and began a hot steamy make-out session. It culminated when they shed their pajama bottoms, he hoisted her up against the wall, and they had fast frenzied sex, hands over each other's mouths to keep from waking the actress's sleeping boyfriend in the next room. 

I could hear Alex breathing heavily as she watched the sinful act. She didn't move. 

Then I lost my battle to sleep. My eyes shut and I drifted off...

***

I don't know how much time had passed. But a sound roused me from my drunken bliss. 

I was tanked. When I opened my eyes, I didn't even know where I was. The ceiling looked far overhead. Orange moving ghosts danced across the exposed wood beams— the flicker of the fireplace. 

Was I dreaming? It sure had that fuzzy sensation of a dream. 

My head lolled to one side on the couch, and I saw the TV was on. The movie must have been over for a while. The DVD menu screen played over and over again on repeat. I swallowed, my mouth was dry, and I had no sense of up or down. 

I couldn't be sure if I was awake, dreaming, or hallucinating. That was why, when I noticed Alex was no longer laying on my chest, I thought nothing of it. Had she ever been there in the first place? I couldn't remember.

I tried to pull the blankets higher on my body, and go back to sleep, but the blankets came up way too easily. Not a blanket laying across my chest, I realized. My eyes shut again, and I felt the fabric. Just a small and very soft pair of pajama pants. 

I groaned in confusion but the sound came out as just a deep exhale, no louder than a sigh. 

I turned my head, and movement caught my eye. 

There, over by the easy chair. I had to blink several times just to clear the streaks from my vision. 

As the room came into focus, I saw Brett lounging back in the easy chair. His hands were tucked behind his head. 

He must have fallen asleep too, I figured. But then he blinked. No, he was clearly awake. One hand came away and moved to his lap, and he swept something to the side— something that was moving slowly up and down in his lap. 

I didn't understand what it was at first. My vision was filled with halos and blotches. Then the image came into focus much more clearly. 

I saw my wife. She was kneeling on the floor between Brett's bare legs. His pants were discarded on the floor. Alex's pajama bottoms were off. Her plump white ass was very visible, and very pale in the glow of the TV. Her butt rested on the heels of her big fluffy winter socks. Her head was in Brett's lap, and it was moving slowly up and down.

Her head was in Brett's lap! The thought jarred me. My vision cleared more, but I was so drunk, I still couldn't be sure if this was really happening. 

Brett let out a soft sigh of pleasure. He swept Alex's hair back over one ear, and I could see her face now. Her eyes were shut, her cheek bulged with each bob of her head, and her hand was wrapped around the impossibly long shaft of Brett's manhood. 

"Ohhh yes," Brett whispered in the dark. "Ohhh good girl."

I didn't move. I only laid there and blinked uncomprehending. If this was a dream, it was very vivid. And I didn't seem able to wake up. 

Alex's hand moved in time with her mouth, like she was feeding herself with his cock. Her body was also moving, ever so slowly on the floor. I caught the shadow of fast moving fingers between her legs. 

She was sucking Brett's cock and fingering herself while she did it! 

He sighed softly in pleasure again, and this seemed to drive her on, taking him deeper, making her bob her head more eagerly. She put a little gentle twisting motion to her hand as she stroked him. 

"Movie really got you wound up, didn't it?" Brett moaned softly, keeping his voice as soft as possible. Even the way he lounged back in that easy chair, he looked like the true king of the castle, enjoying the dying firelight while his subjects pleasured him.

Alex didn't reply. She just continued her slow sensual pace of sucking him, feeding on her lover like his cock was sustenance that she needed to live. I forgot all about the movie! But now that I remembered it, I could hear quotes from the movie, the gasps during the sex scene. Was this all a dream, inspired by one long movie about the slow seduction of another man's girlfriend?

"Mmmm," Brett moaned again, running his fingers through her hair. His hands were as big as her head. "Or maybe it was me and our little argument on the couch. You liked that, didn't you?"

Again, Alex didn't respond. But she let his cock flop out of her mouth. She grasped it by the head, and tilted it up and back. She knelt lower and dragged her tongue from his balls, all the way along the underside of his throbbing shaft. She didn't stop until she reached the head. Brett's organ had a long sheen on it. How long had she been sucking his cock?

When she reached the head, she ran the bloated tip in a slow circle around her lips. Her tongue gave him a slow sensual hint of pleasure. I could see her gazing up at him with lusty excited eyes. A thick line of saliva across her lower lip that pulled into a streamer as she moved her mouth away from his member. 

"You liked it, say it, Alex," Brett whispered.

"Shhhh, we can't wake up Sean," her voice was much softer than Brett's. Barely a whisper. I could hardly hear her. 

"Maybe he should see this," Brett teased. His hands slid off of her head and made their way down her back. She was still kneeling in front of him, her hand locked around his cock like she'd never let go. His big hands cupped her ass, and his fingers folded around her large round globes, stealing a slow sensual squeeze. She moaned softly, purring. She was horny and his teasing was only revving her up more.

He leaned over her as he massaged and groped her shapely ass. I couldn't believe this was happening. There was no way. "Would you like that?" he teased her further. She didn't reply, but from her moving hand on his shaft, and her head bobbing more ferociously than before, she had resumed sucking him with a vengeance. 

Then Brett glanced up and caught my eye. I saw him, and he saw me. He grinned widely in the dark, showing his teeth. "Maybe your husband ought to see what you do the second he falls asleep," Brett's hands became rougher. He slipped his fingers around Alex's thong, and gave a sudden and swift tug, like she was a dog on a leash that needed proper training.

Alex grunted. "Oh Brett," she yelped softly. Then I could hear her slurp his member right back into her hungry mouth. His eyes were cruel, burning through me, but as she sucked him harder, they shut from the pleasure she was bringing him. 

"Admit it," Brett snarled, and tugged her by the thong again, lightly slapping her ass with the other hand. "Admit that part of you wants him to see this." 

"Mmmm," she moaned on his cock. Finally she spit his cock out with a loud wet sound, and her tongue darted fast teasing flicks across the head. "Yes," she admitted. "Part of me wants him to see this."

"Why is that?" Brett pressed, his hands fondling and playing with her ass. He was still glaring at me, showing all his teeth, like a demon from my darkest nightmares. He squeezed her cheeks together, then spread them apart. Back and forth. 

Alex was rocking on her fingers now, twerking her hips in slow movements, growing more excited by the second. "I-I'm not sure," she admitted out loud. 

From my vantage point on the couch, I could tell that was a very real answer. Alex never did talk often during sex. So for her to admit that she had no clue why... that made me feel like this wasn't a dream, or some drunken hallucination inspired by a movie about cheating. 

But the way the shadows danced off Brett's face... the way I couldn't seem to clear my vision no matter how hard I tried... the way the room wobbled and spun... and the way I couldn't move or seem to form the words to speak... this had to be a dream. Right?

Brett wasn't willing to accept that as an answer. He give her ass one final slap, before sitting back in his seat again, tucking his hands behind his head like a master being served and worshipped. Without his body blocking her, I once again had a view of Alex's eager hand spinning and twirling like mad around his cock. The way she used every part of her mouth, every part of her tongue, and every part of body to entice and please him.

Even sitting back, he never took his eyes off of my confused, hazy, bewilderment. "Is it because..." he ventured. "You want him to know... and accept that you've taken a new lover?" he asked. 

Alex didn't reply, but her pace became quicker. Her head bobbed faster, lower on his cock. Her response was only a moan. A deep excited moan. 

She was excited, there was no denying that. The shadows danced on her juicy ass. The TV light playing off of her porcelain skin. 

"What would you say to him if he woke up right now," Brett moaned. "and saw you sucking my cock like the antidote is in there?" He laughed softly.

Alex sucked vigorously for a few seconds more, pushing his cock to the back of her throat until she choked. She came up gasping for breath. "Nothing," she panted softly. "He's drunk."

"What if he wasn't?" Brett said. 

Alex climbed slowly to her feet. Her legs had the slightest tremble to them. She unbuttoned her shirt hurriedly and dropped it at her feet. She slid her thong down her long sinewy legs and retrieved it as she climbed into Brett's lap. On her knees, she straddled him, planting one leg on either side of him in the big cushy easy chair.

"What if he just woke up... completely sober," Brett continued to push the matter, peering over her shoulder at me as he asked it. "Completely aware. Knowing full well this time it wasn't some drunken threesome that got away from him."

Alex hovered her sex over Brett's up-thrust cock. It stood full and proud— a tower of a reproductive organ. "I wouldn't say anything," Alex finally stared Brett in the face as she said it. "He would get the idea..."

And she put her hands on either side of Brett's face, and gave him a long sensual kiss as she started to sit down on him. She began to sigh against his mouth as she sank herself lower and lower. His rod was so huge, that even despite their fucking these past few days, her body still hadn't fully adjusted to him. 

She broke the kiss after only a few seconds, gasping and moaning and trying to be as quiet as she possibly could. Brett stole her panties from her and wadded them up. Alex was so focused on the pleasure and pain as he split her apart, that she didn't object when he stuffed her crumbled up thong into her mouth. 

She moaned softly into the muffled gag and sagged into his body until his cock was fully inside of her. Then she wrapped her arms around his neck and began to rise up and down in a slow sensual pace.

By the light of the dying fire, I could see her firm ass, like an upside-down heart moving up and down. And disappearing into her body each time that she sank onto him, was a cock so thick and large, it was basically a third arm. The bottoms of her big cheerful socks faced me. Her toes curled into a fist each time that cock disappeared into her body. 

I wasn't aware that my own cock was hard in my pajamas until the sight of her body rising and falling in slow sexy movements inspired a few warm wet drops of precum to leak out of my tip and begin to spread in the cotton fabric. 

I still couldn't be sure if any of this was real. I was so out of it, so fuzzy, so inebriated. Even the sensation of my hard pecker was lost on me. There was just a dull sinking feeling my gut that brought the sensation of flying... like I had vertigo but wasn't falling, merely floating.

My wife clung tightly to Brett's shoulders as she rode him in slow sensual pumps. His hands slid up and down her sides, from her hips, up to her breasts, and back down again. 

She moaned softly as the two found their rhythm, looking as natural as the ebb and pull of the tide. She sashayed her hips ever so slightly like a cowgirl on a slow motion horseback ride. 

Brett caught me watching again and smiled. He reached behind Alex, cupped her large firm buns, and pulled them open, spreading her so I had a better view of his mammoth cock violating her... violating us— our marriage, and the foundation we had built together. And the tool by which he was doing it was so enormous. A slick wet coating of white cream had glazed his shaft, running down to his big heavy balls. That was all my wife. She was marking him with her body, her juices claiming what would forever be hers, just as he was claiming her— showing her body to me, just to emphasize that I wasn't the man she wanted this night, and probably wouldn't be any time again the future.

Then Brett slapped her lightly on the ass. Alex moaned into the thong gag. But then she spit it out. "Shhhh," she shushed him with a kiss, leaning over him. Her hands back to either side of his rugged face, feeling him from his hair, his ears, his stubbly cheeks, and his strong jaw line. She explored her lover's face with her hands as she roamed his mouth with hers, savoring every detail. She was making it last for as long as she possibly could— taking in the details to convince herself that it was all real.

Then their bodies started to move faster. Brett's hips began to lift off the chair in deeper and deeper thrusts. Alex's body clung to his, not willing to let go any time soon.

This couldn't possibly be real. None of it looked or felt real. The passion was too legitimate. Their bodies moving like a well oiled machine— in perfect rhythm with each other. I'd seen them fuck in the shower, and on the first night that we arrived, but it was usually with me awake and aware. There was no way they could be this confident and natural with each other without having done this before...

Alex's tempo picked up the pace. Her bare ass wiggled from side to side as she bounced on Brett. She took long hard pulls at his dick, her body feeling every single inch that he had to offer. And he had an awful lot of inches that I couldn't possibly deliver. 

She hung onto his shoulders, and suddenly leaned her head back and moaned at the ceiling. "Uhhhhhhnnnn!" She cried out.

Brett leaned forward and buried his face into her chest. Her perky nipples pointed up to the ceiling as he hungrily latched onto one with his lips and clung with his teeth.

The sharp sensation sent her into a frenzy. She moaned more, bucking her body against his. 

Brett was all too happy to meet her thrusts, holding her by the hips and pulling her into his body, spearing her over and over with his cock that was an utter flag pole. Their movement so fast and fluid, I felt disoriented watching. I might throw up, but was that from motion sickness... or heartbreak?

Brett scooted to the edge of the chair now, perching precariously and shuffled my wife around in his lap. She was no longer straddling him. She threw her legs around his waist, her outstretched arms clung to his shoulders. She was leaning very far back, but Brett's arms held her easily. The muscles of his burly arms flexing. His bicep veins bulged. He was clenching his teeth in animalistic lust. His eyes focused on her and bringing her into his body again and again. 

His cock sank deep. Deeper than anything had ever ventured in her body. She leaned so far back into space, her hair was dancing on the surface of the coffee table, knocking empty beer cans aside. Her tits pointed straight up to the ceiling, her nipples hard and prominent. 

The only sound was their feverish breathing, and their muted gasps of pleasure. Alex folded her feet together behind Brett's back. The sex was practically acrobatic. 

Finally it happened. She started to whimper and cry out as the orgasm wracked her body. Brett laid her back onto the coffee table, her butt still hanging in space as Brett held her. I've never seen two people 'make love' and completely 'plow' each other in the same carnal act, yet they were doing it. I didn't think it was possible for two people to be more sexually in tune. I was nowhere near their level of performance, and would never be. 

Brett fucked her on the coffee table, even as her orgasm subsided, and she was left gasping for breath, struggling to fill her lungs so she could only moan and cry out and beg for more. 

The light from the TV shone off them, casting Alex's face in silhouette. Her eyes were shut in pleasure. Her mouth opened, a soundless gesture... a plea for something that she desperately needed.

She didn't have to say what. Brett automatically knew. He hunched over her, a muscular god of a man. He folded himself over her body, even as his hips drew his member in and out of his most triumphant conquest, and he started to kiss her deeply.

From this angle, I could only see them in silhouette. In the gaps between their panting kisses, I saw their tongues rolling and playing together, getting tangled in a sea of passion. They couldn't stop... would never stop. 

Seeing them kiss as they fucked was too much for me. My body stiffened, disobeying my brain completely. I felt a pleasant spasm in my pants, and suddenly there was a thick spreading warmth in my pajamas. I was cumming in my pants!

The orgasm seemed to go on and on. The hot jizz clung to my legs coating my thighs. A groan of shame, disgust, and humiliation escaped my lips. The only sound I'd been able to articulate in my drunken state since the moment I opened my eyes.

It must have been loud enough to be heard. Because both Alex and Brett nearly jumped off the table like a pair of cats who'd been sprayed with a water. Their eyes were wide as they remembered where they were, and were facing the realization that I was awake... somewhat. I was still out of it, thinking it was a dream. But the look of shock on the two of them was very real— at least on Alex. Brett's expression may or may not have been practiced acting.

They were both naked, sweaty, and trembling from the earth shattering pleasure they'd been in the throws of. Alex covered herself, hiding behind Brett's massive frame. She looked like a deer in headlights, unsure of what to do or say. My wife, caught with her hand in the cookie jar.

Brett looked far less worried, keeping his body between me and her protectively. But I was still on the couch, unable to get up and barely able to move.

When it dawned on them that I wouldn't be moving... or even cognizant, they both seemed to sag a bit with relief. 

"I think he's out of it," I heard my wife say as they looked down on me, inspecting my half sleeping form.

Their eyes glanced at the bulge in my pajama pants, and the large glazed wet spot.

"Oh man, he creamed himself," Brett said.

I heard the two of them snicker. Were they both laughing at my expense?

I groaned again, softly, from the depths of my despair. My eyes were beginning to shut again. I was teetering on the brink of consciousness, having drank myself stupid. I was now tumbling back down into drunken oblivion. It would have been a merciful bliss...

"What do we do?" Alex whispered. Her body hidden behind Brett, her head leaning out, her arm draped across his powerful chest. 

"I know," Brett replied calmly. He leaned over me, and my eyes took in his naked form. Muscles gleaming. His manhood pointing straight out, having not received its goal, its relief. At least not yet. "It's all just a dream, Sean," he whispered to me.



His voice was soothing, but his eyes were very hard. His muscles weren't the only thing that was gleaming. His eyes were menacing and cruel. "All just a dream. Now close your eyes and go back to sleep," he said, pulling the blankets up to my chin and tucking me in. Despite my best efforts to fight it, my eyes started to shut. The lids closing with a mind of their own, disobeying every order my brain was firing to my muscles. 

Then he stood and turned to my wife. "There, I took care of that. C'mon, let's go into the bedroom."

My wife didn't protest. Before my eyes shut, I had one last glimpse of my wife. She looked at me as if shrugging and apologizing in a 'Sorry, you understand, right?' kind of way. 

Then Brett scooped up her naked body easily in his arms. She threw her arms around his neck and giggled excitedly, kicking her sock clad feet in the air and having the time of her life as he carried her across the threshold into our honeymoon bedroom. 

I had one final glimpse of Brett's naked frame filling out the doorway, his butt flexing, and my wife's arms around his neck. Then he kicked the door shut. My eyes came down, and consciousness stole me away into blissful ignorance.

***

The daylight behind my eyelids was so bright that it pulled me to the surface, kicking and screaming. My head hurt so bad, that when my eyes opened, all I wanted to do was cry out in agony. It was the worst hangover of my life, and I could feel it all the way throughout the inside of my skull.

My pulse beat behind my eyelids. 

The sun streaming in through the cabin windows wasn't really sun. It was just gray overcast clouds... but it was morning and it was horrifically bright. 

I forced myself up on my elbows. Last night felt like a foggy nightmare. Had it all really happened? Or did I imagine it?

I glanced at the TV. The DVD menu was playing on repeat over and over again. 

When I tried to roll over, I was surprised to find my wife spooned up on the couch beside me. Her chin was resting on my chest. She looked peaceful and beautiful. Innocent, as though nothing had happened. When I lifted the blanket, I found she was fully dressed in her pajamas. 

Across the room, Brett was dressed and out cold in the arm chair. His arm was draped across his eyes, and he was snoring audibly. 

I sat up slowly, looking around. I rubbed my head, hoping that would clear away the cobwebs and confusion. Everything looked innocent. Like we had all just fallen asleep watching the movie. That was perfectly plausible. Maybe I had dreamt the whole terrible sex act between Brett and my wife. Maybe my insecurities of the past few days had done an evil tango with all the booze I consumed, and fueled by a sex charged movie about a cheating girlfriend, had manifested into the worst nightmare of my life. 

I checked my pajama pants. They were crusty. I really had cum in my pants. But the dream could have inspired that too. I'd had a few wet dreams in my life. And despite the horrible nature of that movie last night, it was hard to deny the eroticism behind it. 

I glanced at Brett and Alex again. They both looked innocent, like they hadn't moved since the movie ended. I took a deep breath. 

A dream, I told myself. All just a dream. 

But as I rolled over to get up, I spotted something on the floor, wadded up near Brett's arm chair. It was something unmistakable: my wife's gray sporty thong that she'd been wearing last night. The one that Brett had stuffed into her mouth as he'd fucked her right in front of me...

*** To be continued... ***
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***

Chapter 5...

***

I felt groggy and sick for most of that morning. Some of it was from the liquor, but a lot of it was a deep sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach. An ache that continued to tighten. It hurt my heart and made me want to cry. It stole my appetite. My ability to use the bathroom. My ability to think clearly. All I wanted to do was get to the bottom of this. 

I collected the underwear from the floor as I pondered the implications. Last night, I thought I had woken up in the middle of the night to see by the light of the TV, my wife and this stranger we've been stranded with, sharing a passionate fuck session right in front of me. And I'd been so drunk and incoherent, I couldn't even move.

But now that I was awake, everything felt so distant, like it never happened. Alex and Brett were asleep in the living room where I'd last seen them. They were both fully clothed... Did I dream that whole incident or not?

I was pacing in front of the bedroom window, occasionally pausing to glance outside. The snow had stopped, but the air looked blustery and bone chilling. The snow wouldn't be melting... at least not for a while. That situation hadn't changed. We were still trapped here. Snowed in with him...

I took a deep breath. I couldn't get mad. I needed to think about this for a freakin' minute. But my head was throbbing, and my stomach was doing somersaults. 

Last night we had watched a sexually charged movie. Was it possible that between the liquor, the shower incident, and the movie, I had just a really crazy dream? I guess it was possible. I was always a vivid dreamer, and was very prone to nightmares— though usually when I was sober. 

But how did that explain the underwear? 

Alex's thong was wadded up in my hand. Last night, I'd woken up to her wearing these, kneeling in front of Brett and passionately swallowing his cock. Then she'd taken them off, he wadded them up and used them to gag her so she didn't moan too loudly and awaken me. Even thinking about the image brought an embarrassing tent to my pajama pants. I've never seen sex so passionate and wild. If it really happened like I was remembering, then I knew I should be much more worried than when our shower threesome had gotten out of hand. What I saw last night wasn't simple lust. It was a passionate sex fueled romance... and a genuine contempt for me. I recalled the things my wife had whispered to Brett about me... the terrible things...

But had she really been wearing these? I had no knowledge of her underwear choices prior to when I "woke up" drunk. For all I knew, these had simply fallen out of her bag at some point or another. Maybe even Brett had planted them to cause further problems. 

I glanced out the bedroom door into the living room. Brett was still snoozing, with his arm thrown across his eyes. Alex was curled up on the couch, looking completely innocent. 

I looked back to the underwear in my hands. 

"Okay Sean," I whispered under my breath. "Here's the facts: We're snowed in with this guy." 

Yes, that was true.

"We got drunk on night one, and had a threesome that may or may not have gotten out of hand and completely excluded me."

I scowled. It hurt to say that out loud. It broke my heart, but I shook it away. Mistake. The act of shaking my head brought on a fresh wave of nausea.

I guess I could rationalize it a bit. We were in a romantic setting. We were all drunk. We were all turned on. We're all attractive people. Even I could admit that Brett was a handsome man. Damn near 6'8", he commanded any room. And his classic tall, dark, and handsome features would be impossible for any woman to not find attractive. Especially his easy smile, which looked a lot like my wife's. Both had big dominant smiles filled with perfect teeth. My wife matched him in many other ways— equally hot. Tall and athletic. If you blurred your eyes slightly, Alexandra sort of looked like a cross between Hilary Swank and Jennifer Garner. Her dark brown hair swept across one side of her face, playfully covering one eye. Her mouth had big natural dimples, she had strong cheekbones and a handsome brow-line set above two large chocolate colored eyes. She had a big perfectly heart-shaped ass, strong smooth thighs, a flat tummy (complete with belly button ring), and though her tits weren't the giant melons that most men preferred, her B-cups were perfectly round, perky without a hint of sag, and complimented by puffy pink nipples. 

Gah! I was getting off track. I needed to get back to assessing the situation.

"Brett fooled us into taking a shower. We had another threesome that also may or may not have crossed the line." 

I swallowed and glanced at the shower. Speaking of shower, I desperately needed one. My pajama pants were crusty from where I had cum in them. My cock was stuck to my thigh. I felt gross and tacky. That may or may not have been caused by a wet dream. Which brought me to my last point...

"Last night, I opened my eyes and saw Alex sucking and fucking Brett right in front of me. And what they were talking about... it sounded like she was interested in him... and didn't give a shit about me any longer..."

The lead ball of anxiety swelled just from the act of articulating it out loud, and I felt like my stomach dropped. 

My only piece of evidence, a pair of my wife's underwear that I collected from the floor, that may or may not have simply fallen out of her bag.

"Was it a dream, or not?" I asked myself, and found that I didn't have the answer. I swore. On the one hand, if this was the woman I knew and trusted and had married, then it was completely plausible that I had dreamt it in my drunken state. And if it wasn't... well then the woman that I loved had taken a new lover, and I was really the third wheel on my own honeymoon. 

I ran a hand over my face as I glanced out the window at the snowy hellscape, wishing it would all just melt and we could end this nightmare. Is this what cabin fever really is? I'd always heard the term, read about it in books, and watched it in horror movies— the classic case of people going insane from being stuck in close quarters with each other due to snowy conditions. Wasn't paranoia a symptom of that? Could I be going insane? Could I be the problem?

I didn't feel claustrophobic, or smothered or anything like that. The entire source of my anxiety was the thought that this guy was trying to steal my wife. If he wasn't here, I was certain I'd be feeling great. 

So which was it? Were they cheating? Or was I the crazy one?

I grunted. Maybe I was in denial. "Call it fifty fifty." I mumbled to myself, and glanced out the door at the two of them, still fast asleep.

"So what do we do?" I didn't have an answer. What would I do if it turned out to be the worst case scenario?

I supposed I could wake them up and ask them. But I remembered the fights I had with Alex the last few days. If my concerns were misguided, I could literally be pushing her into the arms of another man by constantly pissing her off. In my eyes, there was still some reasonable doubt to not storm out there hurling accusations. 

But I also knew I couldn't just ignore this any longer, pretend nothing was happening. I decided that the best approach I could take would be to say nothing, but keep my eyes and ears open. If that dream had been real... they wouldn't straighten up and fly right. They would do it again. They would take another risk. 

My uneasy stomach protested loudly, sounding like a forlorn whale cry that echoed my own despair. If it all turned out to be true, it would break me. Probably destroy me. I needed to cling to that hope that it was all a dream— that my insecurities made it all up and nothing more. 

I needed confirmation. I would do some detective work. 

I showered. The entire time, I felt disgusted. My eyes drawn to the glass wall. I could hear Alex's moans in my head. I could see that hot body of hers pushed against it while Brett mounted her, took her, and made me watch. Their bodies pressed to the glass, their moans fogging it up. The way that Brett had shot his enormous load of cum all over the glass, and the way my wife had dropped to her knees and lapped it up with her tongue, like a hungry dog. Her eyes half shut, her dark hair plastered to her face, her wide mouth accepting the taste of another man...

I glanced down and was shocked to find myself so hard that I was literally throbbing. The smears were still on the glass, and I imagined the sounds she made as she scooped that seed into her mouth with just her tongue. 

I resisted the urge to reach down and stroke my hard cock, just from the mental image. Stop it, I told myself.

The shower cured my hangover... with some help from about five Ibuprofen and a cup of coffee. 

Alex and Brett slept later than I would have thought, and it made me wonder. Eventually they got up and helped themselves to coffee.

Throughout the day, I kept a close eye on them. I wasn't confrontational or sulky. I was merely cautious.

But nothing about their behavior told me anything, one way or another. Somehow that only frustrated me more. I resolved that the next time I had a moment alone, I would use that time to rummage— for what, I wasn't sure. But I was going to comb through Brett's bags, or his phone, the bedroom, his car. Anything to find out more about this asshole. It was a long shot, since I wasn't sure how it might tell me anything about last night... but I needed to do something. I couldn't spend the rest of the week torturing myself.

The problem was that I never had any time alone. There was always somebody close by, even if I wanted my space for just a second, I could hear footsteps of my wife, or Brett, moving around. 

It was tricky to tell anything by their behavior. If they had really hooked up last night under my nose, they weren't letting on. Alex was her usual self— friendly with Brett, making sarcastic quips and jokes. She was a little distant toward me. A guilty mind? Or still trying to make up for the shower incident? 

Of course Brett was himself too— strutting around like the rooster who owned the hen house. Is that an expression? I feel like it's not, but the only thing I can think of when that guy is around is "cock". I wondered if Alex struggled with the same invasive thoughts. 

Today, he was wearing even less than usual, even after his morning shower. I feel like each passing day, he was getting worse and worse with that. Today he was shirtless, with just a pair of gym shorts. I dreaded the moment that his manhood might appear, hanging from between his legs, and Alex would notice it, contemplate it, and my insecurities would begin again.

They talked, they joked, they flirted, they teased. Sometimes they included me, sometimes they didn't. While I stayed composed, I was going nuts. What happened last night!?! Tell me! I wanted to scream it.

By nightfall, I was growing antsy and impatient. While I'd normally despise the idea of putting Brett and my wife in a situation where they could be alone together, I needed some alone time to do my snooping.

There was only one area that they could be where they wouldn't really see or bother me. As we cleaned up after dinner, I suggested it. 

"Do you guys want to go in the hot tub tonight?" I said.

Alex and Brett paused. Alex gave me a cockeyed smirk. "Ooh someone is being adventurous. I like that." 

Brett's grin was showing. God, I hated him. "Are you sure about that, little buddy?" he said, and the jab wasn't totally lost on me. "You remember what happened the last time all of us shared a hot bath together?"

I frowned. 

"He's kidding," Alex immediately rubbed my shoulder to help stave off any hostility I might have that could be bubbling to the surface. Was he kidding? How could she know that? She barely knew this guy.

"Well, there's only so much we can do around here," I shrugged. "And I can't stomach that much liquor again."

"Movie night was a little too intense for you?" Brett smirked, and traded a glance with my wife. Was Alex smirking? I couldn't tell. There was a little glint to her expression. A knowing expression?

Before I could reply, Alex said that she was into the hot tub idea. I didn't realize it then, but the idea of sitting in a bubbling pool of water with me and Brett was cause for a small eager thrill. In her head, she was flashing back to that day in the kitchen... me outside oblivious to their activities, while they were throwing each other up against the window, fucking behind my back, just asking to be caught...

"Are bathing suits optional?" Brett laughed, heading for the living room. 

I blinked stupidly. "Umm... yeah, that's the point."

"Man, you need to loosen up. We've all already seen what each other has to offer. And to be honest, it's nothing impressive." Brett was lighthearted about the jab. Was that at both of us, or just me?

"You're a dick," Alex threw a dish towel at him as he sauntered out of the room. But regardless, she laughed. She found that sort of thing funny. 

I helped my wife gather some snacks, water, and alcohol for an evening hanging out outside in the Jacuzzi. I wanted to make sure they were stocked. I didn't want to risk them coming and going much from the house if I was to be rummaging. 

We had quite the picnic. As we carried it into the living room, Alex momentarily paused. "Oh wow," she said quietly.

Brett was in the process of changing into his bathing suit, right in the middle of the living room. He was completely stark naked, bent over as he retrieved his shorts from his bag. 

I know Alex had seen it before. Even I had seen it before. But each time we both did, we were taken aback. His cock was swinging freely, almost down to his knees. A fire hose of dick. It might have been limp now, but if that monster woke up, there was no controlling it. It would go where it wanted to.

Alex let her smoky eyes linger on his package. I don't think either of us could believe he'd managed to fit that into my wife. It looked like he could barely fit it in his pants. It must have gone so deep...

"C-couldn't change in the bedroom?" I asked. 

"My bed's out here," he nodded to the couch. 

"It's nothing we haven't seen before, Sean," Alex said, though she never took his eyes off him, even as he slid his shorts on. They did very little to hide the outline of his member. His length stopped just short of the bottoms of his swim trunks. 

Me and Alex stepped off to change. She'd left the door cracked, although Brett was busying himself setting up the hot tub. 

I was having second thoughts as Alex produced her black and white striped bikini, stripped down to nothing, and started to slide it on. I remember the day she'd bought it, back when we'd planned this trip. She'd shown it off for me, giving me a naughty little fashion show. Now I was beginning to feel like it was no longer for my eyes. Maybe the hot tub suggestion was a terrible idea. I felt like I was watching her dress up for a date with another man. 

No, no. Be strong, Sean, I told myself. 

"Could you tie me?" She asked, gathering up her dark brown hair and holding it up, so I could get at the strings behind her neck. While I did, she stared out the bedroom door. Were her eyes seeking her new lover? And were her hands trembling? I detected just the faintest shake as she let her hair cascade down over her shoulders again. 

Brett was already in the pool of bubbling water, by the time we stepped out onto the covered deck. The snow wasn't coming down any longer, but the air was crisp and frigid. Despite that, Alex opted to carry her towel over one shoulder instead of wrap it around herself. And did she just strut a little? A sexy little leg moment, complete with a side to side sashay of her hips, like a model on a runway. 

Brett watched her saunter up to the tub. She dropped her towel, swept her hair back, letting it free fall over her shoulders, looking wild and untamable. Then she dipped her toe into the water and flicked some droplets at Brett's face. She giggled.

I had to endure this. I waited until Alex was in the water. She settled in with a sigh of pleasure, letting out an (almost sexual) moan. I paused at the edge, looking uneasy?

"Aren't you coming in, baby?" She asked me, sliding into a seat beside Brett to make room for me.

"Umm... in a minute," I said, feigning a stomach cramp. "I think I might need to hit the bathroom first." I laughed like I was embarrassed.

"Baby, you really shouldn't drink that much." Alex said.

I wouldn't be aware of this until much later when they'd tell me about it, but beneath the frothing water, their hands sought each other out almost immediately. My wife's hand found Brett's, and he pulled her toward his crotch. Her eyes widened, only barely, as she felt his solid unrestrained manhood. Brett wasn't wearing his swim trunks after all. He must have shed them before Alex climbed in. 

Her hand settled on his cock and she started to stroke him, within seconds of entering the hot tub. Even while she talked to me, she was stroking him, feeling every inch of his muscle. 

"No, I know. It might have been the food," I groaned a bit. Thankfully I didn't have to fake that. I'd had a stomach ache since the first night we were stuck here— due to anxiety, depression, and heartbreak. "I'm just... I'll be out in a few," I said, and retreated back to the patio door.

"Take your time," Brett called after me, and his fingers danced along the smooth submerged thighs of my athletic wife.

I hurried inside. The window shades that looked onto the back porch had been drawn hours ago— when the sun had gone down. I could snoop without them seeing. With my heart thundering in my chest, I ran and practically lunged at Brett's duffle bag of items.

***

Outside, no sooner had the patio door closed, than Brett and Alex lunged at each other. Alex threw her arms around Brett's powerful torso. He nearly tackled, her, pressing her back against the closest seat as he almost bowled her over. She had just enough time to gasp, "I can't stop thinking about you," before their lips found each other's and they started to feverishly kiss, making the most of their limited time, knowing full well that I could return at any moment.

***

In the living room, I heard a splash from outside, but gave it little thought. My stomach had butterflies, my hands shook, and my heart pounded loudly. I've snooped only a few times in my life, for different reasons. And the act of doing it brought about a rush like nothing else. I got tunnel vision. I became hyper focused on details, like the exact placement of Brett's bag, the arrangement of his items within— details that nobody would possibly remember, but I still honed in on. I wasn't sure what I was looking for, but there had to be something. Some sort of evidence to make my case that Brett was bad news, or that he and my wife were up to something. I had no idea that the real evidence was happening mere feet away from me. I never assumed that either of them would be so bold, so daring, and so desperately infatuated with each other.

***

Out in the cold, my wife's top came away free. They hadn't even broken their kiss as Brett managed to untie it, and peel it from her wet silky skin. Bubbles and water frothed between her perky tits, sloshing against their fast eager movements. Her nipples were kissed by the chilly night air and hardened quickly, pressing into Brett's hard manly chest. They worked together to shove her bottoms down her legs, and away into the boiling water. Then he was grabbing her bare ass, and drawing her into him. She threw her legs around his waist. In seconds, he was plunging into my wife's warm inviting body. Then they were making love at a frenzied pace.



***

Brett's luggage was like peering into the kit of a sleaze ball. Clothing, of course. A lot of it was silk, or expensive— especially the dress shirts. Bright colored polo shirts— whites and reds... even a pink one. I imagined him strutting around with a popped collar, and nobody calling him out for looking like a douche bag. He was the sort of man that everyone kissed ass to. 

***

"I want you..." Alex moaned against Brett's mouth. His hips bucked in and out. Her body adjusting to his enormous size, able to accommodate him easier without much effort. He melted into her. 

Her hand caressed his face. They kissed again. Her eyes were partially open now, assessing her lover's face, confirming to herself that he wasn't just a dream. "I want you," she repeated again.

"Well you got me, babe," he moaned and sank his length into her pussy again. His butt flexed. Her feet stuck out above the water behind his back.

"No," she panted. "Not just tonight," she gasped, the water intensifying her pleasure.

"Every day?" he smiled. Their noses nuzzling together. His lips came back to hers again for another greedy kiss.

"Every day," she echoed back. "Every day..." she started to buck her hips against his unrelenting thrusts. His own hips picked up the pace as the water sloshed around them. They were fucking faster and harder. My wife's brain on over drive, just focused on Brett and the sexual desire that grew and grew. "Every day," she moaned louder. "Fuck me every day."

***

Beyond the clothes in Brett's bag, I found his menagerie of sex toys, adult DVDs, and novelty bullshit from his party. Curiously, I discovered a pair of panties stuffed at the bottom of the bag. And while I couldn't be certain, I was almost positive that they did not belong to my wife. This raised some questions. The stripper's? Or did Brett have some girlfriend or wife that we didn't know about?

***

"Are we ever going to tell him?" Brett moaned against my wife's mouth. Her arms locked tighter around his neck, clinging to him. 

She gasped, trying like mad to catch her breath in a world of pleasure and lust. "He'll find out sooner or later," she moaned.

Brett pulled her upright, lifting her against his thrusts and bouncing her on his cock as they drifted to the middle of the Jacuzzi, spinning like lovers in a fairy tale. In the midst of the bubbling pool, they kissed like mad. Brett used my wife like a cock sleeve, lifting her up and down again and again, with his cock planted firmly inside of her. 

***

"His phone," I slapped myself on the forehead. Where was the prick's phone? Maybe he had something more useful on his device. I looked sharply around the living room. We'd all brought electronic gismos along. I saw my laptop on the charger. Alex's phone was in the bedroom. There, on the end table was Brett's phone— plugged into the wall and charging.

***

"You like the thrill," Brett teased. He let his hands wander up to her boobs. She took over bouncing on him, clinging tightly to his body and leveraging herself up and down. He found her nipples and gave them a pinch, using his thumbs to tease them. She shuddered. Her nipples especially sensitive. Bolts of pleasure jolted through her. 

"Shut up and just fuck me," she moaned, pushing his mouth down against her chest. She arched her back and thrust her tits into his face. He didn't need much more coaxing than that. He started to suck eagerly. 

"I'll bet you want to keep this secret going for as long as possible... because you get off on knowing that he has no fucking idea. That he could catch us at any time..." Brett couldn't let it go, even as he taunted her around a mouthful of her tits. He pinched her nipple between his teeth and she jolted on his cock. This only drove her to fuck harder. She hung on. The muscles in her smooth tummy were hard and solid as she worked her body against his.

Her only reply was the sharp inhale exhale of her fast breathing. 

"You like the taboo of sneaking around..." He pressed.

"Ohh god," her voice barely a squeak as she whimpered.

***

The background on Brett's home screen was a black and white of Johnny Cash holding up the middle finger. Of course it was, I mused in annoyance. But the dumbass never password protected his phone. He was either really stupid or really cocky. I went right to his photo albums. They were selfies mostly. I groaned in disgust— most were pictures of Brett in various states of undress. He took a lot of dick pics. And I'll bet he sent a lot too. Not that I blamed him. If I was hung like him, I guess I would show it off a lot too. That thought did not make me feel better. I went into his text messages next...

***

"Ohhhh god," Alex shut her eyes and bit down on Brett's shoulder as she climaxed against his thrusts. 

"You want to have your cake and eat it too," Brett moaned, fucking her rougher. "You want to have a hot stud to sneak around and fuck... but you also want to have a sweet pushover husband in your life."

Alex wasn't able to form words. She tilted her head up to the ceiling and threw a hand over her mouth to stifle her screams of pleasure. It was the most intense orgasm yet. The most powerful of her life. Her toes clenched into fists, her pussy quivered against Brett's monster phallus. The hot water made it impossible to tell just how wet he was making her, but they both knew she was soaked. Even as that orgasm subsided, another one was right behind it...

"You don't want money," Brett panted, narrating her thoughts as he pounded her. "You don't even keep him around to feel good about yourself after you act like a whore with someone else..."

He pulled her hair. And her second orgasm turned into a chain. She'd never had a multiple orgasm before, and was now riding a roller coaster of pleasure, hanging on for her life...

"You get off on walking the edge of breaking his heart," Brett moaned. "He's just a plaything in your love life, and nothing more. Or at least he is now."

In the tub, my wife's orgasm went on and on...

***

Brett had quite the collection of women callers. "Quite the harem," I remarked under my breath. Number after number texting him. He traded a lot of dirty pictures. I'm ashamed to say, I got a little lost in the number of tit pics alone that he received. I was envious. These women were gorgeous. I get it... so was my wife, but if you could see some of the girls who were fawning over this man, I wondered what the hell he could possibly want with my wife. I stood there, falling down a porn hole— my cock erect from the sext messages I was combing through. I was trying to decide if this made me feel better or worse. The man had options— that told me that my wife had been just another notch on his belt. As long as he was here, he would probably try to fuck her more, but once this ordeal was over, he'd go back to man-whoring around the country, amassing a list of lovers. But that also infuriated me. These girls probably had a million guys who would give anything to date them or treat them right... and like all women, they went right for the douche bag who would treat them the worst. And my wife was buying into the bullshit too! My marriage and our life was just a game to this jerk. 

Then I found something more interesting. A message from a woman named Marissa. It was a photo of a very pretty brunette in a bridal gown. But her neckline was hiked low, to reveal a pair of large breasts spilling from the A-line. Her dress pulled up to show an obvious lack of panties. The message read "For the 'Best man'— open this when you're alone or if my future hubby passes out. Just a little gown fitting for the big day. Hope you like it. Can't stop thinking about you!" Brett's reply was a douche baggy thumbs-up emoji, followed by a coy "Me and the boys in the bridal party are making you something special... but I have a feeling I know which contribution will be your favorite..."

It took me a moment to piece together what it all meant. When I did, I was mortified. Marissa was his buddy's future bride— the one who he had arranged this whole bachelor party for. And she was sexting with him. The two-timing whore was fucking Brett behind her fiancé's back, and sending him teasing photos in her bridal lingerie. The reference to making her something special was that line-up of rubber casted dildos that Brett had shown us when we first arrived. He insisted it had been a gag-gift, but now I wasn't so sure.

I had figured out that the guy was a total scumbag! It wasn't hard to connect the dots. I'm not a moron...

***

Brett barely gave my wife a moment to catch her breath. He set her down, even as the last lingering trembles from her orgasm shook her body. Her knees were weak and she sagged into the water up to her neck. 

Brett stood upright, most of his body emerging from the water like Gorgo rising from the sea. The water ran off of him. He reached down and held his massive cock out to my wife's face. She didn't waste a single second and wrapped her lips around the head. She eagerly blew him right then and there. Steam rising off of Brett's wet body, called forth from the chilly air. She bobbed her head, and twirled her fist, stroking him into her mouth. Her tongue danced on the underside of his swollen head. She mouth made desperate eager sucking sounds. And soon Brett's hips began to thrust to meet her head bobs. He fucked her face for several minutes, before the cold got the better of him.

Then he grabbed her and bent her over the rim of the hot tub. "Yesss," she purred. "Take me, Brett," she peered over her shoulder at him and shook her shapely ass, tempting him to take her from behind. "I'm yours."

***

I'd seen enough. I shut the phone and replaced it on the charger. I needed to show this to my wife. I needed to get it all out in the open. But I couldn't just go running out there, waving the evidence around— after all, it wasn't proof that they were fucking. Just proof that he was not above trying to steal her from me, and was probably going through the motions of doing it— how naïve I was to assume his progress wasn't as far and fast as it actually was. 

I decided that I needed to keep my cool, bide my time, and pick my moment to reveal what an asshole he was. Like George Costanza, with just the right snarky come-back, I needed to wait until Brett set himself up— made some snarky comment or subtle flirtation at Alex. Then I could, very cool and composed, come back with something like "What? Did you already get bored with the other wife you stole, so you have to steal mine?" I frowned. I didn't like that one as much. I'd need to workshop it a tad. 

But regardless, it was probably unwise to not leave my wife alone with this heartless man-slut for much longer. I headed for the patio door. 

As I pushed it open, I paused and glanced down at myself. "Oh... yeah," I muttered under my breath I was still semi-erect in my trunks from the dirty pictures on Brett's phone. That wouldn't look good, going outside with a boner. I took a second to tuck it up into my waistband, before stepping back out onto the porch.

I found Brett and my wife seated side-by-side in the hot tub. Both were lounged back, looking relaxed, like they were at peace with the world. A lazy haze of steam and water particles swirled like a vortex in the air above the water's surface. Both of their cheeks were bright pink— probably growing chapped from the chill in the air.

Alex opened one eye. "All better?" She asked.

It took me a moment to remember my bathroom pretext. "Oh, uh yeah. False alarm I think." 

I hurried to the water and splashed into it before the cold could send me into a fit of shivers. I sank into the water with a pleasurable sigh. As I settled in, my foot nudged something on the floor of the tub. It felt like some discarded article of clothing, but a moment later, the current swept it away and was gone. 

I had no clue what it was at the time. Nor did I have any clue that even as they sat beside each other, my wife's hand was slowly pumping along the length of Brett's cock. She was stroking him.

She gave him a sideways glance, and a cruel little knowing smile. She bent his throbbing flag pole of a dick at me and continued to work it.

Even though she was stroking him, he had not yet shot his load. She was working her hand as subtly as she could beneath the water, trying to coax his massive load out of those big heavy balls. 

To her surprise, he shooed her hand away. As devious and perverse as Brett was, he wasn't going to cum in the hot tub, no matter how much he enjoyed the thought of all of us basting in it— me not aware. He had other plans. 

But he wasn't going to let me cock block him and Alex. Not now, not ever. He was going to get his orgasm. And he was going to make sure I knew it...

*** To be continued... ***


Cucking the Snowbound Couple Ch. 06

*** Disclaimer ***

The following story is a work of fiction. It contains themes of cheating, cuckoldry, voyeurism, and NTR. If this isn't the fetish for you... oh hell, if you've read 5 chapters with the word "Cuck" literally in the title, this is definitely the fetish for you! Enjoy!

***

Chapter 6...

***

You know, it didn't always used to be like this— my wife sneaking around and wildly fucking some meat head stranger behind my back. When I first met Alexandra, a.k.a. "Alex", we were inseparable. We laughed. I remember laughing a lot. When she got on a roll, she had this intoxicating cackle that sounded like an evil mastermind. I used to tease her that she laughed like she was a cartoon villain who just tied somebody to the rail road tracks. 

For Christmas our first year of dating, she got us matching Onesie pajamas, complete with footies. We looked ridiculous— like Thing 1 and Thing 2. But holy shit were they warm and comfy. We had a good laugh over it, had some drinks, and lazed around the house. She surprised me when she unzipped hers and revealed that she hadn't worn anything beneath— just her round perky tits and puffy pink nipples, flat tummy, shaved pussy, full ass, and long sensual legs. Nothing else to cover her up but that fuzzy pajama suit. We fucked like rabbits, took a snack break, and fucked some more. We fell asleep on the floor in front of the Christmas tree— the PJs were that comfortable.

So how did we get to this point? How did my marriage turn into the motel scene from "The Getaway", with the hostage husband tied up in the next room while his wife eagerly fucks some rough and tumble fugitive while laughing at her husband's misery? It might be impossible to imagine, given everything that you know so far, but at a time there WAS love and laughter and good times— which was why it was so difficult for my mind to switch gears like a light switch and accept this sudden new reality. 

What most of us can't accept, (myself included) is that good things in life can go away very easily, and sometimes through no fault of your own. If you have good things, there will always be someone trying to take them from you. 

You're probably asking yourself, "Did this chick ever love you???"

The answer is shockingly simple. "Yes. Until the moment that she didn't." You can pretty much say that about all things in human nature. "The cheater was a good wife... until the moment that she wasn't." "The thief was an honest person... until the moment that he wasn't." "The drunk behind the wheel was a good driver... until the moment that he wasn't." "The serial killer was a good man... until the moment that he wasn't."

Those moments are hard to digest. Not just for me, but for everyone. It's the same reason juries take so long to deliberate, why friends plead the innocence of convicted friends, why wives return to abusive husbands again and again...

I was still assigning benefit of the doubt, because for me, there was plenty of it. But that was about to change...

***

We sat in the hot tub listening to the bubbling of the jets. The cold winter air was still and silent. The snow had stopped falling, but if we were to grow brazen enough to step off the deck, we'd sink up to our thighs.

I was lost in my thoughts. Brett was a serial cheater, who had a literal harem of women texting him. Not only that, but he was fucking his best friend's future bride. I could forgive all of that if he wasn't making himself comfortable around my wife. My mind was occupied, trying to come up with a way to reveal this information. To bring it to light and snuff out any possible flicker of interest my wife might have for the guy, and unmask him to be the true asshole that he was...

This was probably the reason I didn't take notice that Alex's bikini top was missing. She sat in the bubbling hot water up to her neck and didn't inch herself any higher. 

It was also the reason I failed to consider why they were sitting side by side. Though Brett had swatted away her hand, she continued to curiously trace her fingers along his muscular thighs. They were still playing beneath the water where I couldn't see.

He lounged back, his hands tucked behind his head, smiling to himself. The cartoon cat that caught the canary. Though he was good looking, he was also insufferably cocky, even with his mannerisms and the way he smiled at me. He had looked at me many times that way since this nightmare started. Trying to antagonize me with his grin. We were in competition and he was always happy to remind me of that, without having to say a word out loud.

"I don't think it's a good idea to stay in for too long," Brett said finally.

I looked up. "I barely just got in."

"I know, but we've been drinking a ton these past few days. Especially you, lightweight," he smirked at me. "And hanging out in here for long is only going to dehydrate us." Beneath the water, his hand rested on my wife's leg like he owned her. And maybe she did. She wasn't pushing him away.

Alex was all too eager to agree with Brett's astuteness. I may have been oblivious to a lot, but I noticed how fast she jumped into his corner. For what reason, I had no fuckin' clue. 

I grumbled but climbed out of the bubbling water. Alex took this as her opportunity and deftly retrieved her discarded bikini, throwing her towel around her body before I could turn and notice her nudity. She yelped and shivered against the cold night air. As we dried off Brett came out last.

He emerged from the water completely naked. My jaw hit the floor. Where the fuck had his bathing suit gone? That knot of dread was back in the pit of my stomach as I realized that he'd slipped them off at some point while he was in the hot tub beside my wife. Did she know about that? Had she been a part of it? Or was this just another way for him to jab me?

Alex giggled as he strode across the deck, oblivious to the cold. Only wanting to put on a show. If the cold was shrinking his manhood at all, he had plenty to spare before his size even came close to mine. His cock swung heavily from side to side. 

"Where are your swim trunks, dude?" I asked, annoyed.

He shrugged indifferently. "I took them off."

"Why?"

He smirked. "Why, to fuck your wife, of course." He gave Alex a wink and headed into the house. His comment was said so naturally, that for a minute, I honestly couldn't tell if it was hyperbole or truth.

"He's kidding," Alex said dismissively.

"Seriously, Sean. Lighten up. We've seen each other naked way too many times for you to be a prude about it now." Brett strode up to the lit fire and warmed himself in front of it, only dabbing himself periodically with his towel.

I frowned at him. Who the fuck did this guy think he was? He was sauntering around like lord of the manor, and my wife was just eating it up. 

Alex hurried to the bedroom to dry off and change. I glared at Brett for a second, before following. I was so hung up on that asshole, that I didn't notice Alex was completely naked. I dismissed it as her just undressing fast. 

We changed into some warm PJs (not the ones that I had soiled when I came in my pants last night), and got ourselves ready for bed. 

Alex dawned a very long, very fuzzy, warm looking sweater that covered her to mid-thigh. She didn't bother with pants, which raised a few eyebrows from me. "The hot tub was really hot. I need to cool off," she said, trying to alleviate my concerns. I said nothing. I knew why she was dressed like that. She wanted our "guest" to notice her legs and to wonder about what she was wearing beneath. Even I was curious if she'd even bothered with underwear. 

She slid on some warm fuzzy socks— a substitute for slippers.

We found Brett in front of the fire, still totally naked. He was enjoying the heat on his skin. When we joined him in the living room, he retrieved his shorts and slid them on. It was like he'd waited for us intentionally before he dressed.

I looked between him and my wife. Everything they were doing and wearing was intentional, just to make the other stand up and take notice. It was all a dance, like a mating ritual. I needed to put a stop to this and soon.

"I would just like to address the elephant in the room," Brett said, pulling his shorts on over his lengthy member. 

This made Alex sputter with laughter. She clutched her stomach and doubled over. "You mean the elephant trunk?"

Brett grinned at her over his shoulder. "That's not where I was going with this, but it's nice to see where your mind is at." He sat down on the couch. "Actually I was going to bring up the sleeping arrangements."

I didn't like where this was going.

"I would at least like a shot at being able to sleep in a real bed," he explained. 

I folded my arms. "Does that mean you're going to refund me for my vacation that you're ruining?" I let my voice take on a cocky edge, trying to mirror the way he delivers insults— with a smug sense of humor and a sarcastic wit. 

Alex smirked. Her face was torn if she wanted to tell me to shush, or if she wanted to laugh at my comment. 

Brett didn't break a stride. "Now I know that's not true. If anything, I've made it way more interesting for the two of you. You ought to be paying me." He winked at Alex as he said this.

"We're both good at sex, it was an even trade," Alex shot back. 

Brett grinned but steered us back on track. "It would only be for one night. You guys sleep out here in the living room, and I'll get the bed."

I couldn't resist my own grin. "Or... hear me out... you could go home, and sleep in your own bed."

Alex laughed even louder. It was nice to know that I could still make my wife laugh with a good snarky response. It put my mind at ease that she was still in my corner.

Brett gave my wife a glance, then looked back at me, not at all put off by the comment or the laughter. "Now that sounds like a bet," he said, thoughtfully stroking his chin.

"What?" I asked.

"A contest. If I win, I get to sleep in the bed for tonight."

I looked uneasy. "That's it? Just the bed for one night?" I didn't believe him that it would be that simple. I saw the way his eyes went to my wife, sitting on the couch with her smooth strong thighs— her revealing outfit tantalizing. Her long shirt barely covering her crotch.

He grinned like a shark. "I can push for more if you want..." he threatened.

"No no, go on," I waved my hands, humoring his game idea. Not realizing that I was playing into his hand. 

"And if you win, I'll leave tonight and sleep in my own bed."

While I half expected Alex to protest this immediately— Brett braving almost three feet of snow was a lot to ask for— I also knew that Alex had a competitive streak. When we'd first met, she was actively involved in a recreational sports league. Each season would be a new sport: dodgeball, softball, volleyball. Alex was a natural at all of them, usually better than most of the men on her team. Able to out-perform, out drink, and out curse them. That side of her never backed down from a competition or a game. She was pretty much up for anything.

"You sound pretty confident that you'll win," I remarked. He was asking for very little and I was asking for a lot. I was almost afraid to ask. "What's the competition?" 

He looked from me over to Alex. They locked eyes for a second, then he looked back to me. "I have a fun idea."

I paled. "Look, if it involves something that you know I'm going to lose at, then forget it."

He chuckled. "Relax quick draw. I'm not going to ask you to do anything physical. I'm not that cruel. So no pushups, situps, or weight lifting. In fact, you won't have to do anything more than sit there. The less you do, the more likely you'll win." 

Now it was Alex's turn to chuckle. "That sounds right up your alley." She grinned at me. I blushed.

"Would you stop calling me quick draw," I insisted.

Brett paused, still grinning broader than ever. "Then prove it."

"Huh?"

"I've been thinking about what happened in the shower. How you finished early, and ducked out, then got pissed when me and your wife wanted to keep going..."

I was flushed red now. "How is that—"

"And clearly by how mad you're getting, you've been thinking about it too. So how about you redeem yourself?" He smirked. 

I scowled, folding my arms. My leg began to twitch involuntarily. I didn't realize my restless leg syndrome was kicking in. This cocky asshole had once again figured out how to jab me hard enough to earn a rise out of me. "How?" I asked finally, wanting him to quit dancing around this and get to the point already.

He smiled, folded his arms behind his head and lounged back on the couch. "Your wife gives you a lap dance." 

Now I was taken aback. "What?" I asked.

"Your wife gives you a lap dance. The hottest lap dance that she can possibly dream up. If you can last ten minutes without creaming your jeans, snow or no snow, I will pack up my bags, brave the elements and bid this place adios. But if you can't hold yourself back, and blow your load, I get to sleep in the bed just for tonight."

I must say, with a guy like Brett, I was expecting his contest to be much more... humiliating. I was expecting something that I would utterly hate. The thought of my wife gyrating on me as sexy as she could... well... it wasn't the worst idea that I'd ever heard. ...Assuming Alex would go along with it, which was Brett's battle to fight. Not mine.

"Just me, right?" I asked, really wanted to hit home with this. "I just want to make sure that you don't slip in some amendment that involves her dancing up on you too."

Alex rolled her eyes, but couldn't help smiling. "Oh my god. You really want to dot the I's and cross the T's, huh?"

I glanced at her, and couldn't stop my slight spreading smile. "I do," I gave her bare thigh a little pinch, not knowing that a short time ago, Brett's hand had been resting in this same spot in the hot tub. 

"Of course you're into this. You're such a perv," she shook her head. But despite her forced sarcasm, there was a look in her face that was different than when I'd normally make a suggestion like this. It was an expression of excitement. She was intrigued.

"Alex will only dance up on you," Brett assured me. "She has to try to make you cum without sex, without giving you oral, and without using her hands. It gives her a chance to show off her... talents." He glanced at my wife, and their eyes seemed to lock. There was a weird exchange between them. Like she was asking him for permission, and he was granting it. It made me momentarily wonder just which of us she was more committed to. Then Brett glanced back at me. "I'll just sit here and watch, like the Beta that I am," he shrugged. "Just to keep things fair. Your wife struts her stuff. You sit there and watch your wife using her entire body to entertain you, taking things to a new exciting level. And if it's not enough to make you cum quick, I'll leave and let you two have all the time to yourselves. So it's really a win win for you, no matter how this goes down."

This guy should have been a salesman. He basically was a car thief, selling my own stolen car back to me. Or in this case... my wife. I looked over at her. Fuck, she was sexy, especially tonight. Her big baggy sweat shirt covered her tits, and her sleeves were longer than her arms, but her legs were bare and smooth. I could only imagine what she would be capable of if she was really invested in a strip tease. It was something that she never actually did for me, but I sometimes fantasized about— Alex cutting loose and displaying herself. 

But alas, She was much too dominant of a personality to try to seduce me, and I was too much of an over eager sucker for her advances to need much coaxing. She didn't need to do a long elaborate strip show to get me to fuck her. This was new territory, and I was thrilled at the thought. Whether Brett was here or not, I could only really see her, and the tempting vile poses she'd strike for me. And Brett's last comment was the icing on the cake— he'd be the observer and nothing more. 

Of course, there was always one hiccup in this idea. Alex. She would never do anything she didn't want to do. And if she wasn't down for this, it would be over before it got off the ground.

My wife's eyes were distant. She was softly chewing the tip of her finger, looking lost in thought. She readjusted her feet on the sofa, and I detected a hint of a tremble. Alex actually trembled? She was never the insecure type about her body. Why suddenly now? Could it be excitement that I was seeing?

"What do you think, baby?" I asked, my voice gentle, not wanting to portray myself as some sex-hungry douche.

"How about it, Alex?" Brett joined in. "Care to put on a little show for your husband... and me of course?" He just had to throw that last part in. Maybe he was more like Alex than I thought— unable to leave things unsaid. 

"If you're okay with it?" She looked at me, but halfway through her question, her eyes were drawn more toward Brett. There was a magnetic pull about the way she couldn't resist him. Whose permission was she asking?

"I'm fine with it if you are," I replied.

Brett only nodded, locking eyes with her. She seemed to wait only for Brett's answer, and once she got it, his decision was the one that urged her into action. 

My wife grasped me by the arms and directed me over to the easy chair. Brett poured himself a drink and made himself at home on the couch. He set up a stop watch and even put on a little music. 

I must admit, I was nervous. There was a set determination to my wife's expression. It kinda turned me on. I could feel my cock tensing in my shorts. Her face was intense. She was going to put her all into this, and it sort of scared me. I didn't recognize her, and I didn't know what she would be capable of. It also made me wonder... she could easily do a bad job— forcing Brett to leave. But somehow I didn't think she would throw the dance on purpose. This was up to me how this would end...

She started almost immediately. No hesitation, no opening joke, nothing to ease the tension. She was ready to jump right in... something else that made me not recognize her. 

Standing in front of me, Alex already looked very hot in what she was wearing. But now she spread her legs like she was bracing on a ship in choppy seas. She started to sashay her hips from side to side. Her hands started at thighs, sliding them smoothly higher, catching the bottom of her sweater and pulling it up and up... Her eyes never left mine, although there was a lusty haze to them, like she was miles away in her mind.

She gave me a few quick teasing peeks of flesh, but stopped just shy of her panties, then suddenly bent forward. She hovered her face inches from mine. Her eyes half shut and she ran her tongue across her upper lip hungrily. Her hips continued to sway and move, and I was vaguely aware that across the room, Brett had a commanding view of her ass. His eyes were on her body as well, and a detached part of my brain wondered if her movements weren't orchestrated to entice him. After all... as I wasn't yet aware, he still hadn't climaxed after fucking her in the hot tub.

She rested her hands on the arms of my chair and glared at me, then began to slide herself down my body, until she was kneeling between my legs. She threw her head back, flicking her hair back behind her. The hair flip always did it for me. My cock was nearly springing to attention now, even as she squatted on the floor. Her sweater rising up to show off the firm globes of her round bottom.

Her eyes were hard, focused with concentration— staring daggers into me. 

She nuzzled my erection with the side of her face. She snapped her teeth at the tent forming in my pants. Everything about her was aggressive. A complete sex panther right now. My cock jumped, and I felt the spreading warmth of the smallest drop of precum. 



Then she reached up and grasped the bottom of my gym shorts. "Get these off," her voice was soft but domineering. "I want to see it," she demanded.

I swallowed, too afraid to argue. I had barely lifted my ass off the chair and Alex was practically yanking my shorts down— freeing my cock from its cotton prison. I was hard as a rock. My cock jutting straight up. 

She gave it a glance, and I saw something on my wife's face that I never saw before: Nothing. She was seeing me naked, and her expression registered absolutely nothing. It was nothing like her expressions whenever we encountered Brett naked— her surprise, her excitement, her lust, her genuine intimidation... the push and pull of her own personal insecurities. Now here I was, naked in front of her, and there was no reaction. Could that be disappointment? Despite all the attention she was showing me, I felt somehow rejected.

She slowly climbed to her feet, and spun. Raising her arms above her head, her sweater rose up until I could see the bottoms of her round perky ass and the maroon thong that traveled between her full juicy cheeks. Facing away from me now, her eyes sought out what they really wanted— they locked on Brett's. The two stared at each other from across the room. Even as she rested her hands on the arms of the chair and began to back up into me, gyrating her hips until she found the head of my cock with her plump butt. 

"Two minutes down, eight to go," Brett commented. I barely heard. My heart was pounding, watching my wife scoot her ass back toward my lap. 

She continued to back up, and wiggle her hips until my cock rolled between her cheeks. Then she slowly worked her butt up and down, grinding on my shaft. My wife was doing something I'd only fantasized about before— she was jerking me off with her ass! As she did, she bent forward, sliding her hands down her smooth legs, all the way to her ankles, so I had a view of her big butt teasing its way back and forth across my manhood, feeling me with just her ass. 

Her hair fell across her face, but she never took her eyes off of Brett. The exchange of glances going on and on. She wasn't doing this for me. She was doing this for her real man. She was teasing him, enticing him, trying to drive him insane with lust, until he would cross the room and take her right in front of me... hell... on top of me...

I was clueless. I couldn't take my eyes off of my wife's slow twerking ass. She slid her butt from side to side, wagging herself, rolling my shaft between her ass cheeks.

It was around the three minute mark that I felt the first indication that I might be in trouble. The movement felt too good. Her butt was too smooth and warm and inviting. My cock gave a little jump, and a drop of precum formed on the end like a drop of dew on grass. 

I think Alex felt it too, because she let out a sexy little gasp and a sigh of pleasure. 

Then she sat up, threw her hair back eagerly. It playfully slapped me in the face. Then she leaned back against me, her face resting beside mine. My cock trapped along her ass, all the while her hips continued to roll and move. She grasped my hands and put them on her hips, closed my fingers around her sweater and started to make me slide it off her. 

The sweater inched its way up her body, giving Brett a view of her panties. Her legs were spread. There was a wetness forming. The muscles in her legs flexed as she writhed and wiggled on top of me. I could feel the insane pounding of my pulse... both in my ears and down in my cock. It was throbbing like crazy by now. 

"Four minutes," Brett grinned.

The sweater slid higher, revealing her flat tummy. The sparkle of her naval piercing reflected the firelight. She arched her back just as the sweater reached the bottom of her tits. She leaned back further, reached over her shoulder and played with my hair. She crossed and uncrossed her legs like Sharon Stone. Her tongue flicked out playfully against the corner of my mouth. The whole time, her heavy lidded eyes stayed on Brett. She never looked away, not for a second. 

I could hear her deep excited breathing in my ear, and it drove me wild. 

Then I lifted her sweater completely and revealed her perky B-cups. She grabbed my hands and slapped them down over her tits. I gave them a reflexive squeeze. Her nipples were hard as diamonds. She purred as I started to play with them. But it wasn't for my benefit. She was teasing Brett... my hands blocking his view, giving him a little peek here, and a little peek there.

By the five minute mark, I had to shut my eyes and think about baseball. It wasn't working. All I could imagine was my wife at softball during those sports league summers— the way her little shorts showed off her thighs and clung to her ass. The way she gripped that big hard bat and would pivot it as she awaited the pitch. Only this time, Brett was the pitcher, and she was eagerly waiting for him to bring her something better than just a ball...

I cursed myself for not drinking any whiskey. I needed something to numb my cock. By now I was throbbing like mad. Alex sensed it too, because her movements only increased. Her gyrating intensified. Her grinds were harder, longer...

"Oh god," I murmured, and bit my lip, trying to take my mind any place else.

Alex leaned forward and practically yanked her sweater off over her head. She tossed it to Brett. She giggled when he caught it. Then she leaned back on me again, and continued to grind against me. 

My cock was aching. She mashed my hands harder against her chest, and forced me to twist her nipples. A moan escaped her lips, directly in my ear. 

She threw her leg up on the arm of the chair, spreading herself open. The wetness in her panties had grown. Her womanhood on display for Brett across the room. They regarded each other. How easy it would be for him to come over here and take her. What she really wanted. But he didn't, and that drove her on. Things always came easily for Alex. I would have folded long ago and taken her. So would any other man. Brett was enjoying making her work. And it threw Alex off her game. It made her want him.

"Seven minutes," Brett teased. Then he added, "If you want to keep me, Alex, you better step it up a bit." He snickered.

Alex moaned again in my ear, turned her head and nibbled my lobe. 

My hips gave an uncontrollable jump. The last throb of my dick was just a little too hard. I was sweating now. My hands on her tits. I wanted to move them away and grab the arms of the chair and just focus. But I couldn't. This was becoming an absolute torture. 

Alex was moaning steadily now. Her body rubbing smoothly on me in the same way that she'd writhed on the couch that first night as the game with the vibrating panties carried her to orgasmic ecstasy. 

I was all too aware that I was moaning now. My eyes stayed clenched shut. My lips curled inward. I was biting my lips.

Alex tightened the muscles of her firm ass, gripping my cock as it rolled between those sexy soft mounds. Her hips twerked and her ass shook.

By the time Brett declared only two minutes left, I was counting the seconds in my head. The head of my cock had grown sensitive. I could feel the tingling in my balls. I felt like I was on a teeter totter. I needed desperately to bring my end to the ground. But with every new effort or movement Alex made tipped it against my favor. The smallest movement, moan, whisper, or rub would completely tip the scale now past the point of no return. 

All three of us knew it. I was standing on the brink, and I couldn't fight for much longer...

Then Alex did it. "I'm such a slut," she whispered in my ear.

My eyes popped open. "Huh?"

She smiled to herself. "I love getting fucked by anyone and everyone..." she whispered in her sexiest, lustiest tone of voice. She stared across the room at Brett as her lips were barely grazing my ear. "I love big... hard... cocks." Her tongue flicked from her mouth as she said the words.

I gasped. "Stop," the throbbing in my cock matched my pounding heart. 

"I'm such a bad little whore," she continued to purr. "I don't think I can ever stop. Baby, you'll need an entire baseball team to keep me satisfied. I wanted to fuck our whole wedding party..."

I leaned my head back, trying to think about anything different.

"I want to get covered in cum. From head to toe..."

It was too much for me. "Fuckkkk," I gasped out. Alex smiled at Brett as she pushed me beyond the point of no return. I remember rotating her hips one last time on my lap, before climbing off of me. I grabbed the arms of the chair, my toes curled into fists. I shut my eyes. I had to delay the inevitable, hold it back, try to stop it...

But there was no stopping it. There in the living room, in front of Brett and my wife, I shot my load. Despite the wave of pleasure, there was a sensation of humiliation and failure that I never felt during a climax. I cried out as my cock spasmed uncontrollably, and each jerk sent a gob of sticky white cum onto the chair, onto my bare legs, and onto my shorts. I sagged, my pants around my ankles, my lap full of cum, and my face full of defeat.

When it was all over, I opened my eyes. Alex was regarding me quietly. Her eyes were still lusty, but they looked hardly impressed at the mess in my lap. Brett was brimming with delight. "Eight minutes and fifty-four seconds," he declared, standing and stretching a kink from his neck. There was a considerable bulge in his own shorts. Both me and my wife noticed it. Alex looked pleased at the sight— almost... giddy. He had gotten hard, enticed by my wife's lap dance and movements. 

"Enjoy the couch, quick draw."

He hefted his clothing bag, tossing it over his shoulder and headed for the bedroom. I looked around for anything that I could clean up the mess with— the only items within reach were my own soiled shorts. I shamefully started to wipe my legs clean. As my orgasm wore off, the reality started to set in. I'd lost, and any hope I had of getting rid of Brett was dashed. Furthermore... he was right about my sexual stamina. I'd cum in way too short of a time frame...

Alex collected her sweater from the floor, and after a moment's consideration, she followed Brett to the bedroom.

I looked up sharply, completely taken by surprise. "What are you doing?" I asked her. 

Alex was still naked, aside from her panties by the time she stepped into the bedroom. Brett was waiting near the bed. His suitcase was open, and he'd discarded his shirt as he was getting ready for bed. 

Alex looked back at me for a second, and shrugged. There was an expression of indifference as she regarded me. "I wasn't the one who lost," she said. "The bet was you'd sleep on the couch. No reason I should have to."

Brett was grinning triumphantly as she said it. He came up behind her and put his arm around her waist. His impressive height and broad shoulders filled out the door frame.

"What the fuck?" I stood, feeling my heart jump into my throat. 

Alex made no effort to pull away. She let Brett pull her into him. She was going willingly.

"Sleep tight, quick draw." He smirked. Then he slammed the bedroom door.

"Hey!" I barked, and stormed up to the door. I tried the knob. It was locked.

***

As you might have suspected, I had trouble sleeping that night. I don't even think I was able to lay down. My mind was in overdrive. My legs were trembling. That ball of anxiety in the pit of my stomach was now a lake of molten lead. I felt sick. I felt humiliated. I felt totally left out, and completely unwanted.

I spent the whole night pacing in front of the bedroom door. They hadn't unlocked it.

In the bedroom, I heard them chatting, laughing and giggling, presumably as they got ready for bed. Then the lights clicked off.

I listened. I listened for a long time. I thought I could hear the soft sounds of conversation, but I couldn't be sure, and I couldn't make out anything distinct.

Standing alone in the living room, I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself. Maybe it was nothing. Maybe they were just sleeping. Maybe there was a justifiable explanation for all of this...

But that wishful "explanation" never got off the ground. Any time I tried to think of how to dismiss this, I found that I couldn't. My wife had stood at the threshold of our honeymoon bedroom door, looked me dead in the eyes, and chosen to share a bed with another man. Whether or not they had sex was irrelevant. They were sharing a bed. She'd made her choice.

My stomach burbled and threatened to roll over. Oh god. I moaned uncomfortably as I rested against the wall.

I'm not sure how long I hovered outside of the bedroom door. It felt like hours. My legs were weak, threatening to topple me to the floor. My heart was pounding so hard that each beat made the room shake. I barely breathed. I only listened. 

Nothing. 

Finally, I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. I don't know what I hoped to hear. But clearly nothing was happening. Maybe I needed to sit down and figure things out.

I started to step away, and that's when I heard it. A slow rhythmic creaking had just begun. 

My heart dropped. My blood ran as cold as the air outside. It was the sound of the bed moving. It wasn't loud, but there was no mistaking the steady 'creak-thump creak-thump creak-thump'. It reminded me of the nightly rituals of the students who lived in the dorm above mine when I was in college. The same sounds of sex beginning.

I leaned in, almost putting my ear to the door and listened to the slow steady rhythm. For a while a heard nothing else but the steady thumping of the bed. I barely breathed. I swore I could hear a wet sound, and imagined my wife and her new lover locked in a tight embrace, kissing passionately. 

Then I heard a new sound. A sigh. I couldn't tell if it was his or hers.

Then it came again. It was my wife's voice. A soft moan of pleasure.

There was no denying it now. They were having sex. My heart broke. I couldn't even bring myself to move. I only stood there, ears tuned to the sound of their steady passion. I tried the knob again, but it was locked. Part of me desperately needed to see, to confirm it to myself, and the other part of me did not want to see it. The two sides of my mind at war with each other. All I knew for sure was I wished it would stop.

"Mmmm... mmmm... mmmm," her voice cooed in pleasure. I imagined her on her back, legs spread, gratefully accepting her new lover. Brett on top of her, erect and immense from the show she'd put on. Her lap dance hadn't been for me after all. It had been for him— to tempt and arouse him. A mating dance, really. I was positive, even if I hadn't blown my load, he would not have left. They would be fucking no matter what.

The sound of Brett's impassioned grunts joined hers. The two of them moaning together now, in unison— probably as he slid his enormous cock into her body over and over.

I hung my head, listening to their pace increase. The headboard now thumping in a steady rhythm against the wall. Their moans grew louder.

"Ohhh... ohhh ohhh ohh!" Alex moaned out loud. Her voice becoming more brazen, shriller.

"Uh huh, that's it, baby," Brett echoed back. The sound of his pleasure shattered my heart. Pleasure that my wife was giving him...

The creaking of the bed continued. I stood in the dark, listening to it happening, my mind flashing pictures in front of my eyes. Brett towering over her. Alex's long legs in the air. Her feet planted on each shoulder as he penetrated my wife, my partner that I'd pledged myself to.

That day on the altar. She'd promised. ...She'd lied. I was nearly crying now. 

There was a strange ache in my belly and a stiffening of my cock. I couldn't fathom how both were possible, and yet they were.

"Fuck," Alex sighed. "I love your cock."

The words cut me deep as I listened.

"I love your body..." she persisted.

Brett grunted, and his tempo sped up. The bed was audibly hitting the wall now. It was squeaking with reckless abandon. They were no longer trying to be discreet— if they ever were. Now they just didn't give a shit if I heard or not, if I knew or not. They were with each other, and that's all that mattered to them. It was out in the open now— public knowledge. And they didn't give a shit what I thought.

"Do we have to leave?" She moaned. Her words rolling out, long and smitten, each one a long exhale. She didn't want it to stop. 

"No," he moaned back. His voice almost drowned out by the headboard pounding the wall. Photos and paintings hung up in the living room were shaking.

"Fuck me!" She cried out. "Fuck me Brett! Fuck me hard! Don't stop! Don't ever stop!" 

She must be cumming. I could see the way that her back always arched at the moment of sexual release. 

He took this opportunity to really drive it home. "Whose slut are you?" He roared out like a monster of a man. His voice carried throughout the cabin.

She didn't even hesitate. "Yours!" She cried out. The bed shaking, all of it muffled slightly through the thin walls. "I'm yours!"

The fucking went ceaselessly for another few minutes. The steady BOOMBOOMBOOM against the wall like a mallet to my chest. 

After an eternity, it slowed to a stop. Was it over?

Then I heard the slow sensual sound of kissing. Mouths locking together. Muffled moans and sweet nothings being shared in muffled whispers. Tongues rolling together. Then my wife gasped, "Can I turn over?"

"Do it baby," he said. "You're an animal. You deserve to be fucked like one." And I heard the harsh slapping sound of his hand smacking her hard on the ass.

She whimpered and cried out all at once. I hardly recognized her voice. She sounded so... submissive. She was his. She would do anything he wanted. How had this asshole managed to tame her in only a few days?

"Beg for my cock, Alex," he said.

"Please..." her voice was quivering and excited. She was completely swooning over him.

"Please what?" He asked, sounding firm and in control.

"Please... take me, Brett. I- I need you," she responded.

"You need me, huh?" He continued to tease. His hand roaming her body, slapping her ass like he was testing a side of beef.

"I need you so bad. If you don't fuck me soon, I'll explode!" She cried out. 

I leaned against the wall, feeling completely ill. I wanted to die in that moment. Then I heard something much worse. Something that completely destroyed me.

"Say something more," he urged her, even as he finally gave her what she wanted. He stuffed her pussy with that monster cock. I heard the bed creaking resume, and I heard my wife sigh out in pleasure as he returned his member to where it belonged, deep within her body. Her pussy swallowing him up entirely, gratefully accepting every inch he had to offer.

"What do you want to hear?" she panted. "I'll say anything..." Her body working hard to match his thrusts. She was pushing back into him. I could hear the wet smacking sounds her ass made as she bounced on his thrusting pelvis.

"Tell me that you love me," he said.

My head shot upright. What? What kind of fucked up mind game was he playing—

"I love you, Brett!" She cried out. Not a single second of hesitating. "God, I love you!"

"Louder," Brett urged. "I want quick draw in the next room to know it."

His thrusts intensified. The bed was utterly assaulting the wall. The mattress screaming on old springs. And my wife's voice ceaselessly moaning in pleasure at the animalistic way she was letting herself be taken by this new mate. This was the true animal kingdom, and a stronger, more powerful and desirable member of the species had claimed my wife as his own. Now he wanted her to sing it loud so that I understood.

"I love him, Sean!" She shouted through the walls, knowing I could hear, knowing I was probably awake and listening. "I'm so sorry it had to happen this way. But I don't want to stop. Not now, not ever! I'm his now."



"Hear that buddy!?!" Brett sang through the wall, delighted. His panting not ceasing. He was fucking her senseless, even as he and her joined forces to break my heart. "She's mine now!"

"All his," Alex cried out. Then their fucking reached a fever pitch. They were both screaming and I knew what was happening. They were climaxing together. Brett was pumping his seed into my wife, and she was graciously accepting it with all of the pleasure that her body could bring her. 

I couldn't listen any longer.

"Yessssss!!" Alex screamed out into the cabin as he filled her, using the seed that his body produced to forever mark her as his. He was laying a claim to his territory, and it would never be mine again.

A fuse blew within me. "NO!" I screamed out. I shouldn't have let this go on for as long as I have. But I did. It stopped now!

I grabbed a log from the wood pile beside the fireplace and began to slam it into the bedroom door, over and over. "Open up!"

The door shuddered on its hinges, but it held.

I struck it again. "Open up right now!"

From inside of the bedroom, their passionate lovemaking had completely ceased. There was only silence.

"Open up!!" I wailed on the door, like a psychopath. 

The silence from within was heavy, uncomfortable. They must have figured that they'd gone too far. 

"Open this fuckin' door right now, or I'll burn this god damn place down!" I screamed so loud that my throat hurt. There was a rawness to it.

I meant it. And from the sound of my voice, they knew it too. I had lost all control.

A second later, the bedroom door opened...

*** To be continued... ***
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"Open this fuckin' door right now, or I'll burn this god damn place down!" I screamed so loud that my throat hurt. There was a rawness to it.

I meant it. And from the sound of my voice, they knew it too. I had lost all control. And why shouldn't I?

I had been enduring the slow violation of my marriage for the last few days, on my own honeymoon, no less, by this fuckin' interloper. And while I had my suspicions and concerns, I genuinely liked to believe the best in people and assign benefit of the doubt. That was a huge mistake. 

Because after losing a bet to Brett, my wife followed him into the bedroom, they locked me out, and fucked like crazy while proclaiming whatever sick twisted version of love that they thought they felt for each other. And they did it so blatantly loud that they knew I would hear. They wanted me to hear. They wanted to break my heart.

Maybe Alex actually had feelings for this jack ass... maybe she was naïve enough to fall for another guy so easily. But I knew Brett wasn't like that. That asshole was just using her, and wanted to not only fuck my wife, but to completely obliterate anything we'd built together. He didn't just want to leave his mark on my metaphorical home— he wanted to kick me out, change the locks, sleep in my bed... and when he was satisfied, burn it to the ground and salt the earth with my humiliation. 

That ended now.

I grabbed his phone where he'd left it on the charger in the living room. Dumbass. That was his mistake, since it had all the evidence of the things he'd done. The photos were still there. He hadn't deleted them. When I was satisfied that I had my smoking gun, I returned to my assault on the bedroom door with the log from beside the fireplace.

After a moment of pounding and screaming, the door finally unlatched and opened.

Brett greeted me, completely naked. His muscles were gleaming. He'd clearly built up a sweat from the intense fucking he gave my wife. But his cock was semi-hard, wet with his cum and hers. His drained balls still looked virile and able to procreate over and over for hours.

A full head taller than me, he greeted me with an expression of mild annoyance. There was no fear in him.

Behind him, Alex was clamoring to throw her robe on. I noticed beneath, that she was wearing lingerie— something special that she'd bought for us for this trip. Black lace (which was definitely the color for her), a thong, thigh highs, and an intricate lacy black bra with red bows. While any other situation would make me drool at the way she looked, she had worn it for him, and that drove me even deeper into a rage. She was also wearing something else— an expression of anger toward me, for interrupting them.

"What do you want, quick dra—"

I hit him. I hit him hard with the log. It knocked him into door frame and he went to his knees for a second. 

From the bedroom, I heard my wife bark at me. "Sean, stop it!"

For a moment, Brett was stunned. A dark bruise appearing on his cheek, and the rough bark had opened up multiple scratches that started to bleed.

I felt good. Better than I had since the moment we got here. I wound up for another blow. 

Brett lunged forward, threw his arms around my waist, and tackled me to the ground. The wind went out of my lungs the second I came down. "Oof!"

I couldn't breathe. I began to blindly throw punches at this muscular naked man who had me pinned. But face to face, this close, they weren't having the intended effect. I had never been in a fight before. Not a real one. Not like this. 

"You fuckin' cocksucker!" I screamed a string of profanities and threats as we toppled into the coffee table, knocking bottles and other items aside. I had one single minded goal— to get this asshole off of me and continue my relentless assault. I was done taking his abuse, and now that I hit him, I knew that would never ever stop.

Is that what cabin fever is? It always seems to come to this in the movies and books. Problems boiling over into violence. I kept up with my fists. The muscles in his abs were too hard... I felt like I was punching concrete. I switched my rampage to his face. 

For one glorious second, I caught the glint of my wedding band in the firelight. Then my fist crashed into his cheek bone and I saw the skin split. He started to bleed. 

My heart was pounding now. He might have crossed the line first, but now we were past the point of no return. I was all too aware of this as I screamed obscenities and threw my punches. I felt like I'd finally woken up. I had been in denial this whole time, walking around in a non-confrontational fog and clinging to the last lingering shreds of my dying marriage. Before, I didn't know what I wanted. Now, I did. I wanted my wife, but that hope was gone. Now, all I wanted was my dignity. That was the only thing I had left to fight for.

I thrashed and kicked. I scratched and punched. I tried to bite his face at one point when we rolled across the floor and his nose came dangerously close. I could hear my wife yelling for us to stop... for *me* to stop. 

I don't want to make excuses for myself any longer. I know he was bigger than me by a full foot. I know he outweighed me by a lot— and much of that was all muscle. I know his abs and arms were stronger than I could ever be. How do you win a fight against a Terminator? Well... the answer is you don't. But I feel like that's a cop-out. Maybe I just didn't want it badly enough. 

I might have been running on high octane hatred, but unfortunately Brett was much stronger. His punches went straight to my gut, finding almost the exact same spot with each hit. He pummeled me. Every time I managed to catch my breath, he would hit me again, and the air would go right back out of my lungs. He was relentless. 

My vision started to go black. I was trying desperately to breathe, but couldn't seem to make my lungs work. You know that feeling when you dive just a little too deep into a pool and think you're going to drown? Now I was experiencing that. I couldn't breathe!

Panic set in. Brett must have seen it in my eyes because through his menacing snarl, he grinned at me. His eyes were dark. I'm not religious. I don't believe in heaven or hell, per se. But Brett is as close to evil as it gets.

He knew I was suffering. My limbs giving up the fight. My ribs hurt, my stomach was on fire, and still I couldn't breathe. He grinned even wider, and hit me one last time, hard straight to the gut. I fell back onto the floor and my head thumped off the floor boards.

When he stood up, I was flopping on the floor like a fish out of water. I was so scared I was dying that for a moment, I couldn't even recall the humiliation that drove me to this. This vacation was supposed to be a happy time... and instead, this had turned into my greatest nightmare.

Brett stood over me, the fire reflecting off of his naked sweaty body, gleaming like Goliath. His chest heaving heavily from the effort as he caught his breath, staring down at me— ever the triumphant. And appearing at his side, there was my wife. Her arm seemed to hook around his. The first person she turned to wasn't me. It was him. Her eyes were starry, looking up at him. I felt the most primitive form of attraction right then, centuries old— from gladiators to sword fights to action heroes. This was one man besting another to win the hand of the girl. And the way my wife looked up at him just then, the first time I'd ever seen my wife really resemble the 'damsel' was right now. Her robe had come away from one shoulder, revealing her sexy lingerie. Her leg and black thigh high was visible. 

She let her hand freely roam this naked towering hero, feeling his sweaty bulging muscles. His face bleeding from the heat of battle. Brett glaring down at me, all the while making sure that I didn't get up. 

And just to really drive that point home, he slid his arm around my wife's slender waist, pulled her in, and kissed her deeply right in front of me. Their mouths melted together, as their tongues found their rightful places, entangled with each other. 

I groaned pathetically from the floor. My breath squeezing in and out as a wheeze, as my brain urged my protesting muscles to breath deep. 

The kiss went on for far too long. Somehow that was the worst thing they could have done— worse than the sex even. They were enraptured. Alex's hands moved across the muscles of her man, her slender fingers tracing over the contours of his abs. There was true passion in it. Her leg drifted upward, her inner thigh gracing along his leg. His huge swinging cock started to come back to life. There was a considerable swelling in his girth, even though they'd both just climaxed. The victory of battle had jump-started their libidos like a defibrillator to a heart in cardiac arrest.

When the kiss finally broke, Alex peered up at her man. "I want you... now," she gasped with large eyes and a voice that was barely able to catch her breath. Her hand wandered up to his bleeding face and caressed the injuries.

Brett let her caress him for a moment. "We have to do something about him first," he said at last.

Then they both turned to me. There was true contempt in Alex's expression. She was gone. There was no coming back. I groaned, and started to sit up. Everything hurt from the shoulders down. 

Brett placed his foot on my chest and pushed me back to the floor. "Not so fast." He said. He turned back to my wife and said "I don't trust that he won't be a problem in the future."

"What do we do then?" She asked, her eyes big and pleading, trusting in Brett to have the solution.

"There's some rope in the utility closet," Brett replied.

***

Is it starting to make more sense now? Why I've been sitting in the living room for the last couple of days, listening to Brett and Alex fuck each other's brains out, all the while praying to god that the snow melts?

Maybe I was too passive when all this began, but now my predicament sure as hell wasn't by choice.

That night, Brett tied me tightly to a kitchen chair, which he then tied to a support beam in the living room.

The sick sonofabitch hadn't even bothered to put on clothes. He wanted me to see his naked body flexing and strutting around. He wanted me to get a good look at the body that would be pleasuring my wife for days to come... probably even after this was over, because I knew that Alex wasn't coming home with me.

I was withdrawn. My eyes were distant. My expression wasn't one of defeat, but of annoyance. I was emotionally drained. I didn't have much left in me after the ass kicking I received— both physically and emotionally.

"What happens if I have to take a piss?" I asked mildly, as Brett added some duct tape to the menagerie of restraints. I suppose I was complimented that he thought I needed this much excess to hold me back. Like I was freakin' Hannibal Lector.

Brett shrugged, and gently touched the bruises and scrapes on his face. Alex was hovering over him, applying Neosporin. "You're a resourceful guy. You figure it out."

"What if I get hungry?" I asked.

Again, Brett's reply was indifferent. "The human body can go forty days without food. I think you'll be fine."

Alex looked at me slightly apologetic. But it was a formality expression— the same way she'd apologize for beating a team at volleyball. 'Sorry, good game though!' "It has to be like this Sean," She said. "You're completely out of control. If you're going to act this way, then I don't feel safe with you in the house."

Maybe I only made her point, but in the blink of an eye, I was furious. "Act this way? Act this way!?! You're the one acting like a complete nut! You literally proclaimed your love to another guy out of the blue!"

Brett snickered. "It wasn't exactly out of the blue, quick draw."

"What the fuck are you talking about?"

That was when they sat down and explained everything to me. You, the reader, wanted to know how I was able to narrate everything that they did, said, and thought, even when my back was turned? Well that's how.

They told me how they felt the second they laid eyes on each other. They told me about the little glances they cast. The little flirtations. They talked about the night they'd spent in front of the fire after I went to bed. They talked about fucking in the kitchen when I went outside to shovel, and the thrill they got from being displayed in front of the window. They told me about the night I'd gotten drunk and passed out. That they really had fucked in front of me. I didn't imagine any of it. They talked about the hot tub while I went inside. Everything.

If they expected me to cry, I guess they were mistaken. I just didn't have it in me anymore. I was too emotionally broken. Have you ever been so exhausted that you actually have trouble falling asleep? It was kind of like that. I was so far down the rabbit hole of sorrow and misery, I couldn't have mustered the tears if I tried. I was destroyed, devastated. They'd not only broken me, but they'd burned the rubble and scorched the earth.

"Well since we're sharing a few things," I forced my mouth into a wry little smile. "Brett, you really should password protect your phone."

Brett didn't really react on his face. But he wasn't smirking either. He was thinking. 

Alex couldn't resist smiling in amusement— her usual teasing smile. "You don't password protect your phone? Amateur." She laughed. 

"So?" Brett asked.

I told him how I'd gone through his phone while they were fucking behind my back in the hot tub. I wasn't really being smug. There was no point in gloating. It wouldn't undo what's already been done. But maybe I could knock those stars out of Alex's eyes whenever she looked at Brett. 

"I have to say, I'm sincerely impressed by all of the girls you're actively fucking." I commented. 

Alex pivoted her head curiously and glanced at Brett, then back at me. She didn't look shocked. Her expression one of animated contemplation.

"I mean, it takes a special kind of friend to be in a relationship with his best man's future bride." I continued.

Brett looked momentarily pale. 

"Is that true?" Alex prodded. She didn't look upset or offended. She looked... I don't really know how she looked. She was never the jealous type, at least not with me. She understood that everyone had pasts.

"Oh totally!" He declared. "Why do you think I made her a replica of my cock?"

Alex sputtered laughter. "Well I'm sure it's not your sparkling personality that she's infatuated with."

"You'd be surprised, I'm charming as hell." He grinned.

I admit, this wasn't really the response I expected... or wanted. They were joking and jabbing each other. Alex didn't seem to mind one bit that this asshole was involved with other women. 

"Well they'll have to be okay with me stealing you from them." She said. There it was. Ever the competitor— she enjoyed the challenge just as Brett did. 

"You'll have to try really hard," Brett said.

"Do I though?" She asked, and took Brett's hand and slid it up her strong thigh. 

I could see his cock jump slightly with excitement. I sagged. Well so much for that.

They detected the change to my posture. "Nice try buddy," Brett commented. "But did you really think tattling on me would change Alex's opinion of me?"

Alex glanced at me and shook her head. "You probably did. Sean," she sighed. "I'm going to do what I want to do. You can't change my mind. So you're just going to have to be okay with that."

"Speaking of things I want to do," Brett said and turned to my wife. He pulled her into him again and laid a long sensual kiss on her lips. She came to him willingly. As they made out in front of me, his hand went to her robe, opening it and sliding his fingers along her thigh, up to her hip, and around to her ass. I must say, the sight of their passion even made me a little hard.

"Take me to bed, my big strong man," she cooed in his arms, completely smitten by the way he'd dominated me and won the fight. I once heard something about women getting a chemical release in their brains when they see a man best another man. It's supposed to make them swoon, and feel like they're in love.

"One second baby," he said, stroking and caressing her in front of me. "I want to have a private word with Sean here." He said. But before he ushered her off to the bedroom, he took a moment to slip her panties down her long legs. They were wet, coated in his cum from their last romp that I had interrupted. 

He wadded them up, and a second later, grabbed me by the jaw and forced them into my mouth. I nearly gagged at the taste of this guy. Then he was duct taping my mouth shut. Alex watched. There was a sense of apology to her expression, but also one of arousal. She was turned on by this final act of degeneracy and humiliation that Brett was subjecting me to.

With the gag in place, I wouldn't be able to make a sound. 

Then Alex hurried off to the bedroom to get herself ready for their next round of lovemaking. 

Brett sat down in a chair across from me. His immense cock hung over the edge of the seat. He smiled at me. It was that same demeaning triumphant smirk that he'd been flashing at me all week to get under my skin. But I couldn't help noticing his split lip, his bruising, and a few other places where I'd bloodied him. I had done a number on him, and I was kind of proud. I never knew I had it in me.

"You really brought this on yourself," Brett said to me.

I couldn't talk, but I managed to roll my eyes.

"Seriously," Brett commented. "It's not the size of your dick versus mine. Although in that regard, who really can compete?" He laughed as he hefted his heavy sleeping python in his hand and started to stroke it. "And it's not even your looks. Honestly Sean, you're not a bad looking guy. The problem is you have no balls and no backbone. Everything that's gone on here this weekend... you tried to be so malleable, up for whatever, not wanting to upset anyone or rock the boat. Wanting everyone to like you, not wanting a conflict. But sometimes, those conflicts are inevitable." He still held his cock in one fist. He glanced to the bedroom door, then back to me. "The reason you're out here, and I'll be sleeping in there with the hottest woman I've ever seen is because of you. You've never made a real decision about anything your whole life."

I stared at him for a while. Even though I legitimately hated this man for what he did to me, my wife, our marriage... it was tough to argue with his point. He was right. My whole life I'd taken the path of least resistance in order to preserve the delicate ecosystem of my life. 

Brett shook his head at me in disbelief. "How the fuck did you get a girl like Alex in the first place?"

That one did it. I thought I was out of tears, but I wasn't. I started to cry. We had both met doing online dating— because all of the available men in her life at that point were not in her league, and she was tired of bar hookups and one night stands. Her tagline had been a funny one that begged anyone who messaged her to please be normal. We'd bonded over our shared sense of humor. But realistically, that's not what drew her to me. I had simply been the least annoying man on the internet. And if you've ever been on the internet, that's simply like being the prettiest person on 'The View'. 

I was crying, not because my marriage was over... but because I was wondering if it was ever really real. I had a lot of thinking to do... and from the looks of my predicament, there would be plenty of time to do it. 



I took a deep snuffling breath. 

"Hey, don't despair," Brett put on a big grin. His huge cock was still in his hand. He was pumping it slowly. He waited until I glanced down at it. It was hard and enormous. His fingers barely encircled the shaft. "Take a good long look at it." He told me. "Because in a minute, this is going to be balls deep in your wife."

He laughed as he stood, and collected his cell phone. He dropped it into my lap. "Since you like snooping through people's photos so much, I'll save you trouble. Your wife and I traded numbers. Hers is in the bedroom. Tonight we'll add some more pics to my collection. I'll send them to you as we take them." 

He grinned brightly and swaggered to the bedroom. He took his time, flexing and strutting along the way. He didn't have to make any effort to hurry or hide it now. The war was over. He'd won, and now he was going to enjoy the spoils.

He glanced over his shoulder as he reached the threshold to my honeymoon bedroom. The one that Alex and I had picked out from photos on the internet and cooed over how cozy and cute it was. "What do you think is worse?" He asked me. "Seeing us doing it? Or imagining us doing it? You'll probably get plenty of both." 

Then he kicked the door shut behind him.

For the next several days, I was treated to a living hell. But one thing at a time... 

To go back to my opening paragraph from the very first chapter— I should have seen it coming. Because here I sit, listening in anticipation to the sound of their fucking to commence...

And commence it did. The phone in my lap lit up and I was treated to the sight of Alex on the bed, laying on her belly like she was posing for a nude magazine. Her feet were in the air behind her, kicking back and forth. Her chin was propped up on her hands. Her eyes were half shut and lusty as they peered at the man taking the photo. She didn't have to fake her expression. She was swooning over the man holding the camera. That much was apparent.

The caption read: "Look at this hot piece of ass that you let me steal. Loser."

Then the photo faded as the screen dimmed. I pulled on my ropes and duct tape. I felt around with what little movements I had. Where was Indiana Jones' lighter when I needed it? Or MacGyver's pocket knife? Getting out of being bound isn't like the movies. At least not for me. There wasn't some miracle mistake that Brett made that would allow for my inevitable escape. There was no rough edge for me to rub my ropes against.

A minute later and the phone came to life again. It was a close-up of the tip of Brett's throbbing member. The head of his cock and a set of lips dangerously close. The tongue just barely touching his skin. It could have been any generic picture, but I recognized that tongue and those lips. 

"Were these the lips that said their vows to you at the altar?" He taunted. "Because they're saying their own vows to me right now..."

From the bedroom, I could hear the soft sounds of moans and giggles. I knew they were talking while they were fooling around. I felt sick. It's hard to describe how I felt really. Despair and defeat for sure— part of me wanted to die. The heartbreak was overwhelming. There was nothing I could do but sit in the dark by the fire, and reflect on everything over this past week, like an eternal punishment. But I also very much wanted to get away. Part of me had legitimately grown concerned that they might try to kill me. That they had both gone off the deep end, and after tying me up, might sooner or later realize that there was no undoing how terrible and cruel they'd become. I felt a fear for my life. Was I suffering from cabin fever? Or... were they? Were they really the ones who were so caught up in each other, and so far removed from all of the world's laws and morals, that they completely abandoned them and embraced their inner savage?

The next time the phone lit up, it was a video. A short clip of only a few seconds. Alex was holding Brett's girthy member in her hand. Her legs kicking slowly behind her, still laying on her stomach— her plump ass looking amazing with that tight little thong disappearing between her round white mounds. She stared into the camera as she stroked him. "He's soooo big." She said, explaining it like she'd merely chosen the obvious option. Then she plunged her lips around his cock, and the video cut off with Brett's pleasant moan.

God, was I actually sporting an erection? The bulge in my lap beside the phone was apparent. My heart was pounding. My body was shaking. Just what the hell was this? I shook those thoughts away. Don't start that shit, I told myself. This was past the point of sexual desire. This was downright torture in its cruelest form.

The phone buzzed again. Another short video. This time, Alex was on her back. Her dark hair in a halo behind her head. Her hand was between her legs, fingering herself feverishly. Brett's cock hovered above her face. She flicked his member with her tongue, and each time she did, his cock bobbed and swayed. "You know you fuckin' like this," she said to me through the screen. "Just admit it." Then the video cut off a second after both she and Brett started to giggle like they were sharing in a joke. 

My cock was harder than ever. Jesus Christ, what game were they playing? I was familiar with the concept of cuckoldry— where the husband embraces his wife taking other lovers and watches. Were they actually tying me up and force feeding me this fetish? Was this some weird brainwashing strategy to sell me on the idea too? 

The next video clip was a simple one. A close up of my wife's pink wet pussy, shot from between her thighs. Her fingers were dancing on her clit in fast little circles. Brett sent a text message a moment later. "Enjoying the show, pervert? I know you are."

My cock jumped happily in my pants, defying my heartbreak. 

I knew exactly what was happening. Brett had already taken control of my wife's mind, in a way. Now he was trying to take control of mine. Did Stockholm Syndrome apply here? Maybe. Maybe this was some sort of weird Clockwork Orange brainwashing attempt. Force me to see this, to live with this, to accept this and embrace it as my reality. I was right in my assessment. This wasn't just about him getting laid and stealing my wife. This was about him owning us both. Possessing us in every facet possible.

The next short clip was a video of Brett's big manly fingers probing in and out of my wife's pussy. He had taken over pleasuring her. His fingers slid in and out of her, coming away soaked and wet. Alex was moaning the whole time. I could hear her in both the video and the bedroom. 

I looked at the hardness in my pants and I understood something. I thought my fistfight with Brett had been my last stand. But this was the real moment. The true battle wasn't being fought between me and Brett. It was being fought within myself. My cock and my heart were in a tug of war. The battlefield was Alex, and the prize was ultimately however I would chose to see myself when all of this was over. I guess every conflict all boils down to man versus himself. My soul was at stake.

Another video. Alex was up on her knees now. She was utterly gobbling Brett's member in a complete simple minded goal, like she had no other thoughts in the world other than Brett's immediate pleasure. Her head moved and pivoted. Her hands worked vigorously— one pivoting and twisted as she stroked him toward her mouth, the other hand petting and coaxing his balls. Brett let out a long moan of pleasure that I could hear through the door. Alex's mouth popped off of his cock audibly and she tilted his member to the sky and took one long sexy lick that started at his balls and ran all the way up to his head. 

A moment later and a text message came through. "We're never going to stop. Hope you're okay with that!"

I looked at my tent in my pants. My cock was throbbing happily, like a dog wagging its tail without a conscious thought in the world. But I was ashamed of it. Not the size, but for willfully going along with this. This was my wife, and my cock didn't care! How would this end? When this was all over, how would I see myself in the long term? Would I assume the role of a beta in every aspect of my life? Would I roll over and acquiesce to the desires of every man who even remotely intimidated me? Would I cry stupidly accept this as my role in life, sobbing myself to sleep every night about how cruel and unfair the world is? Or would I use this anguish to rebuild myself? Would I look at this scar every day and say 'Never again'. Maybe there was a way my life would be better once this was over. It seemed so far away. Nearly impossible. Like a tiny flicker at the end of a very long tunnel. But that flicker was warm, no matter how cold and dark I felt. Maybe that flicker was a fire worth feeding...

The next video was my wife on all fours. She was shaking her ass at the camera and peering over her shoulder. She was biting the tip of her finger and looking crazy sexy. "How badly do you want to see me put it in her?" Brett's cock entered the shot and stopped just shy of touching that juicy wet pussy. 

"Please Sean," Alex pleaded with the camera, sounding out of breath and desperate with lust. "Please say it's okay for Brett to fuck me. Please. I need my man to fuck me. I need Brett more than I've ever needed anything."

The video cut out. Again, I knew what they were doing. It wasn't up to me at this point. They were going to fuck regardless. They were playing a cruel mind game. They had broken me down and were trying to remold my shattered confidence into what they wanted it to be, marketing this adultery as though it was up to me— that I had a choice in my love life. It was an illusion.

A second later and I heard the sound of Alex's cries of pleasure. They hadn't waited long. I knew what that sound meant. Brett was inside of her now. And as if to confirm it, the phone lit up again. The video was shaky and unsteady. Brett was holding my wife with one hand by the hips. She was face down on the pillows, her head turned to one side. Her eyes shut and her mouth open. She was moaning as Brett's cock disappeared from view beneath her plump ass cheeks, like a magic trick— making the giant pipe appear and disappear over and over. 

Finally the camera spun and faced Brett. He put on his biggest douche-bag face, like Fred Durst making his 'Oh face'. "We're going to be busy for a while, loser. Don't wait up!" He cried out. He tossed the phone down, and it landed beside my wife. The last thing I saw before the image cut out was her open mouth gasping and moaning, and her perky tits swaying excitedly as their bodies moved.

Then the screen went black. The cabin filled with the sounds of wild fucking. Alex's moans turned to screams of pleasure. Brett hooted and hollered, sounding like a drunk monkey. He really wanted to drive his point home. 

Though the phone didn't light up again, there was no reprieve. I tried to shut my eyes and think about something else. Anything else really. But the reality was just that— I was tied to a post with my wife's panties taped into my mouth, listening to the eager sounds of my wife giving herself over to another man, on my own honeymoon!

There was no place for me to go! And no matter how hard I tried, my thoughts did a heartbreaking dance between reflecting on the happy times of my marriage, and the awful things that she was doing now.

"You're a slut, aren't you?" Brett cried out from the bedroom.

"Yes!" Alex cried out, as agreeable to these statements as ever. "I'm a big one! I'm a huge slut!" She shouted it with such conviction, that I was positive something had broken in her as well. She actually believed it. Brett truly had what he wanted.

"You always were," Brett moaned out happily. "You just needed a real man to show you that!" 

"Don't stop, Brett," Alex cried out. 

Their fucking was at fever pitch. The bed slamming off the walls once again. This wasn't the slow passion of before. Now they knew they had each other. Now they were taking each other to new limits— seeing how rough they could play with their new toys. And from their bodies, they could play rough for a long long time.

They were both crying out like wild animals. This time several photos fell off of the walls and crashed to the floor. 

"Flip me over!" Alex moaned out through their passion. "I want to look up at my man as he takes me!"

There was a thump as Alex eagerly flipped onto her back. Then their powerful lovemaking resumed. In my mind, I could see those long legs wrapped around his waist. The bed was making wild knocking sounds. She must have been bucking her ass off of the mattress to meet each of his thrusts. 

"Ohhhh! Ohhhhh!" Alex's voice roared through the lonely cabin walls, and pierced my heart like daggers. 

I no longer felt hurt by her betrayal. I was coming to terms with that. What hurt me now was her deliberate cruelness. She wasn't being uninhibited. They were having sex, not inventing it. All of this theater was simply to hurt me. To drive it home. 

Their cries into the night reached a crescendo as they both achieved climax at nearly the same time. "Where do you want me to cum?" Brett cried out.

"Inside of me!" Alex echoed back. "Oh god, inside of your little slut! I want to feel it!"

Their voices sang out a twisted duet of pleasure as Brett pumped his seed into my wife's body. Her pussy taking it all, accepting him inside of her, embracing the ruination of our nuptials. 

Then merciful silence descended on the cabin. 

After a few minutes, the bedroom door opened, and Brett emerged. He was sweaty and exhausted. His body naked, and his attitude was unabashed about it. "Hey loser." He declared as he made his way to the kitchen.

He took a moment to pause and wipe his brow with the back of his arm. "Whew, that girl is an animal in bed. Not that you'd know," He remarked as he retrieved some water. 

In the open bedroom, I caught a glimpse of my wife on her back. Her head was turned to one side. Her eyes shut, and her mouth open, cutely showing her front teeth. Her bare chest rose and fell as she caught her breath in her post-sex bliss. She looked like a princess on her wedding night, having experienced the real pleasure that her body was capable of for the first time.

Brett returned to the door and offered me a wink. Alex sat up and greeted her new man as he stepped into the room with large smitten eyes. Then the door was shut.

At some point, I let the fire lull me to sleep, despite the uncomfortable position I was seated in.

***

Sleep didn't come easy, as you might expect. You try sleeping upright with your body bound, and fighting not to swallow the thong in your mouth and you'll understand. 

I woke up to the feeling of someone pawing at my pants. I blinked, a part of me sincerely hoping that this whole week had been one awful nightmare that I was about to awaken from. No such luck. I knew it was all real instantly. 

Alex was standing in front of me wearing her robe. The sun was streaming through the sky lights and windows. Maybe that was the light at the end of the tunnel— the sun was out. Did that mean the snow had melted, or was melting? I prayed to god that was true, but even if so... they would need to untie me for me to leave this shit hole.

I looked at her, wondering what she was doing. She was rubbing her hand around the crotch of my pants, like she was searching for something. I momentarily wondered if she was trying to play with my cock, as some weird sex game to include me.

Finally she frowned as she stood up. "He didn't cum in his pants," she declared finally.

"What's the matter, quick draw?" Brett was standing nearby. Again, he was naked. No surprise there. He was sipping a cup of steaming coffee. "Wasn't my picture show hot enough for you?"

Alex stepped back and folded her arms. She wore a 'What do I do?' expression that I didn't fully understand. She glanced at Brett sadly as though she let him down. 

Brett looked at me thoughtfully. "Hmm... I just don't think Sean appreciates how well the camera captures you." He told Alex. "I think Sean needs to see us in action face to face..."

He strode behind my wife. "He needs to accept our relationship. And he needs to accept his role as the little beta bitch that he is." Brett stood behind Alex, wrapped his arms around her, and opened her robe. 

He revealed the final betrayal. Alex and I hadn't fucked on our wedding night. The reason was a simple one— we were both too exhausted and drunk. We'd danced and sweated and partied. Anyone who's been married can testify that your wedding is one of the least sexy nights of your life by the end. 

To make up for that, Alex had purchased something special for our honeymoon— bridal lingerie. This was the first time I was seeing her in her outfit. I couldn't help but feel like it was a symbolic gesture— the new life that she was marrying into. 

A matching pair of lace white panties and bra. The bra was cupless, keeping her already perky tits hiked up even further. Her pink nipples pointed straight at me. Her thong was skimpy, showing the smooth bare skin above her pussy. She'd recently shaved and carefully groomed for this "special" occasion. She was in white thigh high stockings, complete with straps. A frilly garter rounded out the look, clinging to one thigh. The garter toss that we'd forgone. 

I'd be lying if I said it didn't make me instantly hard. But for some reason, Brett was determined to put on a show so hot that it made me cum in my pants. I was determined not to give him that satisfaction.

"You like it?" She said, even as Brett began to caress her from behind. He kissed her neck, the two of them staring at me with evil intentions and contempt. "I picked it out for you... but I'm glad we found someone who really appreciates it."

She bit her lip, staring at me. I could see the conflict in her eyes. She wasn't used to being this way— taunting me for sexual pleasure. But then she reached her hands behind her back and felt for Brett's unrestrained manhood. It wasn't hard to find it. The moment her hands touched him, her eyes widened and she let out a sigh of pleasure. I knew what I was seeing. She was opening a new door— she was discovering that she enjoyed the cruelty. It empowered her. It turned her on in ways that she had never discovered before.

She slowly started to jerk Brett's cock behind her back, all while the two stared at me. She thrust her chest out teasingly until Brett moved his hands from her hips slowly upward. He found her breasts, and cupped them easily in each large hand. His fingers found her nipples and he gave them a twist.

She shut her eyes and moaned, all the while Brett sneered at me with that evil smile. 

Their intention behind this display was painfully obvious— the woman that I loved, and this stranger had become metaphorical vampires that were feeding off of my humiliation...

But despite my predicament, that realization came down on me like a warm blanket. I had no more anguish left in me. Because staring into their faces, I realized that I wasn't the problem. And I had never been. Maybe at one point, Alex wasn't either. But that Alex was gone, and she was never coming back. These two were the monsters in this nightmare. Have you ever been dumped, and you dwelled on what you did wrong? If I asked myself in this moment, 'What have I done wrong? What did I do to deserve this?' I realized the simple answer is 'Nothing'. Nobody deserved this.

Nobody deserved to have their wife in her sexiest lingerie, presenting herself in front of you to another man— let alone a complete douche bag with an open mouthed Ashton Kutcher grin of pure stupidity. His big hands tugged at her nipples, until she let out a whimper. Her hands continued to stroke him. Her hips began to move as she grinded her ass against his shaft.



Alex gasped and moaned, the two of them swaying in front of me, doing a weird pre-sex dance to crush my soul. Brett continued to suck on my wife's neck. One hand wandered away from her breasts, and down her stomach. His hands slipped into the front of her panties. She exhaled as his fingers found what they were looking for and started to play. Her mouth dropped open and excited little moans echoed out.

His other hand slid up to her neck, where he held it there like he owned her. She turned her head and the two began to kiss. All the while, their half closed eyes regarded me coldly, just to make sure I was watching. 

Despite the semi-erection in my pants, I knew that this wasn't exciting for me. For whatever reason they wanted me to get off on this. To enjoy this new dynamic they'd established. But it wasn't happening. I felt like a POW trying to keep secrets under enemy torture.

Their tongues lolled as they continued to watch me. They were fishing for any emotional reaction. Maybe they wanted to see me cry. I don't know. But after the week I've had, I just felt defiant. I showed nothing on my face. 

That was when Alex put her foot into my lap. Hiking her leg up, she rested it right on my cock, urging it to grow. She started to move her foot as she stood in front of me. Between her legs, I could see Brett's big heavy balls, and his shaft moving as she stroked him. My wife fed his cock between her legs so I could watch the sensual way that she stroked him.

"Look at how big he is," Alex said to me. "Can you blame me?" 

Brett thrust his cock between her thighs and his length pointed straight at me. He grinded his long inches against her snatch, even going so far as to tuck his cock up into her panties, so she could feel his warm girth rubbing along her eager pussy lips. 

"Mmmm... so big... and so hot." She moaned, leaning back against his groping. His mouth roamed the side of her face. Her ear and neck. He looked at me as he took a long lick of her neck. 

"You have to admit... he's so much hotter than you," she groaned, not holding back any longer. "I want to fuck him all the time."

My heart was pounding. I tried not to look. I kept my eyes fixed distantly, like I was trying to look through them, miles and miles away. I tried not to listen to her words. And what I did hear, I chose not to really comprehend.

They stood like that, just grinding and rubbing and groping for a painfully long time. Brett's cock invading my wife's bridal underwear. 

Eventually it was Brett who dropped to his knees. He knelt behind her ass and pulled down her garter, like her new husband sliding it off at a wedding. As he did, he tilted his face upward and buried his mouth against her pussy, tugging her thong to the side. Alex gasped and began to moan as his tongue flicked hungrily against her pussy, giving her slit a long passionate kiss. 

"Here you go baby. Hope you're the next one of us to find true love," she laughed as she slid the garter down around my head and around my neck like a frilly collar. I could only glare at them. The gag in my mouth stifling my protests.

Brett lapped hungrily at her pussy, and she sat back into his face, grinding her hips. She always liked getting oral, and as his tongue found her clit, it wasn't long before she was nearly moaning in my face. His tongue danced in fast circles around her clit and her eyes popped, writhing with pleasure as she climaxed on his face.

"Yes... yes!" She panted. 

Brett stood, and took her by the hips. 

"Yes!" She cooed again, as he forced her to bend over. Alex's hands went to my thighs to brace herself. She stared me right in the face as he mounted her from behind. Her nose inches from mine. Brett grinned wickedly. He was going to fuck her right in my face, and force me to see the pleasure that he was bringing to her.

"Fuck me... do it!" Alex plead as she studied me.

Then her eyes rolled back and her mouth dropped open like a complete nympho. That expression told me everything— he was entering her. 

"Oh my god!" She was completely lost in the moment. 

"Look at her, Sean," Brett moaned, as he thrust his hips and stuffed his cock into her body in fast stabbing motions.

Each thrust made her brace harder on me. Despite her best efforts, she couldn't make eye contact with me. Her face was contorted in a mask of pleasure. Her eyes were rolled back in her head. She looked like she'd lost her mind— given herself, her body, and her control completely over to this other man. She was basically his toy now, and she was fine with it.

"Look at that face," Brett moaned. His balls slapped against her body with each thrust. "Did you ever think your wife could look so hot?"

I looked away. Alex's head dropped. Her body almost limp and unsteady.

Brett grabbed her by the hair and pulled her face back so we had to look each other in the face. 

"Look at that slut." He barked at me. "That was all me. You could never make her look like that. They don't call it 'fucking her brains out' for no reason." 

She looked me in the eyes while he took her in front of me. There was no sense of reality to her any more. She had fallen down a well of sexual fantasy and was deep deep at the bottom. 

"Don't you think we look good together, Sean?" Brett moaned, and pulled her into his thrusts. 

She moaned. Her perky tits jumped and bounced. Her ass shook from the pounding that she was taking. 

"Did you ever think you'd see your wife so submissive?" Brett asked. "All it takes is the right man to make any woman into a sex hungry slut." And to prove that point, he tugged her hair harder, slapped her ass, and told her "Lick his face."

Alex didn't even hesitate. If she had uttered the words 'Yes master', I wouldn't have been the least bit surprised. 

She leaned her face forward, and dragged her tongue in a long sensual lick from my jaw line up to the corner of my eye.

"We can do anything we want baby," Brett said in between long strokes into her body. "We don't have to hide it anymore. And your husband can't stop us. This is real sexual liberation."

This guy was totally insane.

"I want to do everything," Alex said, sounding like she was desperate and completely dependent for his approval. 

And then an idea crossed her face

Despite the pounding she was taking, nothing ever held Alex back when she was motivated. 

Though their pleasure was paramount, she surprised us both when she halted it. She pulled away from Brett, and strode over to his bag of "toys". She fished around and came away with several "selections"— the molded dildo replicas of Brett and his buddies from the bachelor party. 

Alex had an evil little smile on her face.

Brett looked a bit shocked and I thought I detected a hint of something else on his face. Jealousy?

"I always wanted to be gang banged." She teased. 

I saw a flicker of fire behind Brett's eyes for a second. Who would have guessed that Brett wanted his girls to be monogamous to him? How does it feel, you egotistical asshole? No wonder he was obsessed with making her declare herself to him over and over again. He had insecurity issues! I couldn't help but laugh softly behind my gag.

But then the annoyance faded and Brett went along with it. "I guess I created a monster," he admitted.

"You did," she bit her lip, trailing several of the toys over her body. "You really did. Hope you don't mind sharing your bride with the whole party." She giggled. 

Alex selected one of the toys. While the cock wasn't nearly as large as Brett's it was a fairly impressive replica... and thick. She smirked as she shoved it between my thighs. My legs were duct taped together, and the toy stood rigid and erect, held in place by my thighs. 

The gesture wasn't lost on me... or Brett. He grinned. "Couldn't even use Sean's real cock?" 

She shrugged. "How would that be fun?" And she backed her plump ass toward me. She spread her cheeks, and did something we'd never done before. I know Alex had dabbled with anal with some of her previous boyfriends, but it wasn't something that had much appealed to me. 

But she wiggled her ass above my lap, guided the big floppy sex toy right to her special place, and started to sit down. She was tentative. Each inch, I could hear her suck in a new breath. By the time she eased herself fully down to it, she let out one prolonged, barely audible squeak.

"You like that?" She glanced over her shoulder at me. "I'll bet you do, you fuckin' pervert." She had adopted some of Brett's insults now.

Then she started to scoot her butt up and down on the toy a few times before easing back, using my chest as her back rest. She spread her legs for Brett, offering up her pussy. Was it even hers anymore? I was pretty sure it belonged to him now.

Brett smiled as he positioned himself between her outstretched legs. Her ass rocked back against the bulge in my pants as he pushed himself into her body. 

"Ohhhh my fuckin' goddddddd!!" She cried out. The sensation of double penetration was too much for her. She was climaxing before Brett was fully inside of her. The feeling of two cocks inside of her body at once was even more intense and exciting than one huge cock. 

"You fuckin' slut!" Brett declared, still feeding his length into her.

"I am... I really ammmm!!" She screamed, her back arching. Her body moving, unable to get settled— greedy for more.

Alex was sandwiched between our bodies. The cruel irony was that even being double penetrated, it wasn't me that was one of the participants inside of her. She threw her legs around Brett's waist and bucked her body against him. 

Her butt cheeks rubbed up and down eagerly against my bulge and the rubber toy disappeared in and out of her ass. Brett held her legs, tilting his head back. He started to moan, enjoying her body. She was so wet, his cock was literally soaked. 

"Feed me," Alex panted at him. The sweat pouring down her body. "Feed me another one of your friends. I love two cocks. I need another!"

Brett's euphoric expression vanished for a moment. Again, that look of annoyance returned. I couldn't help but be amused by the chink in his armor. Pretty boy had insecurity issues of his own. He didn't like the thought that his 'girl' wasn't satisfied with just him. Some men don't like gang bangs. Some men don't like to share their woman. I could see how that might stick in someone's craw...

Maybe he'd been fine with it when he was stealing her from me. But now that he had her, his expression told a different story. However, Brett played along. He chose his own replica from the table and held it to her mouth. She slapped it playfully out of his hand. "I have the real thing," she said, pulling herself into his next thrust. "Give me someone else."

Brett frowned, but complied, grabbing a different toy.

"Is this your bestie?" She giggled as he held the toy to her lips.

She parted her lips eagerly and flicked her tongue over the big rubber head.

"Yeah, my buddy who's getting married," Brett admitted. A bit of his mojo was gone from his voice.

"Mmmm... he tastes delicious." Alex cooed. She was watching Brett as she licked and sucked. Despite her being smitten with her new lover, Alex was always a button pusher, and a playful insufferable one at that. She must have detected this one Brett, because I wasn't the only one she was teasing. 

"Shut up and just take the cock," Brett said, asserting his dominance. Steering the conversation back to the debauchery at hand. 

It served him right. He'd opened her up to enjoying humiliating her lovers— conditioning her to this exciting new fantasy. That spelled bad news for him if he was hoping to stick around.

Alex took a long pull on the toy, deep-throating it. My own cock jumped in my pants. As much as I wanted to give them no material to further their harassment, seeing her in the act of teasing the toy was making me hard. And there was no denying the steady rhythm of her plump ass sliding back and forth on my lap. The toy buried in her ass, appearing and disappearing over and over again. Her body having become a toy that existed only to please cocks.

"What's his name?" Alex asked after she came up from air, wagging the toy in the air, and flicking her tongue quickly over the tip. 

Brett was pushing his cock into her harder and harder... her teasing goading him into being more aggressive. She was loving the aggression. Loving that he was making her feel it, and enjoying the sensation of pushing him. 

"Tony," he grunted finally. 

"Ohhhhh Tony," Alex moaned out and giggled. 

Brett took her by the hips and pounded her for all she was worth. Her head bobbed, her body limp with pleasure. He was fucking her so hard that she couldn't even form the words any longer. 

"Yes! Yes! Take it, slut."

Alex dropped the sex toy. She had to grip my legs just to hold on. I was suddenly thankful that my chair was tied to the post, otherwise I'm positive we all would have toppled to the floor.

But I wasn't thankful for something else. Alex's ass squished against my cock was moving so fiercely that despite my best efforts to not cum in my pants, there was no way it wasn't going to happen. She was basically jerking me off with her ass.

Alex couldn't even find the words as she started to cum. "Ohhh!! Mmmm! Fffffuuuu—!" Her voice echoed throughout the cabin. I could feel her juices running down her thighs and soaking my pants. 

And in the middle of it all was Brett. His face was contorted into a mask of concentration. He couldn't cum! He was trying harder than ever before, but I knew that face. He wasn't in the right headspace. She was pushing him in ways that bothered him. Loser.

Unfortunately, his misery brought me just enough joy that I was about to lose my battle. I grunted through the thong in my mouth. A moment later, I felt myself release. Alex's ass was practically humping my tent. My pants grew wet with hot sticky cum. 

And still Brett didn't relent. Neither of them stopping. If Alex could feel my wet lap beneath her juicy ass, she didn't react. She was too busy getting fucked stupid.

Brett's effort seemed to go on forever. Alex didn't mind. She collapsed back against my shoulder, using me like a pillow as Brett plowed her. My hardon had subsided by the time Brett was ready to finish. 

"Here it comes... get ready!" He declared.

Alex jumped off of my lap like a porn star before the climax, ready to catch all of his cum with her face. She took hold of his member and pumped it straight at herself.

When the first blast of cum landed on her face, she threw her head back and moaned in joy. The next splash was impressive, coating her neck and chest. A few huge wet globs rained onto me. She watched them plop onto my lap, and giggled as they did.

Then she turned the fire hose to me. "Don't worry, Sean. I'll share." She squealed with delight, stroking Brett feverishly, urging more and more cum. The next few blasts landed on my pants, my shirt, plastering my clothes to my skin. 

I groaned in disgust, already hating myself for having cum... but hating them far more. 

Brett was moaning the whole time as Alex milked every last drop out of his body. Then she ran her tongue wetly around the head of Brett's member, collecting the final droplets of semen to savor. 

Brett sagged in relief, having gotten his orgasm. The effort had taken its toll. He swiped his forehead with the back of his arm, and stepped up to me, using the clean parts of my shirt to wipe his member off. Alex sat on the floor scooping cum off of her chest with her fingers and feeding herself, staring me in the eye while she sucked the taste off of herself like cookie batter.

By now I was burning with hatred for the both of them. They had fucked each other right on top of me! They had used me to enhance their own twisted sexual desires. This told me something alarming— they no longer saw me as a living breathing person. They saw me as an object— just a lap to sit on while they fucked. 

I was suddenly very afraid. 

Little did I know that my salvation would be coming soon... from a very unlikely place... 

*** To be continued... ***
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*** Disclaimer ***

The following story is a work of fiction. It contains themes of cheating, cuckoldry, voyeurism, and NTR. 

I received a lot of suggestions for how this story should end from requests for violent revenge, to divorce, to even kinkier debauchery, to Sean embracing and enjoying his new role, to Alex and Sean reconciling, etc. For obvious reasons, I can't do every single one. So here's where I had to make a choice. I know this ending won't please every single reader, but I firmly believe it is the right one. All stories need an arc, as do characters. Without growth and change, it's not really a story— it's just every day life. 

So with that said, even if you don't like the destination, I hope you found the journey fun and exciting and hot as hell!

***

Chapter 8... (Finale)

***

The rest of my "vacation" continued like this. I was basically a captive, forced to watch *their* honeymoon. And by their, I mean Alex and Brett. Somehow they'd connected right underneath my nose. Not only had Brett led my wife astray, but he'd led her down a path were she got a sexual thrill over my humiliation.

How lucky for me. (That's sarcasm, in case you can't pick up on it).

I'd endured their teasing for long enough, and stood up for myself. They goaded me into acting out, and the moment that I lashed out and attacked my tormentor, they tied me to a chair and painted me as the bad guy in all of this. I couldn't help but feel like that was their intention from the very start, but I knew that couldn't be true. They simply seized on my actions to further justify their own selfish acts. It was all an excuse to get me out of the way.

Still... every time I saw them, I couldn't help but feel a swelling of pride at the scabs and bruises I'd left on Brett's smug cocky face. He didn't expect it, and I'd shown him that he wasn't untouchable.

But that didn't help me now. Because I'm still tied to a fuckin' chair, and that chair is tied to a support column in our "cozy" cabin. I've been in this position for over two days, forced to watch them venture further and further down the rabbit hole.

They fucked, they drank, they cuddled. Sometimes it was right in front of me. Other times, they'd be more merciful and only fuck within earshot. They fucked in the hot tub, in the living room, sometimes in the kitchen as they prepared dinner. Sometimes I wondered if anything was put into my food, and I sincerely hoped not. But I had no choice. They fed me.. like a fuckin' invalid. 

By this point, I could deal with their fucking. But it was spoon feeding me soup... that was the worst. For obvious reasons, there were other "issues" that inevitably arise when you're tied up for a length of time, that no amount of therapy can erase from my memory. But for the sake of my dignity, I'll spare you those details.

Long story short, this was no longer a vacation. This was an endurance test of my sanity. 

Tonight, they were more merciful. They'd fucked in the shower. It had been a long one. I could hear the water running, and grew envious— not of their passion, but of their shower. I hadn't had one in a few days, and was starting to notice. 

I could hear their moans of pleasure through the open bedroom door. When they giggled, and went running by naked after they hopped out and were greeted to the chilly air, I didn't even care to watch. I could hear Alex laughing as Brett tried to smack her ass with the rolled up towel. 

Then they dressed, and cuddled on the couch together in front of the fire, underneath the warm blankets. It looked comfortable.

The scene was almost serine... relaxing. Even I felt my head begin to lull. I really hoped that this wasn't some kind of weird Stockholm Syndrome that I was experiencing. But then I looked at Brett and my wife, and I legitimately hated them both for what they'd done to me. What they were trying to do to me. 

Nope. Definitely not Stockholm Syndrome. 

But still... I could enjoy the firelight for a moment... and maybe nod off. Nothing wrong with that, right? Maybe I'd even have a few good dreams where I was far away from all of this, in another life and happy.

I had just reached that precipice between sleep and awake, where you feel like you're floating— you're aware, you can hear and think, but you're in a state of complete relaxation. That was when a new sound roused me. It was something I hadn't heard in a long time, and at first, I thought it was just an illusion— a waking dream. 

I looked over at Brett and Alex on the couch. They were asleep— sex drunk— half naked, and cuddled beneath the blankets. They hadn't noticed anything.

I listened closer, and was about to dismiss it as a dream, but then I heard it again and my heart jumped into my chest. It was the sound of a car engine! Not just a car engine, but more than one. And it was coming closer. The roads must have been clear enough to drive on.

Please, god, let it be the police, I prayed. Let them arrest these two monsters for what they'd done to me, and free me from this prison. I kept my eyes glued to Alex and Brett, not wanting to believe that help was actually coming. Not wanting to build myself up for more heartbreak. I had seen the movie Misery. I wasn't convinced that these two sociopaths wouldn't shove me into some closet and pretend everything was just fine.

Please, please, please come! 

I heard the car doors shut outside. My pulse quickened. Alex started to stir, lifting her head sleepily and yawning. Then she put her head back down on Brett's chest and dosed.

Help me! Get me out of this!

I heard the front door open. Had we not bothered to lock it? Not that we'd needed to.

Feet walking on the boards behind me. I couldn't turn to look, but I could hear them. They were moving softly, not wanting to wake us up. I suddenly worried that these weren't police or rescuers. They would announce their arrival.

Then I heard the soft sound of a man's voice behind me as he took in the scene— me tied to a post, looking utterly destroyed and smelling like slow death. "Jesus Christ," he gasped.

I looked into the faces of five men. They were in winter parkas and wool hats, but I recognized them all at once— Brett's buddies. The men from the bachelor party. The one in the middle was carrying a crowbar and wearing a mask of barely restrained fury. The groom-to-be. A silent exchange passed between us. He had gotten the text messages after all. Somehow, by the grace of god, the weather must have given me a break. Every photograph on Brett's phone, every text exchange, all of it had reached it's destination. 

The night before I had begun to pound on the bedroom door in my final confrontation with Brett, I had taken every single photo, 'sext' message, and vile exchange, and I'd sent it all out in a mass message. I never once assumed they would actually go through as long as we were here. It had merely been a dead man's switch— intending to burn Brett the minute he left this place. 

Well they must have gone out just in time. 

And from the look on the faces of the groomsmen, Tony— Brett's best friend— wasn't the only one being wronged by the best man. (As I would later come to find out, most of Brett's friends had their wives and girlfriends seduced by this unapologetic man-whore.)

They'd all gotten a nasty surprise the moment the text messages had gone out. And now, those chickens had come home to roost.

They looked from me, to Alex and Brett, still asleep on the couch. They saw the defeat in my eyes. The shame and the pain. Though I didn't know any of these men, it was a feeling that we all shared together. 

"Are you okay, man?" Tony's face softened for a moment. He knelt, and they untied me, helping me to stand on unsteady legs. I hadn't used them in two days. 

"No," my voice was gravel. I hadn't spoken for a long time. I broke down. Sympathy was something I barely recalled. I felt like I'd spent eternity enduring the icy stares of people who viewed me as less than human. "He took my wife."

I detected a hint of deep dark sorrow in Tony's eyes. Then his expression hardened again. "Mine too." He stiffened, he and his group all looking over at the sleeping couple at once. 

"You just rest buddy. We'll take care of them..."

I started to weep.

***

I sat in a corner of the living room. I was sipping hot soup, and smirking at the uncomprehending expression on Brett's face. He was trying to plead his case, play the innocent card. But he was failing pretty miserably, considering he didn't know the circumstances.

"I wasn't the problem here," He insisted.

"You always kidnap people on their honeymoons and fuck their wives?" Tony brandished the crowbar while his friends had collected around the couch. 

Alex had moved cautiously away, where she sat alone in an armchair, with an expression like she'd just gotten caught with her hand in the cookie jar. I wondered, right then, just how exactly she thought this whole trip might end before rescue arrived. Maybe she was too caught up in their "relationship" to give it much thought. Regardless, she knew she was in trouble now. She had the same posture of a delinquent student facing down an angry principal.

"He swung at me. He attacked us, and threatened to burn the cabin down," Brett lifted his hands innocently. Tony knocked them away with the crowbar. Brett withdrew his hands, his knuckles split. "What was I supposed to do?"

"You fucked his wife. You're god damn lucky he didn't kill you." Tony continued, and though my initial impressions of him had been a preppy frat boy like Brett, I detected a hint of something else in his voice. It was subtle, and I didn't know my accents. Brooklyn? Maybe Boston? "I wouldn't be so forgiving..." Tony's voice dropped to a tone that was ominous.

"Dude, she wanted me to," Brett glanced to Alex. "We started hooking up, and it turned out we were really into each other. It's not my fault she married a guy that she wasn't that into, then changed her mind when she met me."

Tony looked thoughtful for a second. But it was all a façade. His expression was one of a cat toying with a mouse. His muscles bulged as he rested his hands on his knees, and I got a sense that Tony was built. Brett might have the height, but he looked gangly in comparison to Tony, who was thick, with a bull neck and large biceps. 

"Maybe..." he said softly "Just maybe you ought to keep your dick to yourself." Tony snarled the last few words.

Brett looked up at his friend as though he didn't understand. His face was a mask of practiced innocence. Nobody was buying it. Tony, least of all. If anything, Brett's efforts to lie only sent Tony into a rage. 

A second later Tony reached into his pocket, withdrew his cell phone and whipped it at Brett's face so hard, that it made a wet smacking sound as it bounced off his already bruised cheek. "You really should lock your phone!" He bellowed. Brett flinched as the phone plopped into his lap.

The photo that stared Brett in the face was from his collection. This one wasn't my wife. It was Tony's future bride.

I could see the gears turning in 'Pretty Boy's' expression. He was connecting the dots. Then he looked to me. His face was glaring. His eyes burning with fury as he suddenly realized that I'd forwarded Brett's collection to his buddies. And they weren't too pleased to see what Brett was doing behind their backs. 'Oh you tattled on me, you little bastard.' His eyes burned through me.

I thought of all the times that Brett smirked at me this past week. That same stupid Ashton Kutcher face he always seemed to make each time he drove another nail into the ruination of my marriage. The smugness on his lips each time he thrust his cock into my wife. I did my best to mirror his face just now. And he got the message. I ruined him.

Brett glanced down at the photo again, then back up to Tony. Tony had him dead to rights. 

Brett looked from face to face and realizing that nobody in his group was on his side. Five very angry men regarding him with furious expressions. 

"Look, guys, that's not what it looks—" 

"Shut up!" Tony roared, and everyone in the room jumped. Myself included. "I'm not interested in your bullshit. That was my wife, motherfucker. My wife!" Tony's face had flushed red with rage. The veins in his neck bulged. 

For a minute, I thought Tony would start hitting his former best friend, and never be able to stop. But then a flicker of an idea crossed his face, and he managed to restrain himself... for the time being. "Tie him up," he said to his friends.

I couldn't help but smile with amusement that now my tormentor was meeting the same fate as I had been subjected to. I considered making Brett a gag out of something nasty... but I figured the less that I implicated myself in what was about to happen, the better.

Brett was bound on the couch. They used duct tape to secure his arms and legs. Brett was bare-chested. Taking all of that off would hurt like hell. He was just lucky that for once he'd remembered to wear pants. They gagged him with some duct tape over his mouth.

Once the group had Brett tied up and subdued, it was Tony who turned to me. "Hey, my man. What do you think we should do with these assholes?"

"Me?" I glanced up. 

"Yeah, you. After the week you've had... you can have first crack at it." 

I looked to Alex. She hadn't said a word, which was wild. I'd never heard my wife rendered completely speechless before. She didn't bother to meet my eyes. She knew she had gone too far and there was no coming back from that. Whatever fate was coming, she was resigned and afraid. Then I looked at Brett. The duct tape over his mouth silenced his protests, but I saw a glimmer of something in those eyes as they stared back at me. Fear. For the first time, he was afraid of me. I was never an intimidating guy. Nobody ever looked at me with fear in their eyes before. And it felt GOOD.

My stare continued to alternate between him and Alex. I thought about all their cooing and coddling. All of their lovey-dovey bullshit over the last few days. Maybe Brett really was smitten with her, and maybe she was just another conquest. Regardless, I wanted to humiliate him, the same way that he humiliated me. The love between us had already been severed. Our relationship was over. I felt about as much for my wife at this point as I felt for Brett. But she hadn't been the problem until we arrived. He had. Alex would be the tool I'd use.

I recalled the one chink in Brett's armor. That time they'd fucked in front of me, how she'd tried to incorporate the sex toys. The way she'd somewhat enjoyed taunting Brett. The way she got off on calling herself a slut. The way she'd taken multiple toys from multiple angles. I knew from casual observation what Alex might enjoy... what might get her going... and what would really piss off Brett.

"Alex has a thing for multiple guys at once," I just blurted out. 

It was as if time stood still for a second. Everyone in the room looked at me at the same time. Tony and his buddies thought I lost my mind. Alex was bewildered, a deer in headlights. And Brett... well... there was just a delicious touch of loathing to his eyes.

I rose to my feet. I was still unsteady. Poor circulation from being bound must have fucked with me a bit. I stepped forward and took the crowbar from Tony. I turned to my wife. 

She stared at me as though she didn't recognize me. Rightfully so, I guess. I didn't recognize myself any longer. I rested the bottom of the cold metal beneath her chin and tilted her until she was looking up at me. "Stand up." My voice was soft but firm and strong. I meant it.

Without a word of protest, Alex rose to her feet. I took a moment to let my eyes wander over her— something I'd forced myself not to do during the long hours of watching them fuck. 

Despite my burning anger with her, I'm sorry to say that Alex still looked good. She was wearing one of Brett's long button downs again, like she had on the very first night she'd given herself up to him. Her strong legs were smooth and bare. She was wearing her bright cheerfully colored socks again that clashed with her tremendous lack of innocence. I still remember how she'd cooed when she picked them out. "Baby, don't you think these are so cute!" She'd declared. The voice from another world. 

I could tell by the way her nipples pressed through the shirt, she wasn't wearing a bra. Though we couldn't see from the shirt, I knew Alex was wearing one of her black lace thongs. 

"Look me in the eyes," I told her when she averted them.

Her big brown eyes flicked back to me. "After what you did to me... you need to be punished." I said. My voice was raspy like steel. For a brief second, she looked at me as if to ask 'Who are you?'

"You've been a bad girl," I said, and let the hard steel of the bar wander down her neck to the top button of her shirt. "Say it." 

For a second, Alex said nothing. I could see a slight tremble to her expression.

"Say it!" I barked in a voice that mirrored Tony's earlier outburst. 

It took Alex a moment to find her voice. She swallowed. "I— I've been a bad girl." Her voice quivered.

"Doesn't that feel good to say?" I asked as my crowbar reached the top button of her shirt. 

I could see the conflict in my wife's face. She was very unsure. I think it was out of fear. She still thought my revenge would be more violent. But there was just the smallest glimmer of excitement. She had no control over the situation at hand, and for a woman who was always in control, I think this was a new thrill all together.

"You and pretty boy tied me up," I said, glaring at her. "You basically tortured me. You did irreparable damage to me psychologically. What the two of you did... you ought to be fuckin' arrested for."

This time, she did look away. Alex might have been groomed pretty well into a sex crazed slut, but she wasn't an idiot. Now that the outside world had arrived to give her a dose of reality, she was realizing the gravity of it all. 

I looked back over my shoulder at Tony and his friends. They were all furious in their own ways. But they stayed silent out of respect for what had happened to me. All of them stared at me as I circled slowly around my wife. "You want to end up arrested?" I asked her. I turned the crowbar around, running the hooked end over her shoulder blades, then down her back to her butt. I used it to lift the bottom of her shirt. I wasn't wrong. She was wearing a black lace thong that complimented her firm round butt cheeks. I used the cold steel to give her ass a little smack, making them jiggle pleasantly. "You want to lose your job? Want to live in a cell?"

Alex was cautiously silent. 

I decided to press her harder. "I asked you a question!" I barked. She jumped again. 

"N-no," she stammered.

"You call me 'sir', god dammit." 

"No sir," her brow pinched together, aware that I had gone off the deep end a little... and even more aware that she made me into this monster.

For the first time in my life, I was empowered. "Good," I said. "Because if you don't want to get arrested, you're going to make this up to me. Not just to me... but to all of us. You let this vampire into our bed, even knowing what he'd done to these other guys. So you're going to make damn sure each of us is satisfied. And you're going to do it in front of him," I pointed at Brett with the crowbar. His eyes were burning with fury. Sucks to be you, buddy. 

When I turned back to Alex, she was looking at Brett. Speaking of monsters that were created this weekend... Despite the fear in Alex, the lack of control over the situation, the terror of punishment for everything that she'd done, the tiny flicker of excitement in her eyes had grown into a flame. Brett had built this monster—a woman who acknowledged she was a slut and liked it. A woman who was turned on by infidelity. A woman who had not only grown numb to cruelty, but got off on it. A woman who was turned on by thoughts of pleasing multiple men at once— giving herself up to a gang of rough angry alphas... in front of her significant other. Today, Brett was going to feel my pain.



"You want that, don't you?" I asked as she stared at Brett. I stood behind her and offered Brett that same stupid shit-faced grin that he aimed at me so many times. I could see his eyes boring right through me.

Alex's voice had dropped to a whisper. She could be barely heard when she said "Yes." But the way she said it, the way she nodded her head slowly and obediently. We all knew. And we all knew that there was no coercion involved in this. It was hard to miss the arousal. I'd seen it on her face many times this week.

I hooked the crowbar into the top of her shirt. I met her eyes, just to let her see that the love was gone. I was looking at her with the same level of coldness that she regarded me with. Then I tugged hard. The crowbar tore right down the center of her shirt, popping all of the buttons and revealing her naked body to us all. She yelped and jumped as her breasts and tummy were exposed in an instant. 

Now I had the full attention of the guys in the group. Tony and the others stepped closer, eyeing up Alex's taught belly and firm perky breasts. It wasn't hard to tell that her pink nipples had hardened. 

I ran the cold steel of the crowbar down her neck. I used it to nudge each of her perk tits, making them jiggle. Her arms broke out in goose bumps as the tip of cold steel traveled down her belly and over the outside of her panties. I rested it between her legs and made sure to push just hard enough. A nervous gasp escaped her lips and she shut her eyes.

I stepped closer, put my hands on her shoulders, and nudged her to the floor. I made sure to look over at Brett as I did. I didn't feel the least bit of sympathy for the guy as Alex willingly lowered herself to her knees in front of me. He had built her to be this way. Now it was backfiring on him.

I unzipped my pants in front of her and freed my cock. I was amazed, after everything I'd suffered through, at how quickly it swelled in front of her face. But I guess that could be attributed to a week of teasing and sexual frustration. Part of it could also be attributed to lording this new power over Brett and subjecting him to the same humiliation I had to endure. I didn't have his size, but I wasn't laughably small either. 

"Open your mouth," I nearly snarled at her. Her lips quivered. She glanced at Brett, then back up to me. She ran her hands up my stomach to my chest, parted her lips, and took me into her mouth. 

I could sense she was tentative about this. She'd sucked me many times in our marriage, but this week had changed everything about us. I may as well have been a different person. I moaned as she took a few long pulls at my member with her warm mouth. 

I looked over at Brett. "Dude, she sucks a mean cock!" I flashed him an obnoxious grin and a thumbs up. He tried to curse at me from behind his gag, but it came out muted and pathetic. 

"What's that? If you want me to stop, bro, all you have to do is say so?" 

Brett snarled something completely muffled at me beneath his gag. 

"I couldn't make that out. Okay, if there's no objections." I shrugged with a mean laugh. I looked over at Tony and his friends. "You guys can get in on this," I told them. "She spent all week talking the talk that she was a slut. Now she ought to show it."

I could tell the guys were hesitant. A lot of emotions, and even more questions, were running high. But it only took another minute of watching Alex bobbing her head on my cock to understand that this was happening. Her eyes shut, she started to moan on me. She was enjoying herself. Good, because so was I.

I grinned even brighter at Brett as I took my wife by the back of the head and started to eagerly fuck her face. I could see the hesitation in her hands, but she gripped my thighs and powered through it, even as my cock hit the back of her throat and she started to gag. "C'mon," I urged her. "What's the matter? I thought you were a real slut. I thought you could take it." I pumped in and out of her mouth until drool ran from her lips. My balls slapping against her chin.

By now, the guys had moved the coffee table and were starting to form a circle around us. At first they were just spectating, but that was going change.

Maybe it was the disconnect from my emotional attachment to this girl. Or maybe something had just plain broken within me. I pointed to the fellow to my left. A tall gangly guy with a baby face and a mop of curly dark hair. "What's your name, bud?"

"Eddie," he answered, absently, watching my wife devour me. She came up for air, her hand stroking my shaft aggressively and her tongue flicking over the head of my cock, before she plunged herself back down on it.

"Eddie, get your dick out, and get it in her mouth," I told him.

As heartbroken as these guys may have been in the last few days for finding out their significant others had cheated, he didn't need much more coercing than that. His cock emerged from his pants— long and skinny.

I pulled Alex's head off my manhood and turned her to this new one. Her eyes seemed to light up at the new one being offered up. I could tell a gangbang must have been on some secret bucket list of hers, by the way her hand clung to my shaft, even as she dove straight onto Eddie's fast growing erection. She practically swallowed him in one gulp.

"Go ahead, buddy," I said. "If there's one thing I've learned from the past week, it's that this little slut can take it." I made sure to look at my captive audience as I said it. Brett's eyes continued to burn holes through me. His misery fueled me.

Eddie almost stumbled as my wife's mouth locked around his cock and started to bob up and down on him. Her hand had initially frozen on my shaft when she first took this new dick down her throat, began to come back to life. She started to stroke me. Her hand twisted and pumped, coaxing a few drops of precum from my tip. 

"Well well... looks like you can multitask after all," I remarked, remembering the way that she'd completely disregarded and ignored me during our last 'threesome' efforts. 

After a few seconds, her mouth popped off of his cock. She needed to catch her breath. "Sorry," she gasped out, and drove her mouth back onto my cock, taking long deep swallows of it. 

"Yeah, I'll bet," I replied coldly, watching as she desperately tried to pleasure me. "You're going to show us how real fuckin' sorry you are."

I grabbed her by either side of her face and fucked her mouth until my balls were smacking her chin. Then I returned her to Eddie's cock, leveraging her face up and down on his erection. If he wouldn't be rough with her, then dammit, I would. 

"You really should learn to share, Brett," I called over my shoulder. He was squirming on the couch in disgust, trying to get loose of his restraints. No such luck. "Pussy," I scoffed. "Barely tied up for a minute and blubbering like a bitch."

I pointed to the next guy in line. A short guy with slick black hair. His name was Vince. He didn't need much coaxing on my part. In fact, none of them did. Every guy in the room was tenting in his pants by now (with one obvious exception, of course). 

I didn't even know how Vince's cock measured up, to be honest. By the time he had it out of his pants, Alex had her lips wrapped around it. She was moaning loudly now. The muffled sounds of men gasping and my wife making repeated "Mmm... mmmm... mmm..." noises filled the room. She sounded like she was eating one delicious meal after another. 

"You fuckin' love this, don't you, slut?" I asked. I reached down and hiked up the bottom of her button down, making sure Brett and the others had a good view of that plump juicy ass, resting on her sweet colorful fuzzy socks. Her toes were curled in excitement. I ran my hand across one of her cheeks, before giving it a slap that made her butt jiggle. 

"Mmmm!!!" She yelped, her mouth still stuffed with Vince's pecker.

"What's the matter? You can't take it?" I asked, and I slapped her ass harder. 

She cried out and came up gasping for air. She kept her face turned up to Vince. Her tongue hanging out, tasting the underside of his cock as she caught her breath. I could see the depravity in her eyes, the wild animalistic lust. I might have been broken by this week, but so had she.

"Little whore," Vince growled at her and started to smack his cock off of her tongue several times. 

"Tell him what a bad little whore you are," I cracked her again across the ass.

She whimpered out the words like a slutty squeak. "I'm such a bad little whore." She cried out. She returned her attention back to Eddie's cock for a few wet sloppy bobs of his dick, then back to Vince. Her attention was all over the board now, not able to get settled with so many options.

With no need for further prompting, even as she sucked Vince, I could see her free hand reach out to Tony who stood to one side. Her hand went right to his crotch and started to excitedly squeeze and grope, seeking out his cock. She didn't have to search long before she found his impressive member (not as impressive as Brett's... but who among us is?). Her nimble fingers already had him unzipped by the time I stepped back to admire my creation. 

Alex on her knees in the center of this cozy cabin. Eddie on one side of her, Tony on the other, and Vince getting the sloppiest and sluttiest blowjob of his life. His head was tilted back, his hands on her head, just holding on for his life. And standing by, were two of Tony's buddies (I never caught their names, but to avoid confusion, let's call them Joey and Mike). They had formed a line for their turn at my wife, cocks in hand as they stroked themselves off. 

"Really, Brett," I continued to taunt my former tormentor. "Look at how good she is at multitasking. A girl like that is just too talented to keep all to yourself. She needs the freedom to fly." 

Brett looked up at me like I'd gone crazy— and I was feeling pretty confident that I had.

The other two guys had taken the cue eventually, and the six of us formed a tight circle around Alex. She went from guy to guy, stroking and slurping, sucking and jerking. Half a dozen cocks all hovered above her upturned mouth. Her eyes were focused and intense with concentration. She looked absolutely depraved, using every part of her tongue, every part of her mouth to pleasure us. I'd try to describe who she was sucking and when, but does it really matter at this point? There was always a cock in her mouth and in each hand at some point. She was always moving, desperately trying to keep up with demand. Maybe she had learned her lesson from what she did to me, but she was trying to leave nobody out (with the exception of Brett, but screw Brett). When their turn came, some of the more aggressive guys were all too happy to grip her by the head, or the hair, or the ears and stuff her mouth until their cock hit her throat. 

Alex was an absolute mess by this point. Drool and saliva streamers ran from her chin down to her chest. Her makeup was running from the tears that the occasional cough or choking caused. Her breathing was hard and fierce. But she had no snarky comments, no jokes to make, or subtle insults to give. She was completely engaged in this act of depravity.

But it wouldn't last, and we didn't expect it to. None of us were content with a simple blow bang. We wanted more, and I knew she did too.

"On your feet," I eventually told her as she was smacking herself in the face with my hardon. 

She came willingly, and I pulled her toward the couch. I guess the coffee table or the floor would have been a better choice, but no. I wanted to make sure Brett had a front row seat for what was about to happen. After all, he deserved it.

I plopped down heavily beside him and shrugged out of my pants. "Hey there, loser," I commented. "Enjoying the show? Well it's just getting started." I grasped Alex's thong and yanked it down in one quick move. Then, just to really drive my point home, I slid it down over Brett's head like a lopsided mask. 

Even Alex couldn't resist snickering. I smiled and did my best impression of a Batman villain. "Nobody cared who I was until I put on the mask."

The rest of the group also laughed at Brett's misery. I even heard one of them comment "What's wrong? You going to cry?"

I pulled Alex into my lap. She settled in on top of me, her strong legs on either side of my body. I knew that my cock didn't offer as big of a thrill as Brett's, but the prospect of being taken by multiple men at once was far more exciting for her than fucking only Brett, as hung and hunky as he may be.

I grasped my wife by the hips and pulled her down until my cock touched her pussy. I thought she was going to have an orgasm right then and there. She shivered and gasped, biting her lip. "Ohhh god," she moaned.

"You're not done until I say you are," I slapped her ass and pushed her down until my cock sank completely inside of her.

"Fuckkkkk," she cried out. It was too late. She was cumming, and hard at that. Even as I started to bounce her a few times on my lap for good measure, I could feel the difference in her body. Brett must have really stretched her out in the past week.

She was trying to get a hold of herself, yet was too turned on to stop it. I grabbed her by the ass and spread her open, inviting the guys to join us.

"Wait," she said, still powering through the orgasm. Her body extra sensitive. 

I didn't wait. I only fucked her harder, and she let out another cry of intense pleasure. Her body convulsing. 

"I can't— I can't—" She panted.

"Somebody get a cock in her mouth before she completes a thought, please," I said, my voice a damn near snarl. Tony was all too happy to indulge. He climbed up on the couch beside me and took her by the back of the head. Alex's slutty protests turned to muffled moans as he rammed his cock between her lips and aggressively started to fuck her face. 

Eddie approached her from behind and was about to satisfy himself with an all new part of my wife's body. I held her cheeks apart and Alex's eyes widened as Eddie pressed against her, spitting on his cock, then invading her tight ass.

"MMmmmmm!!!" Her voice cried out around Tony's throbbing member.

"Fuck," Eddie moaned in pleasure. 

I had never been in a position like this. Alex's pussy just became a whole lot tighter as we fucked her at the same time. Our cocks sinking deep as we took hold of her hips and moved her up and down on us, stabbing into her taught body with our hard aching rods.

Alex did her best to keep pace, bouncing her body in time with us, but let's face it— we were in charge.

I've never been a participant in a true gangbang before (Alex's half hearted efforts this past week don't count). It was intense. There were so many things happening. Alex was bouncing between our sandwiched bodies, but she had very little control. My bold empowered and alpha-female wife had been reduced to a fuck toy to six men. Two of the guys each took a hand and wrapped them around their cocks.

Alex's body was a testament to her multitasking abilities. Eddie in her ass, me in her pussy, Tony in her mouth, Vince in her left hand, Mike in her right, Joey in reserve, swapping out with Tony. 

She was handling it like a champ. With her fit, firm body, it was like Alex was built for this, training for it her whole life. Tonight, she existed just to please cock.

We were soaked in sweat as we brought her to her next orgasm. I could tell it was going to happen by the way her muffled moans grew more frantic. They'd switched out and Vince's throbbing cock was pumping feverishly in and out of her mouth. Her hands were pulled in either direction as she grasped and pumped blindly at whatever hardons were being offered up. Me and Eddie increased our tempo, utterly throttling her holes.

"Ahhh ahhh ahhh!" She cried out, opening her mouth, with Vince still fucking against her tongue. She sounded like a slut at the doctor with a tongue depressor. 

I looked at Brett with my own look of triumph. My expression said it all: She might not be mine anymore, but she's definitely not yours. She was going to be a unrepentant slut. 

I grasped her hips and shoved her body up and down between us.

She screamed into the night, having to spit out Vince's cock just to catch her breath. "Ohhhhh god! Don't stop... don't fuckin' stop!" She squealed as she climaxed. I felt my lap growing wet from her juices as they flowed freely. She was wetter than she'd ever been in her life.

Her body contracted around our cocks, squeezing us both as the orgasm momentarily seized control of her muscles and did what they wanted with her body.

She arched her back, cursing and snarling like she was possessed, until eventually she melted against me, her body half limp. 

"You think we're done yet?" I asked her as everyone slowed and took in the sight of her sex drunken stupor.

"Aren't we?" She asked.

"Far from it."

***

Alex wanted a gang bang, and that's certainly what she got. 

By now you all have a pretty good image of Alex. Picture that tight, naked, athletic body on all fours on the coffee table in the middle of the cabin, looking at the six hungry jackals who circled her. Her hair fell across one eye as Joey stepped in front of her, took her by the ears and jammed his cock into her mouth.

From behind went Tony. He grabbed onto her hips, making sure to give her shapely ass a firm slap from his hard New York hands. He yanked her back into his thrusting cock, and drove it straight home into her pussy. 

To say that they basically spit-roasted her in the center of all of us is putting it lightly. They literally shoved her back and forth. Tony pushed her forward until she choked on Joey's cock. Joey shoved her right back until Tony was balls deep in her wet greedy snatch. 

Her whimpering moans filled the room. She was tired, but she was soldiering through the wild fucking. A loud slapping sound came each time she her ass bounced off Tony's body, and she made a choking gurgle every time she was thrown forward into Joey's invading cock. 

I sat beside Brett, as though I was spectating a rodeo. I looked at the man who had single handedly ruined my marriage and smiled at him. "Man, it's like she's totally forgotten you're even here, huh?" I laughed. I looked down and spotted the guilty erection that this display was giving him. It was straining against his pants. 

"That looks painful. Hope you don't cum on yourself," I snickered. Then I excused myself, gave Tony the shoulder tap, and took my turn. 

I fucked Alex fiercely from behind. Her head bobbed, sucking vigorously on Joey. I reached forward and snagged her by the bouncing ponytail, and leveraged her head to and fro.

I'm not sure how we were able to organize ourselves so well, but we basically ran a dual train on her. Half of us came in from the front, the rest from the back. Alex's ass was red with handprints. Her inner thighs were soaked with sweat and her own arousal. Still, she persevered. 

I'm not sure how many orgasms Alex must have endured, but I remember being drenched in sweat. I took a break for water at one point. I stood beside Brett, watching the defilement of my wife. 

The love had passed. I'm not sure if I'd have trouble being intimate ever again with another person, but I knew I wouldn't be able to with her. Never again. I couldn't say what I was feeling at this point. I was delighted to finally take some revenge on what had been done to me this week, and torment my tormentor. And I'd be lying if I didn't say, Alex was still hot as fuck, and I was happy to take out much of my aggressions in a sexual way on that hot body of hers. I got to use her in ways I always wanted to, without fear that she'd smack my hand away, offended, and refuse to go any further. She'd been reduced to a wild animal. So yes, that was fun to enjoy. And it was a bonding moment with a group of other guys who'd been wronged and destroyed by their so-called 'friend'. But I guess, at the end of the day, it was one long good bye.



As I watched Alex swallowing up Eddie's cock, and Vince ramming her senseless from behind, I figured it was time to wrap this up. I wanted to go home and plan my next move.

I approached the table and gave Eddie the shoulder tap. He looked like he needed a break. They all did. Alex's head was bobbing wildly, her eyes fluttering. She looked like Gia Paloma in a movie I'd once seen involving a frat house gangbang. Just wild and uninhibited— looking like her brains had literally been fucked out, and there was nothing left but sexual urges and slutty impulsive moans. There was a pleasant sheen of sweat to her entire body, like a bikini model oiled up and ready for display. 

I pinched her by the cheeks, making her look up at me so she knew who it was. I stroked my cock in front of her mouth, but didn't put to her lips. I wanted to see what she looked like, covered in my seed— something I had always been too reserved and respectful to ever do when we were together. Now, it no longer mattered.

She parted her lips, opened her mouth and let me see her tongue. She was willingly accepting it any way that I'd serve it up to her. That was a good thing. 

"Is this your girl Brett?" I shouted across the room at the helpless man-whore on the couch. He looked resigned and withdrawn. I knew that look. "Because right about now, she looks like everyone's girl." 

I pumped my throbbing cock in my hard fist for a long minute, but I knew I didn't have to make much of an effort. We'd been fucking for a long time now. 

"Who's the quick draw now?" I asked out loud. My cock went off a second later and sent the first rope from the bottom of her chin to the very top of her forehead. Much of it landed on her tongue. 

"Mmmm," she said, tasting it, and running her tongue in circles around her lips. 

The ropes that followed can only be described as the product of a week's worth of torment, unsatisfying releases, and prolonged buildup to nothing. It was definitely one of my better orgasms that left my legs shaking and my heart pounding all the way up to my ears. 

A second rope followed the first, hitting her square in her open mouth and filling it to the brim. Three, four, and five coated her mouth, cheeks, lips and nose. She gasped and moaned with each one that landed on her.

By the time my orgasm began to subside, I was flicking the last lingering drops and runners into her face like I was trying to exorcise a demon with holy water. Each drop found its mark on her panting slutty face.

I stepped back and watched for a minute as another man switched in, no longer interested in having her suck him. He was going to coat her face in much the same way. 

Men still took their turns fucking her from behind, but one by one, they began to drain their heavy aching balls on her face, on her chest, in her hair.

Alex moaned and cooed. She swallowed and opened her mouth for more. Her face and breasts had a heavy coating of sticky cum. 

Behind her, Tony was aggressively pounding her pussy. His hips were rocking with the fast frenzied movements of a madman. His balls were a blur, swinging back and forth, slapping her each time. 

He howled in pleasure and pulled out. A moment later and a torrent of cum shot from his dick and landed on the pleasant curves of her ass, some ropes arching as high and far as curve of her back. The men that didn't coat her face helped themselves to a turn at her pussy, using her just the same to get themselves off. 

I marveled at the transition of it all. In the span of a week, Alex had gone from a loving wife, to a cruel size queen, to a complete cum dumpster. 

As the last lingering man in Tony's group of friends sent his cum raining all over her bare panting body, a silence settled over the room. Alex collapsed face down on the coffee table, exhaling in pleasure and exhaustion.

Her eyes found me, and for a moment, there was a look of clarity. A look of remembering herself. 'What have I done?' 

I smiled sadly. I didn't think about the good times we'd once had. It's not that I was repressing to avoid being sad. I just didn't see a point to looking back now. "Bye Alex." The words were soft... disappointed in her.

I collected my clothes and my things and took one last look around the cabin that had meant to bring us so much joy and love. Instead, it had been nothing but a chamber of torture. 

I ran into Tony as I headed for the door. He'd dressed himself. He and his friends looking dazed, but coming around now that their orgasms had worn off and reality came crashing in. The sex had been wild and welcome, but their homes were still all broken, their happy marriages and relationships ruined. And the man responsible was sitting on the couch, bound and gagged and afraid.

"What should we do with him?" Tony asked.

When I looked at Brett, I felt cold. I shrugged mildly. "Whatever you want. Be creative. Mine wasn't the only marriage he ruined."

The guys understood. They eyed Brett, their eyes gleaming with blood lust. 

"Just don't tell me about it," I said, still looking at Brett's face. "I don't want to know."

Unlike with Alex, this time, I figured it best to clear out before things really got bad for the guy. I left Brett in the capable hands of Tony and his buddies.

***

Well I wish I could say that I lived happily ever after. But that wasn't completely true. Obviously I had some mental scars that were going to take some time to heal. I remember that I cried the entire drive home like Charlie Sheen at the end of Platoon— a combination of sorrow, and intense relief that the whole nightmare was over. 

I suffered some muscle damage from being tied up for extended periods of time. It required physical therapy to get my motor skills back to how they used to be. I packed up my belongings and moved further north— I needed to put some distance between myself and my old life. Despite what happened to me, I rather enjoyed Maine. I took a job as a physical therapist, working with paraplegics and quadriplegics. I've found that I have a great deal of sympathy for people who are prisoners in their own bodies. Gee, I wonder where that might have come from. The work was rewarding, and I finally felt like I'd found a niche. 

I didn't date. I wasn't ready for that, and I'm not sure I ever really would be. Wish I could say that I hooked up with Alex's bisexual supermodel best friend, but that'd be a lie. I figured it best to work on my faults before I took that risk again. Like, for starters— growing a backbone.

I'm sure that one day, when I'm meant to, fate will send somebody my way.

It eventually did... but not in the form of a girl. I was at work when I received a wonderful gift from the balancing act that this universe occasionally does. A new patient was checked into rehab. He had just woken up from a coma after suffering from some brain and spinal trauma that left him without the use of his speech, or his limbs. It was a rather severe case that looked bleak at best. 

To my surprise, when he was brought in, I saw that it was Brett. We recognized each other at once. Wow. Tony and his boys must have really done a number on the guy. And it was well deserved. As Brett was wheeled into my office, his eyes widened with recognition and absolute terror. I was reminded of the way he'd looked at me in the cabin when I'd finally been freed. It gave me a thrill all over again. 

I don't always believe in Karma. I think bad things happen to good people all the time. But sometimes... if you're really really lucky... the universe will balance itself out and gift you with something wonderful. As I shut my office door, I smiled to myself and laid a reassuring hand on the man who destroyed my marriage, broken my will, and obliterated my trust in people. "Hello Brett." I smiled just brightly enough to really instill the fear of god into a man who was as helpless as I'd been on my own honeymoon. "Don't worry about a thing. I'm going to take really good care of you. We're going to have fun!"

A small squeak escaped his lips that could have been a whimper. It was delicious. But that's another story...

***The End***

 



