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Chapter One

 


“Looks like Katie’s at it again.”
 

The whispered words, combined with watching Kate laughing across the fire, set a very uncomfortable feeling twisting through his guts. He hadn’t really wanted to come in the first place. Camping wasn’t what it used to be. Not when you needed to sleep with a pillow between your knees to avoid a backache in the morning. Not when the thrill and mystery of will they or won’t they? had been extinguished by a few years of marriage, the answer to it a firm: they will, eventually. Sometimes even twice a week. Certainly not when one of the campers happened to be his wife’s ex who, oops!, everyone had forgotten to mention was going to be there.
 

But here they were, sitting in front of a roaring fire, Kate standing across from him with a drink in her hand and laughing with friends. Gabe hovering ominously around her, interjecting his own stupid jokes every now and again, casting furtive glances at her tits and surely nursing the memories of what he’d done with her before Phil had been in the picture.
 

He glanced sideways at Alicia, who was huddled next to Becky, or whatever the other girl’s name was, whispering about secrets from the past as they pointed and giggled at Kate and anyone else they remembered gossip about.
 

It was all around a shit time, as far as reunions went. Still, he was trying to make the best of it. He’d already had too much beer. At some point someone had handed him a little red plastic cup with a few ice cubes, some diet cola and the sharp sting of hard alcohol beneath it. He’d downed it as he watched Kate fluttering between groups of friends. The sight of her having a good time warmed him, at least.
 

She was the real reason he was there in the first place. She loved this shit. Parties and laughing, maybe even dancing if things got a little unhinged. Thankfully music wasn’t allowed past nine.
 

He hated the idea of seeing her letting loose. Hated that about himself, too. He’d never been jealous of any of his girlfriends before he’d met Kate. Marrying Kate had somehow changed him. Some days he still pinched himself when he woke up with her next to him in bed.
 

It wasn’t that he was down on himself. He had what he felt was a healthy amount of self-esteem. Worked out on the regular. His animation career was on the up and up and if he turned his head the right way in the mirror he looked just fine.
 

Kate, on the other hand? Kate was on another level. Katie with her big, beautiful blue eyes with lashes that didn’t need a lick of mascara. Kate with her pert, round breasts and her bubble butt that looked stunning even in the yoga pants she was wearing. Kate who turned heads everywhere they went.
 

Marrying Kate had made him…ever so slightly insecure about himself. He couldn’t help but think, as heads were turned, that a moment after thinking holy shit she’s hot! they glanced at him and had to wonder really? That’s the guy she’s with?
 

It was all so stupid and he’d never told her any of it and never would. She adored the ground he walked on and told him as much all the time. She was the most dedicated, loyal woman he’d ever had the privilege of being with. He did everything to keep her happy. There was just that one thing. That one annoying sliver under his nail. The feeling of inadequacy brought on by the obvious disparity in their appearances and personalities.
 

Kate could have been a glamorous movie star if she wanted. Phil? Phil could have been…Phil cleaned up real good. If he threw a suit on, got a decent hair cut, people would look at him and say: now there’s a respectable fellow. Some woman’s going to do real well with him.
 

And then they found out he was with Kate and the look on their faces would inevitably say oh she’s way out of his league.
 

Or so he thought.
 

Which was stupid. He’d never been jealous. He’d never been insecure. And then he’d married Kate. And he hated both of those feelings but just could not excise them no matter how much he tried or convinced himself he was being stupid.
 

“You having a good time?”
 

He looked to the side as he felt someone cozying up to him. It was Alicia. She’d ditched her friend and shuffled sideways along the log to come shoulder to shoulder with him. He didn’t mind at all. Alicia was no Kate but she had a banging bod, a very pleasant girl-next-door disposition and the pretty face and sunny smile to go with it. A chat with her would sure beat ruminating about his own deficiencies. He flashed a smile at her. “It’s alright,” he said.
 

She smiled back and leaned against him with a gentle, playful shove. “Not really your thing, huh?” she asked.
 

He looked back out over the fire. Watched Kate throw her head back and burst out laughing at something Gabe had said. Gabe, who was standing next to her grinning, took the opportunity to check out her tits. The sight tightened the knot in Phil’s guts. “Not exactly,” he said, unable to tear his eyes away from Kate. If he hadn’t known better, if they hadn’t been married, he would have sworn she was flirting with Gabe. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Alicia follow his gaze. An awkward silence passed between them.
 

“I’m sorry about the Gabe thing,” she finally whispered.
 

It jangled his nerves that he might be giving off signals that he was jealous. That was just so weak and petty. “Huh?” he said, like he hadn’t been obsessing about it since the sun went down. “Oh. That. Not a worry. Not a worry at all,” he lied.
 

Alicia leaned in closer. Underneath the strong smell of campfire smoke was some sort of fruity shampoo and a flowery smelling deodorant.
 

Phil couldn’t help but glance at her ample rack. He quickly tore his eyes away, ashamed that he was engaging in the exact behavior he had just been resenting of Kate for.
 

“No I mean it’s gotta’ be a tiny bit awkward for you,” Alicia went on. “I feel really bad about it. But he found out from Emma that we were doing this and just wouldn’t stop pestering me to invite him. I tried explaining that you were…”
 

“Really, Allie. It’s fine,” Phil said, trying to put an end to her fishing for salacious gossip. Alicia was nice but she had a real mischievous streak. She’d probably enjoy nothing more than hearing the truth, that seeing Kate laughing with Gabe was twisting his guts into knots. “I’m aware that she had a life before we met. I’m fine with it.”
 

But he wasn’t. Because each time he looked over at Kate he couldn’t help but imagine her with Gabe. Couldn’t help but try and conjure up what it would have looked like when they were having sex. The first time it happened, when they’d just arrived and gotten out of the car and Gabe had stepped out from behind a tree, he’d felt a persistent tickle in his nuts and had to work damn hard to keep himself from getting an erection. When Kate had gone over and put her arms around Gabe’s broad shoulders in a hug, Phil couldn’t tear his eyes away. And the drunker he got the more obsessed he became with the idea.
 

Alicia nudging him again made him look at her and reminded him what he’d heard her say. “You’re being a really good sport about it,” she said quietly, trying one last time to milk some gossip out of him.
 

“Like I said it’s not a worry,” he replied. The question was on the tip of his tongue and the tip of his tongue felt itchy but he knew just asking it would give Alicia a juicy morsel of proof that, yes, in fact he was feeling a little something about Gabe’s presence there. He took a sip of his drink instead.
 

“Work going good?” Alicia asked.
 

“Amazing,” he replied. “Just finishing up a project now. Had to sign an NDA so I can’t tell you anything about it. But I think they’re going to put me as lead on the next one. Which is so, so very awesome.”
 

Alicia sighed and smiled at him. “Aw I’m so happy for you,” she said. “I knew the day I walked into art class that you’d be someone to watch. You remember Faces in Nature?”
 

He snickered. “How could I forget. Took, like, six months to paint that.”
 

“I think I fell a little bit in love with you over that,” Alicia said.
 

He blushed at the compliment, but mostly at the allusion Alicia had made. He’d always harbored a hope that they might become and item. He’d met Kate and, obviously, he had no regrets about that. But he’d be lying if he said he never thought about what could have been. “Thanks,” he muttered, chuckling in the hopes of hiding his own embarrassment.
 

“Are you blushing?” Alicia asked.
 

Which only made him blush hotter. “Knock it off,” he muttered with a laugh.
 

“Oh my god you’re adorable,” Alicia said, rubbing a thumb against his chin.
 

“Stop that!” he said, playfully swatting her hand away from his face.
 

“Yeah bitch hands off! I got that locked down!”
 

They both looked up and across the fire. Kate was glaring at them but with a smile threatening to spread across her lips. She held up two fingers, pointed them at her eyes, then at Alicia’s.
 

Alicia burst into laughter and made a big show of moving away from Phil.
 

“That’s better,” Kate said. She looked at Phil, winked, then blew him a kiss.
 

The gesture, and her playful, preformative jealousy, warmed him. He wondered why he couldn’t be like that? Although it was a little different since him and Alicia had no past and Kate and Gabe had been a thing. Gabe, who was now standing slightly behind and to the left of Kate, unapologetically checking out her ass. Phil did his best to look away and pretend he hadn’t seen it. It only made the tightness in his stomach worse.
 

“She used to be so obsessed with him,” Alicia said softly.
 

Phil turned to see her staring at Kate and Gabe across the fire. He furrowed his brow and was about to tell her to cut it out when he realized she was probably just fishing again. Trying to get him fired up about Gabe, or to confess that, in fact, seeing Kate with him was painful. Anything for the gossips. “Oh yeah?” he said, as casually as he could before taking a swig of his drink.
 

“Oh yeah,” Alicia confirmed with a lewd smile.
 

The way she said it, the I-know-something-you-don’t-know smirk on her face, made him flex his abs. To stifle a groan and hopefully ease the stubborn tension in his stomach. Oh yeah. She was just waiting for him to bite. Waiting for him to show the slightest interest in the subject of Kate and Gabe, before there was a Phil. And he would have been dead set on not giving Alicia that pleasure. But his own curiosity at before-Kate was as stubbornly persistent as the tightness in his guts. The thing was he wanted to know. And the closest he could come to explaining why was for the horror of it. The terrible, angsty hurt that would come from knowing the whole truth about Kate’s life before they’d met.
 

He didn’t know much. He hadn’t pried about her past. What he did know came mostly from Alicia. And mostly in hints and suggestions. That maybe Kate hadn’t been the playful, sweet young wife she was now. That maybe Kate had been a little more…daring in her habits. A little more wild. It gnawed at him sometimes. Having Gabe there, checking Kate out, made it feel like it was eating him alive.
 

The camp fire crackled and spewed glowing embers up towards the dark night sky.
 

Him and Alicia sat in silence for a while. He shifted on the log when he saw Gabe across the fire lean in and whisper something in Kate’s ear. He felt a little short of breath when he saw Kate’s eyes light up. When she handed Gabe her drink, held up a finger and gazed into his eyes, he nearly fell over sideways. Watched her round the fire, smiling. Smiled back at her as she walked up to where he was sitting, put her hands between her knees and bent down to kiss his cheek. “You having an okay time?” she whispered.
 

“I’m in good company,” he said, forcing himself to smile at her. “So, yes. Good times all around,” he reassured her.
 

“You sure? You’re not…you don’t mind that I’m hanging out with him?” Kate asked.
 

It wasn’t a loyalty test. Kate didn’t do those. It was not an ultimatum or any kind of passive aggressive move. That wasn’t Kate. She genuinely wanted to know if he was okay. But she’d said it loud enough that Alicia had heard. And now Alicia was sitting there practically holding her breath so she could hear his answer. He ran through all the cool-guy responses he could think off. All the dismissals, the casual uncaring eye-rolls, the shrugs. Then he realized that the coolest thing would be sincerity. “Are you having a good time?” he asked, looking up into her eyes.
 

“Kind of,” she said, a slight worry furrowing her brow.
 

“Then I’m having a good time. Don’t worry about me,” he said, patting her on the arm.
 

“I love you,” she said, kissing him on the cheek again.
 

He smiled again and was just about to tell her he loved her back.
 

“Hey, so Gabe brought, uh, like a joint?”
 

All the pleasant feelings he’d been cultivating about Kate coming over to chat with him, evaporated. A joint? She’d never smoked pot around him. She’d never said anything about having done it in the past. Was this a thing? Had she been keeping secrets? Or was she just so casual about it that she didn’t think it was worth mentioning?
 

“Do you want to join us?” she asked. “You’ve smoked pot before right?”
 

Now he could feel Alicia and Kate’s eyes on him. Took him waaay back. To feeling like a totally insecure late adolescent who hadn’t ever smoked pot before but had no intention of admitting it in front of two hot girls.
 

I’m being an idiot.
 

He felt like one. Worrying about what the hot girls would think if they found out he was a square. What the hell was he worried about? That they’d laugh at him? They were all adults now with that awkward time far behind them. And Kate had never once laughed at him maliciously. He shook his head and smiled. “Actually I haven’t,” he admitted.
 

Kate’s smile tightened into something more nervous. “Oh. Uh…you know what? I don’t have to go. I’ll just tell Gabe he’s on his own.”
 

And here Phil saw a chance to demonstrate some magnanimity. Show Alicia, and Kate, that he was totally cool with whatever. She wanted to go smoke a joint with her ex-boyfriend? Sure! Whatever! Have at it! Why would you even ask? “Babe,” he said, locking eyes with her. “If you want to up your party game then be my guest,” he said, waving towards Gabe.
 

Gabe saw him from across the fire and responded with a tough-guy head nod.
 

“Are you sure?” Kate asked.
 

The speed at which she asked the question rattled him. Like she’d been hoping this whole time that’s what he would say and now wanted not to make sure he was okay but that she had his permission. Permission to go off in the dark with Gabe, fire up a spliff or whatever the cool kids called them, and get stoned. With her ex-boyfriend. In the dark.
 

Why would that be a problem?!?
 

But he’d already locked himself in. He’d already consented. This was just Kate crossing t’s and dotting i’s to make sure she was covered. No. She wasn’t like that. Was she? The weird jealousy-not-jealousy that was tightening his guts and making his thoughts race turned into an aroused trepidation. He breathed deep to calm himself. He managed to look at her with the calmest of expressions and smile again. “Knock yourself out.”
 

She leaned in and pecked him on the cheek again. “You’re the best,” she whispered.
 

His stomach sank as he watched her leave. The best? Why? Because he was letting her go off with her ex-boyfriend to do some drugs? Yeah. That was cool. He was cool for letting her do it. Except now that he saw Gabe and Kate turn their backs and wander off toward the lake together he was anything but. His torso felt like it was burning and his hands and feet felt cold and numb. Out of the corner of his eye he could see Alicia watching him like a hawk, chewing on her lip and no doubt hoping he’d fly into a fit of jealous rage or something. He wasn’t going to give her the pleasure. As Kate and Gabe disappeared into the darkness, Phil stood up. “I’ve gotta’ take a leak,” he muttered.
 

“Knock yourself out,” Alicia said quietly.
 






Chapter Two

 


He did have to take a leak, but only barely. What he really needed was some time in the dark by himself. To sort out all the crazy shit racing through his mind. To tidy up the mental mess seeing Kate with Gabe had made in his brain. He did his best to sort through and rearrange his messy mind as he relieved himself. But after he’d zipped back up and turned towards the camp fire he felt an incredible pull towards the darkness himself. The darkness Kate and Gabe had walked into and the darkness in his mind that was giving him all sorts of anxiety.
 

A pull that proved impossible to resist. Because as he was standing there trying to decide whether to rejoin Alicia or go off in search of his wife, his mind started throwing up another, more disturbing set of questions. Like what if he walked down to the lake to find something happening? To find Kate locked in a kiss with Gabe? Or in some even more compromised position? On her knees or something?
 

He shook his head and tried to brush the thoughts away but they just kept coming. Even more confusing was that the thoughts had spread the warmth in his torso through his whole body. Most obviously to his crotch where his cock was half-hard and aching for some of the tension to be rubbed out.
 

What’s the big deal if I just go see what’s going on?
 

It wasn’t a big deal. And it was. Because going meant admitting something, if only to himself. Going meant entertaining the possibility that something could happen. That something might happen. If he really believed nothing would ever happen between Gabe and Kate he would have been able to walk back to the fire, sit down and forget about it. Have a nice time with Alicia. But that’s what disturbed him. It disturbed him that there was some tiny part of himself that couldn’t fully trust that. There was some small part of his being that almost wanted something to happen.
 

A shiver raced down his back.
 

He waited until Alicia was looking the other way, then stole deeper into the trees. He picked his way through the forest in the general direction of the lake. The party was loud enough that he didn’t have to worry about being heard, creeping through the bushes. He walked until he could just make out the shimmering water. As his eyes adjusted to the darkness, his heart leapt into his throat.
 

Kate and Gabe were standing face to face a few dozen feet from the water. She was looking up into his eyes, the tiny, rolled joint pressed against her pursed lips, ember at the end glowing hotter as she sucked it.
 

Phil’s eyes widened as he watched. He reached down and adjusted his cock in his pants and wished he’d worn sweats like Kate had instead of jeans. He watched Kate exhale, a giant plume of smoke billowing out of her mouth straight into Gabe’s face. Gabe took a deep breath of it. Then Gabe and Kate started chuckling. The chuckling turned to a laugh, then Kate started coughing. Gabe took the joint from between her pinched fingers.
 

Phil had the thought that he was perhaps watching what Kate and Gabe used to be like. It was like a little window into the past and he was surprised to find himself grateful for it. His knees went a little weak at the thought of Kate without him in her life. Kate, unmoored and rudderless because of her young age. Dating a guy like Gabe because…what? Why had she dated a guy like Gabe? A thick-necked, tough-guy football player who’d probably been a crude, partying frat boy? What did girls see in guys like that? What could Kate have possibly…
 

His own brain screeched to a halt when he contemplated the possibilities. Good looking guy with not too much going on upstairs? Was there any question what Kate had possibly seen in him? There really only was one option. It sent another shiver down his back just thinking about it.
 

And there was that damn vague arousal drifting around in his pants. Watching Kate and Gabe chuckle and whisper and do drugs together only seemed to be making it worse. He tiptoed forward, careful not to step on any twigs that might snap. Got right up to the tree line and tucked himself behind a huge spruce where he could just make out what they were whispering about.
 

“…happy?” he heard Gabe say.
 

“Happiest I’ve ever been,” Kate replied, beaming at Gabe.
 

Gabe nodded. “You seem happy,” he said, before taking a puff of the joint and holding his breath for a while.
 

The air left Phil’s lungs when he saw Gabe lean forward, lips pursed and moving straight toward Kate’s. His eyes bugged when he thought he saw her tip her head. Crane her neck just slightly, as if some long-forgotten reflex had kicked in to kiss Gabe back.
 

It turned out to be the beginning of a head shake. “You know I can’t do that,” she said quietly.
 

Phil dragged in a breath at her reply. Shocked as he was that Gabe had even suggested shotgunning his hit with Kate, he was ten times as relieved that she’d rejected him. Gabe blew the smoke right at her face instead. Which still felt kind of personal but not nearly as threatening to Phil.
 

“That’s good shit, huh?” Gabe asked.
 

“Pretty good,” Kate said, nodding. She turned and looked up the beach towards the fire. “We should probably get back,” she said.
 

It was more reassuring than anything Phil could have hoped for. Kate acknowledging that her life now was with the man by the fire. Remembering and reminding the guy she’d once dated that she had a husband now. Phil felt like a total fool for ever having doubted her in the slightest.
 

As she turned Gabe reached out and grabbed her by the hand.
 

Her brow furrowed into a worried look. She took her hand away from his.
 

“Hey hang on a sec,” Gabe said.
 

Kate shook her head. “No. I really think I should get back.”
 

Joy flooded through Phil’s veins at her reply. He made a solemn vow never, ever to indulge in his worry that Kate might somehow, in some universe, ever betray him. He was an idiot for letting himself believe it, even for a second.
 

“No come on. Hang on. Just let me finish this. You want any more?”
 

Kate shook her head.
 

Gabe hauled on the last of the joint, then stamped it out in the sand.
 

Kate folded her arms across her chest and looked out over the water.
 

Gabe stared at her with an obvious longing in his eyes.
 

Phil put a hand over his mouth and stared, feeling like he was teetering on a razor’s edge and, despite his earlier promise, letting himself wonder if this had the chance of playing out in some kind of horrible way. What would he do if Gabe tried to kiss Kate and she resisted? What would he do if Gabe tried to kiss her and she didn’t? Again he was surprised by his possible reaction. There was a certain dark allure to Kate caving. A sort of tragic eroticism of her succumbing to instincts she’d followed earlier in her life. It kept him rooted on the spot, leering at them from around the tree trunk.
 

When Kate turned to look at Gabe again, he smiled at her. “I miss you sometimes you know?” he said quietly.
 

Kate’s lips parted. Her eyes moved side to side, avoiding Gabe’s penetrating stare. They both looked a little stoned but still fully in control of their faculties, though maybe devoid of a few inhibitions that had been keeping them in line.
 

The look they exchanged electrified Phil. It was filled with danger. And adventure. Excitement and romance. A glance from another time. A look full of potential and magic. It was terrifying and intensely arousing for Phil.
 

“I…” Kate began. She hesitated. Like there was any other thing to say but I’m not interested. Like there was a choice to be made.
 

Phil even saw the indecision flash on her expression. The look of a former smoker wondering if they could have just one at the bar. Or a former alcoholic thinking they might try and have a glass of wine for Thanksgiving. Or an old girlfriend contemplating what it had been about this guy that had scratched her itch for so long?
 

“I can’t,” she finally whispered.
 

Phil felt like his heart had suddenly gone cold. I can’t. Not no way! Or ew gross! Or you have to be fucking kidding me! My husband is right over there! I can’t was a hell of a lot closer to I shouldn’t then it was to no way! I can’t meant…she might. Given the right set of circumstances.
 

The look that spread on Gabe’s face was as terrifying as Kate’s hesitation. A subtle smugness that seemed to indicate Gabe had gotten the same message from Kate’s response as Phil had. I can’t left room for but maybe…
 

Phil suddenly felt like he had to pee all over again. But no way in hell he was walking away from this now. No way he was leaving Kate in this situation with Gabe looking that way at her.
 

“We used to fuck good, huh?” Gabe said quietly.
 

Kate’s expression hardened. She glared at Gabe and held up a hand. “Stop,” she said.
 

That only caused Gabe’s smirk to spread wider.
 

Phil knew the look. He’d seen it on so many guys. Kate’s stop didn’t mean stop to Gabe in that moment. It just meant he had to find the right strategy. The right combination of words and deeds that would weaken her defences, her sense of propriety, and lube up her will to act.
 

More troubling was that Phil sensed it, too. It wasn’t just Gabe. Even from all the way across the beach Phil could feel Kate’s resolve faltering, her loyalty wavering as she contemplated her past with this dumb jock. It was a psycho-sexual horror movie playing out right in front of his eyes. And he couldn’t tear his gaze away for an instant.
 

“You remember this thing?” Gabe asked, grabbed his crotch and hoisting it up and down a few times.
 

Kate rolled her eyes in a half-hearted attempt at dismissing the question. “Just stop. I’m married. And I’m not going back. No matter what.”
 

What the hell did that mean?!? Not going back? No matter what? It sounded like she was convincing herself and not Gabe.
 

Gabe didn’t seem to mind. Before Kate could do a thing about it he was reaching into his pants. He yanked on his junk. It came flopping out, flaccid but thick and long. Like, really thick and really long. A cock the size of which Phil had seen in one or two porno movies but had convinced himself must be prosthetic because guys didn’t actually have cocks that size.
 

Well, unless Gabe had strapped on a strap on before coming camping it seemed that he was holding his God-given cock in his hand, waving it around to get Katie’s attention.
 

A bizarre excitement shimmered through Phil as he watched her eyes drop to the cock. His own cock hardened when her lips parted and her eyes settled on the slab of meat that had been only a memory for as long as Phil had known her. The memory made flesh caused a strange series of expressions to flash across face. Was that wonder? Awe? Curiosity? Was that…yearning?
 

That last one got Phil’s creative juices flowing. Had him thinking of what it would be like to watch Katie sink to her knees and service Gabe’s organ. Suck on it until it was hard, then turn and present herself for him, pulling her pants down and baring her pussy (which would, of course, be wet) and letting him mount her, her grunts and groans muffled by her mouth being in the sand.
 

What the fuck is wrong with me?!?
 

He was now sporting a fully solid erection. As his perverted arousal tugged at his attention it made him think of his own cock. It was, what? Maybe two-thirds the size of Gabe’s? Maybe half? Somewhere in between, most likely. But nowhere near as thick. Which got him thinking how in the hell had Katie ever fit that thing inside herself? Her pussy was impeccably tight. There was no way it could be stretched to accommodate that sort of girth. Could it? Had her and Gabe even had penetrative intercourse?
 

The thoughts were racing on their now. Out of Phil’s control. At the mercy of the strange arousal gripping his groin and the wrapped around the rest of his body. All he could do was stand and observe as clouds of the most disgusting, degrading things happened to Kate in his brain. It was only when she looked back up into Gabe’s eyes that Phil realized how long she’d been staring at his cock.
 

“Guys are so disgusting,” she said, shaking her head.
 

“Not all of them,” Gabe said, grinning. “Only the good ones. Come on. You’re gonna’ tell me you never think about it?” he asked, self-assured smirk on his face that made it abundantly clear he wouldn’t take no for an answer.
 

Katie rolled her eyes again. She turned and started walking up the beach towards the camp fire.
 

“Hey!” Gabe called out. “Come on!”
 

Phil couldn’t believe it. Like, that was his game? Hey! Come on? This only put a finer point on why Kate had even given him the time of day. Made it painfully clear that she hadn’t terribly interested in long, romantic walks in the evening or philosophical discussions about the nature of morality. Katie had, obviously, been in it for the cock. The jolt that sent through him got him worried he might have to call an ambulance about his heart.
 

“I’m going to sit by the fire with my husband,” Kate said, still walking away. “Put that fat ugly thing away before someone sees it and throws up.” It was too aggressive to be convincing. To full of disdain, like she had something to prove. Like she had to put an exclamation mark on her derision to convince herself, and not Gabe, that she wanted to have nothing to do with his cock.
 

As she walked up the sand Phil realized, at the pace she was walking, she was going to get to the fire before he could get back. Probably start wondering where he was and then Alicia would tell her he’d been gone a long time and that he disappeared in the trees over there. And that she’d have some clue that he’d been spying on her in the darkness. He turned and started making his way briskly through the forest. Threw one final glance over his shoulder to see Gabe stroking his cock out on the beach, staring after Kate.
 

It stopped him in his tracks. He held his breath and stared.
 

A slow smile spread across Gabe’s mouth. “Yeah,” he muttered. “You want it.”
 






Chapter Three

 


He made it back up to the treeline just as Kate was walking into the circle of light cast by the fire. Alicia was on the log where he’d left her, alternately gazing into the flames and staring wistfully into her cup. She looked drunker than when he’d left to pee. He stepped out of the trees, making a big show of doing his pants up. Made it to the log by the fire a few steps before Kate.
 

Alicia looked sideways at him. Her eyelids were droopy and she was swaying a bit. “You end up taking a dump?” she asked, then started laughing at her own joke.
 

“A dump?” Katie asked, looking from Phil to Alicia.
 

Phil tried to give Alicia a warning look. A shut the fuck up glare that she either didn’t understand or didn’t care about.
 

“Either your husband pisses like a race horse or he was busy doing something else in the woods,” Alicia said, giggling.
 

Kate cast a suspicious look at Phil.
 

He rolled his eyes and tried to wave away whatever might be concerning her. Sat down on the log and put his hands out towards the fire. “Getting chilly,” he said. Now that Kate was back with them his pulse had quieted. But his brain had decided to put the vision of Gabe whipping his dick out, on repeat. Like a dirty GIF from some nasty corner of the internet. And what haunted him most was the memory of Kate’s reaction. The long stare she’d given that cock before walking away.
 

“I better get another drink,” Alicia said. She stood up, swayed back and forth a few times, the spun slowly to the left and started traipsing towards her cooler.
 

Kate sat down next to Phil. She huddled up to him against the chill.
 

He turned to smile at her and found her staring intently at him. “You want another drink too?” he asked.
 

“I want to know what you were doing in the woods,” she said, not a single note of humor in her tone.
 

“Kate, come on. Alicia’s drunk. I had to go to the bathroom,” he explained.
 

“What took so long then?”
 

“It didn’t take long! She probably just slammed her drink too fast and got mopey that she didn’t have anyone to hang out with.”
 

Gabe walked out of the darkness across the fire from them. His eyes were bloodshot. He’d undone the top two buttons of his shirt and a tuft of black chest hair was poking out between them. He smoothed a hand through his hair, glanced at Kate and did his tough-guy nod.
 

“Come on,” Kate muttered. She grabbed Phil by the wrist, stood up and hauled him to his feet.
 

“What? Where are we going?” he asked.
 

“Into the woods,” Kate muttered.
 

“What? What for?” Phil asked.
 

She shot a stern glance at him over her shoulder. “Will you just shut up and follow me?” she growled.
 

He let himself be led back into the trees. Into the darkness, far enough out that the light of the fire dimmed. The moon had come out and it made it easier to pick their way through the thickening brush.
 

Kate led him a few more steps, then turned and pressed his back up against a tree trunk.
 

He flashed a funny smile, confused and a little bit worried about her behavior. “Kate what’s going on?” he asked in a whisper.
 

She leaned in, tipped her head to one side and locked lips with him in a lazy kiss. Lazy but pretty nasty, for Kate. All tongue and no romance. It felt a little bit like she wanted to eat him alive.
 

His cock, still inexplicably half-hard from what he’d seen a few minutes earlier, immediately began to engorge from Kate’s lascivious kiss. He met her tongue with his, their jaws moving in tandem as they both succumbed to whatever arousal Kate was experiencing. When she finally pulled away he looked deep into her eyes. “What was that about?” he asked with a nervous chuckle.
 

This was unmapped territory for him. Kate didn’t just get turned on on a dime and drag him off into the woods to make out. That never happened. He hadn’t even thought it was a possibility. Normally when they made love it was all about setting the scene, romantic mood lighting, maybe some low music after a long soak in the tub. It was a little cheesy for his tastes but he didn’t complain. This was…feral.
 

“You sure you didn’t meet anyone else while you were in the woods?” she asked.
 

He shook his head. What was happening? “Kate you can’t be serious,” he whispered.
 

“I’m not,” she said with a giggle. “Not about that. But I am about this.” Before he could react she’d reached into his pants and wrapped her hand around his rigid cock. Her eyes widened, presumably at finding it erect. “Wow,” she said softly. “What’s the occasion?” She moved her hand up and down his shaft, adding a little pressure as she slid along his glans.
 

“Wha—what are you doing?” he asked. The soft skin on her palm felt amazing gliding along his cock. But this was just so unlike anything she’d ever done he was having trouble believing it was actually happening.
 

“What does it feel like I’m doing?” she teased, grinning.
 

“It feels great,” he muttered. “It’s just…unusual is all. I guess.”
 

She leaned in and kissed him again, her hand massaging back and forth. His cock started to leak pre-cum. She rubbed her hand over the head, then slid back along his shaft using the liquid as lubricant.
 

“Oh god, Kate. That feels amazing,” he groaned.
 

“Yeah?” she asked, biting her lip. “How about this?” Sinking to her knees, she pulled his pants down his waist without bothering to undo the button or zipper. It bound his legs together at the thighs. His cock sprang out, wagging stiffly above Kate’s face. She flicked out her tongue and gave the underside a long, slow lick. As she came to the head, she swirled her tongue around the tip, lapping up the thick, clear liquid leaking from it before swallowing it.
 

His jaw fell in shock. This was a whole different woman than the one he thought he knew so well. He gasped when she closed her lips around his cock and hollowed her cheeks. Looking up with wide eyes she started moving her head back and forth along his prick. “Oh fuck,” he panted, staring down at her.
 

The departure from their usual romantic routine was incredibly arousing. His lovely wife getting down on her knees in the forest, a party raging just out of sight. Sucking his cock like she was in a porn movie. Giving him the eyes about it while she did it. His dam nearly burst as he tried to take it all in. “Shit, babe, careful,” he muttered. He pulled his hips back and his cock popped out of her mouth. Closed his eyes and somehow managed to stem the tide of his release. A few deep breaths brought him back from the brink. When he opened his eyes again Kate was clawing her way up his body.
 

She leaned in and kissed him again. This time, through the smell of white wine and marijuana smoke, he got a whiff and a taste of his penis on her lips and tongue. It was kind of gross but in a good way. “Here,” she said, spinning around and placing one hand against the tree trunk. She glanced over her shoulder in the direction of the fire to make sure no one could see them. Then she pulled the elastic waist of her yoga pants, exposing her beautiful round ass.
 

His eyes bugged at the sight of it and opened even wider when she spread her ass cheeks to reveal her plump pussy lips. “Are you…are you serious?” he whispered.
 

She looked up and to one side. “Um…not sure what else I could do to convince you I am. Will you just get in me?”
 

He balked at the question. Thankfully second-head had already taken over the thinking, saving him from saying something stupid. He put his hands on her hips and waddled forward. Reached down real quick and undid the button and zipper of his jeans. They dropped to the ground, allowing him to bend at the knees and get his cock up under Kate’s legs.
 

Before the head of his cock came anywhere near her pussy he felt the damp warmth emanating from it. The smell wafted up between them. It singed his nostrils, hot and sour and a little sweet. His cock throbbed. He pulled her ass apart with his thumbs and tilted his hips. His cock kissed her wet lips. She was so lubricated it slipped between them and up into the foyer of her cunt, which clasped him tightly as he drove in. “Holy shit,” he whispered.
 

Kate let out a sultry sigh and sank back towards him. Her pussy was blazing hot. As he dug deeper some of her wet spilled out over his shaft, soaking his balls.
 

He got about halfway in when he felt a twitch in his ass. Felt like a cramp so he eased himself out and wiggled his hips to try to get rid of it.
 

“Deeper,” Kate said over her shoulder, panting.
 

He tried to oblige. Plunged back into her tight channel and tried to drive himself all the way in. Same problem. A sudden vision flashed before his eyes. Gabe executing this same manoeuvre. Except, thanks to its size, he saw Gabe’s cock plunge all the way up into Kate’s crevice. His own cock stiffened inside her. He pressed his lips against her shoulder blade, stifling another groan.
 

“Deeper,” Kate begged.
 

“I…I don’t think I can. Not in this position,” he said.
 

She reached behind her back and pushed him off.
 

He staggered back a few steps.
 

She spun around on the tree trunk so her back was to it, grabbed the front of his shirt and pulled him in between her legs. “Then do it like this,” she said. She pressed her lips to his, plunging her tongue into his mouth again.
 

He shuffled up against her body.
 

She lifted one leg and put it on his thigh, then did the same with the other.
 

He tipped his hips forward. Again his cock slid between the lips of her pussy and into her. This time she sank onto his lap and he managed to drive nearly all of it inside her hot snatch.
 

“Oh god,” Kate groaned. She closed her eyes and leaned her head back against the tree. Put her hands around his neck and started wiggling her hips back and forth on his lap to get him to fuck her.
 

The woods, the cool night air, the wet snatch milking him, drove him wild. His hips started bucking, his cock fucking in and out of Kate as he stared at her pretty face and the lusty expression on it. As the tension in his crotch tightened, the small part of his first-head brain that was still working, connected a few of the dots from the evening.
 

Kate had smoked a joint with Gabe. Kate came back to the fire and seemed to get, what, jealous? Kind of jealous about him being in the woods. Then she’d dragged him into the forest to get fucked. His cock lurched as his mind distilled the events into a single line.
 

Kate stoned. Gabe. Horny Kate.
 

It sent his midriff into overdrive. He started pounding her hard, her back rubbing up and down against the tree bark. An intense lust gripped him. Fuelled by a certain jealousy of his own and his imagination running away from him with thoughts of Kate’s past adventures. He started fucking her so hard his whole body shook from the force of it.
 

“Oh god yes,” she moaned. She threw her head forward, pressed her lips against his neck and sucked.
 

The deep hickey-kiss, combined with their raw, animalistic fucking in the great outdoors, had his cock at full hardness. Twitching inside her and ready for release. He felt the contractions start in his pelvis. “Fuck. I’m gonna’ come,” he grunted. He pulled his hips back to pull out. Kate had gone off the birth control but neither of them were ready to fully commit to starting a family.
 

Kate’s hands shot from his neck to his ass. Her eyes flew open and she stared into his. “No. Fill me up. Fuck it into me,” she panted. She looked…crazy.
 

It was just as well because at that point he didn’t really have any other choice. He let the pleasure wash over him, thrust his cock deep up into her twat and groaned as the shaft flooded with semen. His hips twitched in an uneven rhythm as pleasure drenched his brain. He savored each twitch and flex. Through the soupy fog of his own arousal he heard Kate moan, then sigh, then moan again.
 

Her pussy squeezed him. It sent more of her juice down over his balls. It clenched and clamped, sucking on his penis as if her body was desperate for seed.
 

At the very peak of his climax he looked to the side and his eyes opened wide.
 

Alicia was standing a few dozen feet away from them, mostly obscured by a tree. She wore a smirk and snickered as she watched him finish the act.
 

The sight of her made him blink and gasp and move to pull out of Kate.
 

Kate dug her nails into his ass. “Don’t stop!” she hissed. “I’m fucking coming all over your cock don’t stop!” She groaned again and her pussy tightened into a hot squeeze that seemed to last forever.
 

When he dared to look off to the side again, Alicia had disappeared.
 

Kate let out a slow sigh. Her body sagged on his lap. She rested her forehead on his shoulder and rolled her head side to side. “Oh my god that was hot,” she whispered. She looked up at him and grinned. “Okay. Ride’s over. You can get off now,” she said before pecking him on the cheek.
 

He slipped his greasy, wilting cock out of her. Pulled up his pants and buttoned them and watched as Kate hiked her yoga pants back up over her butt. He stared at her, still utterly perplexed by what had just happened. “Kate?” he said.
 

She bit her lip and giggled. “Sorry. I get a little horny when I smoke up. You don’t mind though do you?” she asked.
 

He shook his head, managed a smile of his own, then leaned in and kissed her lips. “That was really hot,” he said quietly.
 

“It was really hot,” she replied. “Maybe we can do it again some time.”
 

He nodded.
 

She took his hand in hers, stepped around him and pulled him back towards the fire.
 

Phil couldn’t stop staring at her. She seemed alert, even if she did say she was stoned. She also seemed unfazed by what they’d just done. All those things together had him very confused. He followed her out into the light of the fire and they sat down on the log in front of it.
 

“How about that drink now?” Kate asked.
 

“Sure thing,” he said. He stood up and walked over to their tent. Poked his head in and opened the cooler. Pulled out a tiny bottle of white for Kate and a beer for himself. When he stood up again he saw Kate clapping her hands together and running towards the parking lot. He followed her gaze and saw a group of four women had pulled up in a little Corolla. Ellen, Janice, two of Kate’s best friends, and two women he didn’t know. He walked back to the fire and set the drinks down in the sand to wait for Kate to return.
 

His face turned a deep shade of red when Alicia came strolling up to his seat.
 

She plopped herself down on the log next to him and gave him a playful shove. “Hey lover boy,” she said, chuckling.
 

“I’m really sorry you had to see that,” he muttered, unable to look her in the eyes for his own embarrassment.
 

“I’m not. It was kind of hot. I wish Katie wasn’t such a selfish bitch though.”
 

“What?” he asked.
 

Alicia flashed a wicked grin. “Some of us are horny but don’t have a pretty cock to stuff up our pussies.”
 

His jaw fell at what she’d said.
 

Alicia burst into a loud cackle, threw her head back and slapped her hands on her knees.
 






Chapter Four

 


“Hey can I talk to you?”
 

He turned to face Kate, who’d whispered into his ear. “Sure what is it?”
 

“Hey Janice and Ellen and the girls want to go swimming,” she said quietly.
 

“Okay,” he replied.
 

“Do you mind if I go with them?” she asked.
 

“What? Why would I mind?” he asked, flashing a funny smile. It seemed that Kate’s high was wearing off. He was grateful for that, even though it had inspired their fun in the forest. Her…unpredictability had been a bit frightening.
 

She smirked, looked sideways and bit the corner of her lip. “Things just…those girls get a little crazy sometimes.”
 

“Crazy? What do you mean crazy?”
 

“Oh it’s just these camping trips. They, like, really like to let loose, you know?”
 

“Okay…” He said, furrowing his brow, confused by what she might mean.
 

She sat down next to him, sighed and shook her head. “There’s like…I’m probably…they’re always like wanting to do things like skinny dipping and stuff. I’m not saying it’s gonna’ happen. Just…”
 

“Would I be okay if it did?” he asked. His cock, despite their recent tryst, flexed in his jeans.
 

She nodded at him.
 

He felt something swell in his chest. Was this really happening? Was this a dream? Now Katie wanted to go skinny dipping? “Are you serious?” he asked.
 

“I mean…if it makes you uncomfortable then just tell me. But I think I’ll just stay here if that’s the case. I have a hard time…regulating around those girls sometimes.”
 

He shot her a funny smile. What a strange thing to say. “I mean…do you want to?” he asked.
 

She sighed and looked side to side. “No, you know what? I don’t want this to cause any problems. I’ll just stay here. It’s nice and warm by the fire.” She cuddled up against him.
 

For a fleeting moment he felt a wave of relief. A vague sense of dread came creeping in right after it. He glanced at Kate, who seemed perfectly content sitting next to him, head on his shoulder. It was he who didn’t feel perfectly content. Not with himself, anyways.
 

When he was younger he’d always been the most risk-averse of his friends. Scowling at their crazy schemes and dangerous pranks. He’d always been the one pointing out what could go wrong. He’d been the one they all ignored and rolled their eyes at. He’d been the one the girls would always giggle and whisper about, even when things went wrong. He’d been the uptight nanny, scolding and ruining everyone’s fun. He hated it. Even when he had been right. He hated, more than anything, being labelled as un-fun.
 

Part of the reason he’d fallen so hard for Kate was that it had felt like she was on his side. She, too, didn’t enjoy dangerous adventures. Or violent, physical sports. Or adrenaline-chasing hobbies. She was totally satisfied spending a Friday night eating popcorn and watching movies. At home. Where it was safe.
 

But now his vague feeling of unease began to spread. From his chest, where it had started. Down to his guts and groin. A discomfort born of the possibility that he was denying Kate something. Even though she seemed perfectly content next to him. All she wanted was to go out and have a good time on her camping trip. He’d agreed to come. He’d done it because he loved her. And he wanted her to be happy. Standing in the way of her doing something goofy and harmless seemed…pathetic. He put an arm around her shoulder. “Hey,” he whispered.
 

She looked up and smiled at him. “What’s up?” she asked.
 

He forced the most genuine, warm smile he could muster. “If you want to go it’s totally cool,” he said.
 

She narrowed her eyes and studied his. “I don’t know. Are you sure? It’s already so awesome of you that you came. I don’t want to do anything that…”
 

“Hey,” he interrupted. “You’re right. I did come for you. But not to keep you chained next to me all night where I can keep an eye on you. You want to let loose? Knock yourself out. Just…maybe don’t do anything, you know, that might sully your good reputation.” He added the last part in his best Victorian English.
 

Her smile faded and she looked at him with a shocked expression. “Phil I could never cheat on you,” she said.
 

His whole body went cold and stiff and he struggled to suck in a breath. “Wait, what?” he muttered, his voice raspy.
 

Her demeanour changed instantly. She beamed at him, then giggled. “Phil,” she said, leaning in and pressing her forehead to his. “I was joking.”
 

“Oh! Oh! Right! Of course!” he said, coughing up a nervous laugh to pretend like he’d been in on it the whole time.
 

“You’re awfully jumpy for someone who just got laid,” she whispered, smiling.
 

He didn’t know what to say to that. Truth was he was feeling jumpy. But the last thing he wanted was for that to get in the way of Kate’s good time. “Would you get out of here before I change my mind?” he said.
 

She pecked him on the cheek. “I love you,” she said. “You’re the best.”
 

He turned on the log and watched her skip to the tent, then disappear into it. When he turned back around he found Alicia had sat down next to him. He immediately blushed at the memory of her watching them in the forest. “You feeling better?” he asked, looking away.
 

“Better?” she asked.
 

“You seemed kind of glum earlier.”
 

“Oh that. Yeah. I took care of it. I can get a little gloomy if I drink alone sometimes.”
 

They stared into the fire for a while. After a few minutes the din across the fire quieted. When Phil looked up at the partiers, almost every one of them was staring past him. He turned to see what had dampened the party and nearly fell off the log.
 

Kate was crawling out of the tent. She was wearing almost nothing. Two tiny straps of a string bikini held in place two patches of fabric over her nipples and were the only support for her abundant breasts, which swayed below her chest. As she emerged and stood up on two feet he saw that the bottom of the two-piece was just as revealing. Spaghetti straps up over her hips and a triangle of fabric covering her pussy.
 

His jaw fell and his heart thumped like it wanted to abandon ship.
 

“Dayum!” someone called out. A few whistles and cat calls followed.
 

To his enormous shock, Kate rolled her eyes, shook her head, then struck a pose that made her body look twice as sexy.
 

“I’d fuck that in a…”
 

Phil couldn’t make out the end of the sentence. Kate burst into a run down to the beach. Tits flopping, ass flapping up and down as she ran. Almost all of the guys shouted something. A few clapped their hands. All of them kept their eyes glued on her until she disappeared into the darkness. It took a few moments, and more than a few insinuating looks exchanged, before the party got going again. When he turned to look at Alicia she was staring at him with a very sombre expression. “What?” he asked.
 

She looked sideways in the direction Kate had disappeared, then back at him. “You…are you okay with that?” she asked.
 

He wasn’t. When Kate had mentioned skinny dipping he’d considered it in the abstract. A sort of moral question. Of course he was fine if she wanted to have a skinny dip. Who cared? But seeing all those guys ogling her, and thinking there might be more than just the girls down by the water, had his heart pumping and his blood churning through his veins. His ears started to ring. He felt a little dizzy. He shook his head to shake off the shell-shock of what he’d seen. Now that he’d agreed to it though he could only imagine how lame he’d look, running a towel down to the water and insisting Kate get out so he could cover her with it. “Yeah. Totally. Why not?” he lied.
 

Alicia chewed on one corner of her lip. Her eyes focused on the sand. She looked like she was contemplating something quite deeply. Weighing whether to make a difficult decision or not. Not gloomy, like she had been earlier, but definitely very serious. She looked sideways at him. “It’s nothing,” she said, shaking her head.
 

That only piqued his curiosity. Maybe even worried him a bit. Did Alicia know something he didn’t? Was there something she wanted to tell him? Did it have to do with Kate and her state of undress? “No come on. It’s alright. You can tell me.”
 

She thought long and hard again. “Just never mind. Pretend I didn’t say anything.”
 

Not wanting to be a nag he tried to drop it. Sat there staring into the fire. But all he could think of was that Alicia had something in her brain, some tidbit of information about Kate, that had caused her worry. And it felt like there was nothing he could do to convince himself not to want to get it out.
 

The last thing he wanted was to be branded a nag, or a worry-wart. But it just kept gnawing at him. When he heard shrieks and laughter and splashing coming from the water he was gripped by an intense desire to run down and see what was happening. He rubbed his hands together, then wiped his sweaty palms off on his jeans. Stared into the fire some more before glancing at Alicia.
 

She was watching him like a hawk.
 

“What?” he asked with an awkward laugh.
 

She sighed, then stood up and looked around at the other partiers around the fire. “Why don’t we go somewhere a little more private?” she said.
 

He half-smiled at her, unsure of what to make of the invitation. “Uh, why?” he asked.
 

She sighed and looked like this was decidedly not the conversation she wanted to be starting at a party. She leaned down over him. “Because I’m pretty sure you’re not going to want anyone else to hear what I’m about to tell you.”
 

His heart felt like it had turned to stone. He felt his face turn ashen as he stared up at Alicia.
 

“It’s not that big of a deal,” she said, shaking her head. “So don’t worry about it. Just come with me.”
 

When he stood up his knees were weak. Somehow he knew, just knew for certain that this had something to do with Kate. His beautiful wife, who was acting very strange, and whose friend Alicia had known for far longer than Phil. What else would he not want anyone else to hear about? He walked after her stiffly as she slipped into the forest. Past the tree where he and Kate had done it not too long ago. Down towards the water where, not long before that, he’d spied on Kate getting hit on by Gabe. “Where are we going?” he whispered.
 

Alicia turned around and pressed a finger against her lips. She walked right up to the edge of the treeline and waved for him to follow.
 

He walked up behind her and peered over her shoulder. His heart squeezed when he saw Kate up on the dock, drink in hand, swaying and swinging to a non-existent beat like she was in the center of the dance floor. He’d never seen her like that. Wild and outgoing, shameless about dancing almost nude in the moonlight while her friends laughed and splashed around her.
 

She was…beautiful. More beautiful than he’d ever seen her. And she was using the gift of her natural beauty like a magnet. Drawing men’s gazes to her seductively undulating curves. Looking like she was basking in their attention and loving it.
 

As his eyes scanned the rest of the beach they fell on the outline of Gabe. Leaning against a tree, eyes locked on Kate’s gyrations, a beer in one hand, the other over his cock. Kneading it. “What the hell?” he whispered.
 

Alicia turned to look over her shoulder at him. Their eyes met.
 

He shook his head. “She’s not usually…” he said, then trailed off.
 

“Like this?” Alicia offered, finishing his thought for him.
 

“She’s not,” he confirmed with another shake of his head.
 

“Yeah,” Alicia whispered. “She is,” she added. “Or, was, anyways.”
 

He turned and looked at her.
 

She was staring out over the water, watching Kate with a somewhat wistful expression.
 

“What are you talking about?” Phil asked.
 

Alicia took a deep breath and turned to face him. “Katie was kind of a slut when I first met her, Phil,” she said quietly.
 

Again he felt the blood drain from his cheeks. His eyes darted out across the water, to the dock where Kate was still twerking and spinning, arms flailing in the air. “What?” he said, more to himself than to Alicia.
 

She seemed to understand that he needed some time to process what he’d just heard. She stood there next to him not saying anything until he turned to look at her again.
 

His insides felt liquefied. His whole reality was tipping upside down and he felt like he was falling even though his feet were rooted to the forest floor. “What the hell is that supposed to mean?” he asked, his voice barely above a breath.
 

Alicia turned to face him. She put a hand on his arm and looked right at him, her eyes full of sympathy. “Please don’t get upset,” she said.
 

“I’m not,” he lied. Or, half-lied. He was getting upset. Seeing Kate like this was deeply disconcerting. At the same time it was like seeing the final petal of a flower opening to the sun. Seeing her looking this sexy, obviously turned on enough by…something, to drag him into the forest for a quickie. He winced when he thought of that. Because it was so glaringly obvious that whatever was turning her was extra-marital in nature. It was outside the boundaries of them. Outside of their union. And now he had a hint as to what it was from Alicia. A past life he didn’t know about? Was she craving a return to wilder times? That sent a pulse of electric energy travelling down his spine. It settled in the space where his balls met his cock and started buzzing.
 

“That’s good,” Alicia went on. “Because it’s…it’s nothing personal.”
 

“What do you mean personal?” he asked.
 

“I mean…she was always kind of wild. At least those first few years I knew her in college. She…really liked to party.”
 

His cock throbbed, then began hardening, his eyes locked on Kate as her dancing continued. He didn’t even care if Alicia saw it. He was trapped in a trance, Alicia’s hints about Kate’s past twining together with his arousal at seeing her sexy moves was like a knot tightening around the base of his cock that wouldn’t let any blood out. “Party how?” he whispered, though he had more than a small suspicion of what Alicia would share next. His body was humming with sexual energy.
 

“You came down here earlier, didn’t you? When she was on the beach alone with Gabe?” Alicia asked.
 

He didn’t see the point in keeping up his charade that he hadn’t. Alicia obviously knew more about this whole situation, and possibly his own feelings about it, than he felt like he knew himself. “So?” he said.
 

“And you liked it?” she asked quietly. “Same way you do now?”
 

His head snapped to the side in time to see Alicia’s eyes fall to his crotch. He moved to put a hand over his crotch and cover his shame but what was the point? It was all out now. And to this woman he barely knew. That was actually comforting, somehow. That he could work through this with someone he wasn’t close to. Too bad it had to be Kate’s bestie.
 

Kate looked up at him and shrugged. “It’s okay. You don’t have to be ashamed. She dated a guy like you once.”
 

That got his ears ringing again. His palms started to sweat. “What do you mean a guy like me?” he snapped.
 

“A guy that liked to watch,” Alicia explained.
 

“I don’t…what? What are you talking about?”
 

Alicia said nothing. Just glanced at his groin again, then looked out over the water.
 

The realization that there was nothing left to hide trickled out of the base of his brain and drizzled down his spine. Hot and sticky like warm honey. He looked down at his cock. It was pressing against the front of his pants. It ached for more of Kate’s love. He shook his head. “What the fuck is happening?” he whispered.
 

A shout from the beach snagged his attention. He turned his head just in time to see Kate pull the drawstring of her bikini top. He gasped as the strands of fabric fell away from her body. Covered his mouth with a hand when her breasts were exposed. Her nipples were stiff and her tits shook and slapped against each other as she continued dancing. He watched her pull on the string on her hip. As it fell away his eyes sank to the line of her cunt. He gasped again as she jumped off the edge of the dock, tucked her knees under her chin in mid-air and wrapped her arms around them. The noise and splash from her cannonball entry into the water shook him from his stupor.
 

His eyes darted to Gabe leaning against the tree. He was wearing a smirk now, his long, thick cock hardened in his pants. He was staring at the spot where Alicia had disappeared into the water. When she emerged, head tilted back, breasts bared as she pulled her hair out of her face, he rubbed his hand along the length of his cock.
 

It sent another tremor racing through Phil, seeing that. It also nudged his mind in a strange direction. He’d imagined what Kate might look like with Phil. It had happened in the past, after all. It was possible. Now, with everything that was happening, Kate skinny dipping and Alicia narrating her past, confessing she’d been a slut, made him wonder and even pine for it becoming probable. He shook his head again trying to shake the thought out.
 

“I can help you, Phil,” Alicia said quietly.
 

“Help me?” he asked.
 

“I can help you get what you want.”
 

“What are you talking about now?” he asked.
 

“Kate loves it when someone watches. It really gets her off. It’s how she met Gabe. When she was with that other guy. John, or something, I think his name was. She told me so many stories. Nights of never-ending orgasms. Getting fucked by Gabe while John watched her and jerked off.”
 

The heat that had started in his face bled down to his chest and stomach. It felt like a fever but without any of the nasty bits. No headache or chills. Just pure arousal. Kate had fucked Gabe while her old boyfriend had watched? What the hell?!?
 

The short squeal of a siren, followed by yellow lights flashing somewhere in the vicinity of the fire, made him crane his neck in that direction to see what was up. “What the hell was that?”
 

“Park rangers,” Alicia said. She stepped around him and started walking back up towards the fire through the forest. “Party’s over for the night.” She turned and looked over her shoulder at him. “You let me know if you want my help, Phil. And don’t feel bad. Sometimes things that seem weird at first turn out to be…natural.”
 

He opened his mouth to reply. But by the time he’d thought of what to say Alicia was a few dozen feet away, slipping out of the woods and towards the fire. He turned to see Alicia jogging out of the water, her body glistening wet in the moonlight. He watched her skip to the dock and don her tiny bikini. He grabbed his cock and squeezed it in the hopes it would ease the pressure in his balls.
 






Chapter Five

 


When he got back to the fire there was a ranger’s truck parked in the lot behind the tents. Lights flashing, headlights casting a harsh glare on the revellers by the fire. A couple of rangers were talking in hushed tones to Ellen and Janice, who were nodding. A few moments later Janice turned around, put both hands around her mouth and was about to shout when one of the rangers tapped her on the shoulder and shook his head. She grinned and said “oh, right.” She turned and stage-whispered to everyone listening. “Parties over for tonight guys!”
 

Everyone was very good-natured about the interruption. It was past eleven, after all, and they were all in their thirties. Too old to make a fuss. Someone poured water over the fire and people started crawling into their tents. A couple of girls started cleaning up empties from around the fire. Everything was very civilized.
 

The rangers looked on for a while. They nodded their approval, returned to their truck and backed out of the parking lot to disappear around the curve that led to the front gate house.
 

Phil looked down towards the water. He was more self-conscious of his still stiff cock now that there were more people around. Thankfully with the fire out it was mostly just headlamps and the single orange light over the parking lot. Not enough for anyone to see he was aroused. He saw Kate stumble out of the darkness. She was wrapped in a towel. Alicia had her arm around her shoulders and was whispering into Kate’s ear. When she saw Phil watching them she looked away quick enough to make him certain she was discussing something illicit.
 

He watched Kate’s expression change as Alicia continued to whisper. Her intoxication seemed to evaporate. Her eyes sharpened and widened. Her lips parted and she glanced at Alicia. They walked up to where he was standing. When he looked at Alicia, she smiled. He looked back at Kate to find her staring at him intently. Like she was searching for something in the contours of his expression. “Hey,” he said quietly. “You have a good time?”
 

Kate glanced at Alicia, who took her arm off Kate’s shoulder and took a step back. “I think I’ll leave you two lovebirds alone for the night,” Alicia said. Kate turned, wrapped her arms around Alicia’s neck and they hugged for a while. Alicia finally pulled away, muttered a quiet “g’nite,” then walked around the extinguished fire and into the pup tent she’d pitched that afternoon.
 

He turned to Kate again. “Ready for bed?” he asked.
 

She nodded. She was wearing an odd expression herself.
 

He couldn’t be sure but he had a strong suspicion Alicia had already divulged what had happened in the woods. That she’d shared his secret.
 

“You’re not mad?” Kate asked. She pulled the towel tighter around herself.
 

“Mad?” he bluffed. “About what?”
 

A few moments of silence passed. Then Kate reached out and took his hand in hers. She led him towards their tent. Dropped to her knees and crawled in, then popped out head-first, held up a hand and crooked her finger, beckoning him inside.
 

He followed. Falling to his knees he crawled into the damp, dark space and fumbled around until he felt his unrolled sleeping bag. Without taking his clothes off he lay down on his side, pulling a pillow up under his head. His eyes adjusted to the light and he watched Alicia pull on a hoodie and her yoga pants. She pulled on another pair of sweats over those. She always got cold at night. She lay down next to him, her nose nearly touching his, and smiled. “So you’re not mad then?” she asked.
 

“I told you I don’t know what you’re…”
 

“Alicia told me, Phil.”
 

Her confession felt like running into a concrete wall at high speed. Suddenly there was nowhere to hide. Kate was right there, staring at him. In possession of a dark secret he hadn’t been privy to just a few hours earlier. But what really triggered him and got his imagination running, was that she looked intrigued, of all things. “Alicia’s got a big mouth,” he muttered.
 

Kate leaned in and kissed him oh so gently on the lips. She looked at him with wide, shining eyes. “I’m sorry I took my swimsuit off at the lake,” she whispered.
 

“I…it’s not…” he stammered. He twitched when he felt her palm graze the outline of his cock through his jeans.
 

“You’re not sorry though, are you?” she whispered.
 

“Katie…it’s not…” What? He had no plan on how to finish the thought.
 

Kate seemed unfazed by his stammering. She gripped his cock more firmly and rubbed it, all the while staring into his eyes.
 

He was mesmerized by the way she was watching him. Sweet Katie looked like she’d suddenly turned sultry vixen that was ready and raring to go for a good time.
 

She smiled again. “Did you see me naked out there?” she asked, though by the way she was smiling he was certain she already knew the answer.
 

He nodded, words failing him again.
 

“Did you like it?” She gripped him harder still. Then her hand slipped under his belt, down his abs and her warm, moist palm wrapped around his cock.
 

He knew as it was happening that that was the moment he would remember for the rest of his life. The feeling of something shifting between them. A sort of erotic record scratch, Kate grinning now as she stroked his pulsing cock and feathered his balls with her fingers. Kate felt…empowered by his arousal. “I don’t…I don’t know what to say,” he said, giving his head a shake.
 

She pulled her hand out of his pants. Slowly undid his zipper and button. Tugged on his belt and loosened his pants some more, then tugged them down under his ass and over his hips until they were down around his thighs. She reached into his underwear and pulled his cock out.
 

He drew in a sharp breath. His eyes fell to his crotch. Kate’s slender hand looked so dainty and lovely. Seeing it wrapped around his veiny organ, the most primitive tool known to man, sharpened his arousal. “What’s happening?” he whispered, looking into her eyes again. “Why are you doing this?”
 

Kate shrugged and smiled. “Did you go into the woods to spy on me when I was on the beach with Gabe?” she asked.
 

He furrowed his brow and contemplated lying to her. Made a mental note to give Alicia a piece of his mind when he saw her the next morning. But the memory of Gabe whipping out his dick and shaking at Kate sent more blood surging to his own cock.
 

A wild light danced in her eyes as she felt him harden in her hand. She looked down at what she was holding and traced a circle around the head with the pad of her thumb.
 

He squirmed and his toes curled at the jolt of pleasure that sent racing through him. A small part of him felt like he should resist. Tell Kate she had this all wrong. That he had no interest in fantasizing about her with her ex. A far bigger, far louder part of him was howling a call of the wild. A call to the unexplored taboo far outside the safe boundaries of their marriage. He felt like a cornered animal, not knowing which way to run. A slight panic gripped him. “She told me what you were like,” he blurted.
 

Kate looked down at the pillow then back up at him. Her grip on his cock tightened and she gazed into his eyes as she stroked the shaft. “What I was like?” she asked.
 

The question seemed insincere but thrilling. An insinuation more than a query. An acknowledgement that she knew what he was talking about but wanted to tease more need out of him. “She said…she said you were a slut. Kind of a slut,” he muttered. He regretted saying it almost as soon as the words were out of his mouth. What a horrible thing to say. To call your wife a slut, even if it had been Alicia who said it first. “I’m sorry,” he whispered, wishing he could take it all back.
 

To his shock, instead of being outraged, Kate moved her head even closer to his. “So what if I was?” she asked.
 

His jaw dropped. He groaned as she jerked his cock in a slow, steady rhythm. When he looked into her eyes he was met with an excitement he’d never seen in them before. “You never said anything,” he whispered.
 

A soft smile curled the corners of her mouth up. “You never asked,” she whispered back. She leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. Soft and romantic the way he was used to her doing it. Except now she was pulling on his prick and on the verge of divulging the secrets from her past. “Does that turn you on?” she asked.
 

Hearing the question posed out loud was jarring. It forced him to confront an uncomfortable reality. One he realized then he’d been hiding from. It did turn him on. Something about imagining Kate fucking another guy turned him right on. He shook his head to try and deflect. “I don’t…I don’t understand what’s happening,” he said.
 

For some reason this made Kate burst into giggles.
 

For some reason her giggling got him chuckling. Even as she kept working his cock with her hand, the pleasure of that twisting together with the absurdity of the situation. He felt the urge. The need. He rolled towards her and grabbed the elastic of her sweat pants to tug them down her legs.
 

Her free hand shot to his chest, her eyes sparkling with mirth. She pressed him onto his back. Got up on one elbow and, still holding his cock, pulled the hoodie off over her head. Her heavy breasts sagged out drawing his attention.
 

He felt a little sheepish staring at them. He found himself wondering how much of human progress had been driven by this particular evolution of the female anatomy? How many mountains had been scaled, great works of art created, empires formed and felled by the promise of the sight of a woman’s tits? He banished the lewd thought. How were men not yet above this?
 

Again the urge came. Stronger this time. He made to get up, intent on removing his own clothes, mounting Kate and fucking all the confusing feelings out of himself and into her cunt.
 

She surprised him with her strength as she kept him pinned to the sleeping bag with just a hand on her chest. “Unh-uh,” she said, shaking her head and smiling. “I’m in charge.”
 

Her statement was utterly disarming. Never once had she said anything like that before. Never once had she taken charge. And never once had he seen a look in her eye like she was giving him now.
 

Letting go of his cock she deftly swept her sweats and yoga pants off her legs, leaving only the tight white thong she’d put on covering her sex. Her nipples had stiffened and her skin was crawling with goosebumps from the chill night air.
 

“You’re gonna’ be cold,” he whispered.
 

She chuckled as she swept a leg over his chest, then shuffled up to cover his mouth with her panties. She pinned his arms to the ground with her legs, reached back and jerked his cock a few times. “There’s only spot I need to keep warm,” she whispered. She ran a hand through his hair, then pulled her underwear to one side. Wiggled forward and settled her cunt on his mouth.
 

He groaned as he sank into a part of his mind he’d never inhabited. It was dark and warm and there was nothing else there but the sensory barrage of Kate’s snatch. The silky texture of Kate’s pussy lips on his mouth. The hot wet stink of estrogen in his nostrils. The mucus leaking from out of her onto his tongue. The way she towered over him, looking down with a wicked smile, dominant and formidable like she’d never before, either.
 

“Eat,” she ordered.
 

The command made him shudder. His cock throbbed with a painful arousal. He felt a desperate urge to touch himself and at the same time a sort of comfort in knowing he couldn’t. Kate was in charge. He was hers to do with as she pleased. After years of carefully choreographing every sexual encounter her sudden spontaneity proved a remarkable aphrodisiac. But it was her dominance that really roped him in. In a strange way it was liberating. Freed from being the driver of their sex life, he felt like he could finally fully enjoy the view as a passenger.
 

He licked back and forth along the line of her entrance, gazing up into her eyes and hoping for her approval.
 

She smiled and rubbed her thumb on his cheek. “Not like that,” she said. She settled lower on his face, pressing her labia and clit into his mouth. “Like this,” she whispered. “Suck. Suck my clit into your mouth.”
 

He groaned as he followed the order. Sucked her clit into his mouth like she’d asked.
 

Kate let out a slow, breathy sigh. She put her hands on her breasts and squeezed them. Rubbed her vagina on his face like she was marking him with her scent. “Harder,” she ordered. “Suck it harder.”
 

His cheeks hollowed as he suckled on the tiny bundle of nerves. The way her body undulated at the oral attention sent a shudder racing down his body all the way to the tip of his cock. He groaned and closed his eyes as she mashed his face with her vagina, unexpectedly delighted at being so thoroughly used by his woman. He felt her shudder. Her thighs squeezed against his cheeks. Her pussy started lubricating, liquid pouring from it down his chin and onto his neck.
 

She put both hands on the sides of his head.
 

When he opened his eyes again he found her staring down at him, excitement and lust in hers.
 

She bit her lip and started rocking back and forth. Greasing his whole mouth and face as she ground against his lips, chasing her orgasm. “Fuck,” she whispered. “You’re gonna’ make me come with your mouth.”
 

He groaned at the dirty talk. Dirty talk, he decided in that moment, was amazing. So much better than any of the sweet things she’d whispered into his ears over the years as they’d made love. It felt like his heart was cracking in two, a fresh love for this dirty, used Kate spilling from it. How many men had she done this with? How many men had she ordered to suck her clit while sitting on their faces? A dribble of liquid spilled from his cock at the thought.
 

“Oh god. Oh god Phil. Suck it. Suck it hard,” she whispered.
 

His jaw was sore. His cock was so hard it felt like it was going to pop without any touching. He sucked her clit deep into his mouth and licked side to side with his tongue.
 

“Oh fuck,” she seethed through clenched teeth. Her body shook, breasts swaying side to side as she came. Her pussy hole squished above his chin and his mouth filled with the salty brine of her snatch juices.
 

He moaned, aghast at how much he’d enjoyed making her orgasm this way. He stared up and watched for the post-orgasmic calm on her expression as the tension of her release faded. It never came.
 

When she opened her eyes they were like lasers burning into his brain. Pinpoints of naughtiness and mischief that precisely betrayed her state of mind. Kate was pleased. Kate had enjoyed herself. Kate wanted more.
 

The realization left him breathless. Even as she swept a leg over his body and rolled onto her side. When she cupped his chin in her hand and locked lips with him in a greedy kiss she seemed, at once, to suck what little air was left out of his lungs. She was the demon, he the spirit. And she was feeding on him, nourishing her own power with his breath and life force.
 

His only option was surrender. He cherished every passing second of this new imbalance between them. Felt as safe within her warm embrace as if he’d crawled back into his mother’s womb.
 

She pulled away and caressed his cheek. Her head moved side to side. “You never told me about this,” she whispered.
 

“I didn’t know,” he replied.
 

She smiled at his response. “You like it when I’m naughty.” A statement not a question.
 

He let out a guffaw, more out of shock at having this curtain on his personality pulled back than anything else. “I guess I do,” he said.
 

“God that’s so hot,” she whispered, breath trembling, eyes fluttering shut.
 

He wished he had a camera to snap a picture of the way she looked. Kate looked like a part of her that had been missing had just been put back in it’s place.
 

“I can do naughty if you want,” she said.
 

His mind began to contemplate all the potential that statement unlocked. He liked naughty, as it turned out. Kate could do naughty. But could they handle putting the two together?
 

A far more urgent need distracted him from the question. He glanced down at his cock to find it leaking, spilling droplets of thick, clear liquid. He groaned. “Babe?”
 

“What is it baby?” she whispered.
 

“I’m so hard right now. Can we…”
 

She grinned at the unfinished sentence. His put on modesty ingrained by years of tame, romantic sex. “If I’m gonna’ do naughty for you you have to do it back,” she said. “What do you want?”
 

A slow smile spread across his mouth. “Can we have sex?” he asked.
 

She smiled wider. Kissed the tip of his nose and let her hand wander down his torso to cup his balls and the root of his cock. “No,” she whispered.
 

His smile faded, a puzzled expression replacing it. “What?” he asked. “Why?”
 

“’Cause that way it’ll be more fun. Promise. Trust me. Do you trust me?” she asked.
 

It wasn’t lost on him that this was probably the most important conversation they would ever have. “Completely,” he replied.
 

She kissed his nasty mouth again, her tongue lashing against his like she was trying to clean all of her own juice off of it. She let go of his balls and trailed a finger up the underside of his cock. Pressed her thumb against his frenulum and started gently rubbing.
 

He groaned. His hips twitched. He wanted desperately to be inside her but would take what he could get. He turned his head, nuzzling between her breasts. “Oh fuck babe,” he groaned. “I’m gonna come.”
 

“Yes you are,” she whispered back.
 

He felt the first twitch of an orgasm. His eyes shot open and his head snapped down to his crotch. The pleasant pleasure of her thumb stroking him was gone. Her hand was hovering over his erection, fingers waving like she was casting a spell to coax his semen out. It came. Shooting in erratic spurts, bubbling and frothing from his urethral opening. Absent was the pleasure that normally accompanied the contractions. His hand jerked off the sleeping bag and towards his crotch. A desperate attempt to finish himself properly so he could at least have some peace from the oppressive arousal that had gripped him all evening long.
 

She caught him by the wrist and pinned it back down. Her eyes drifted to his groin and she watched with wonder as he endured the spoiled orgasm. “So hot,” she whispered as his cock flexed and twitched. Her eyes wandered back to his. “So hot,” she echoed.
 

If it had happened any other time he probably would have been upset. But seeing her so captivated, her attention so focused on him and his body’s reaction to…whatever it was that was happening between them, had him entranced with her as well. So hot. He couldn’t have said it better himself.
 

He lay there and watched her pull the hoodie over her head and her pants back on.
 

She crawled into her sleeping bag and turned her back to him. Smiled over her shoulder. “Cuddle me for a while?” she said.
 

He pulled his pants up and buttoned them. The fabric of his underwear rubbing against his penis made him groan. When he curled around her she wiggled her ass against his jeans.
 

“Hey Phil?” she whispered.
 

“Huh?”
 

“No touching yourself for the rest of the weekend, ‘kay?”
 

His stomach coiled. He stifled another groan. “Babe I…”
 

“No touching,” she said.
 

“Why?” he asked.
 

She smiled wider. “’Cause I’m in charge. And I said so. Do you trust me?”
 

He nodded.
 

“Then promise me you won’t.”
 

He nodded again. “I promise,” he said.
 

She smiled, gave a nod, then closed her eyes.
 

He pressed his head against the pillow, determined to not just endure but relish this new, exquisite torture she was inflicting on him. He clenched his jaw and did his best to smother the impulse to run out into the woods and jerk off. He heard her snoring gently a few minutes later and braced himself for what was sure to be a long and sleepless night.
 






Chapter Six

 


Pissing through an erection was no fun at the best of times. Trying to keep the stream from splashing all over the outhouse seat behind the parking lot was near impossible. He did his best and wiped up his mistakes before squirting some hand sanitizer on his palms and working it in.
 

He had managed to get a few winks, but only few. Felt like he’d downed a half bottle of hard liquor the night before though. His head was groggy, his thoughts shrouded in a fog of sexual need and frustration. He walked across the parking lot towards the tents.
 

Around the campsite people were crawling out of theirs. Looking just as bleary-eyed as he felt and trudging past him to relieve themselves. Janice and Ellen were sitting on the log by the fire, camping mugs filled with steaming coffee in hand, wrapped in winter parkas and shivering against the cold.
 

He walked over to the campfire that had been re-lit. Plucked a fresh mug off the picnic table and poured out a cup from the carafe next to it. It was piping hot and the caffeine hit his brain almost instantly. His grogginess cleared but the sexual fog lingered, infecting any thought he tried to have.
 

Kate is naughty.
 

That thought took precedence over all others. It played over and over in his mind as he relived what had happened the night before. Someone nudged his hips and he turned to see Alicia standing next to him. Remembered the promise he’d made to himself to give her a piece of his mind. Somehow didn’t feel the impulse any more.
 

She grinned and winked. “I knew it,” she said.
 

“Knew what?” he asked, eyes narrowing in suspicion.
 

“I knew I was doing you a favor by telling her,” she said.
 

He heard Janice and Ellen’s hushed conversation quiet. Turned to see them studiously acting like they were minding their own business but obviously trying to listen. Took Alicia by the elbow and walked her towards the trees and away from the fire. “What are you talking about?” he asked.
 

Alicia chewed her lip and smiled. “Did you have a good time last night?”
 

His face heated instantly as he realized she was talking about what had happened after she’d left him and Kate alone. “It was fine,” he said, doing his best not to be pulled into whatever game it was she wanted to play.
 

Alicia glanced down at his crotch and smirked.
 

He knew he was hard because his cock felt like a heavy log poking straight out from between his legs. He also knew there was nothing he could do about it so what was the point in feeling ashamed? The shame came anyways. He so very badly wanted to keep his promise to Kate from the night before. But was she really going to make him walk around with a hard-on for everyone to see for the next two days? “Mind your own business,” he muttered, turning so she couldn’t check him out again.
 

“Oh come on, Phil. Don’t be a moody grump. I did you a solid and unlocked your sweet wife’s nasty side for you. You’re not even going to thank me?”
 

He rolled his eyes and tried to think of a clever retort but none would come. Truth was Alicia was right. Whatever secrets she’d divulged had somehow unlocked the nasty side of Kate he hadn’t even known she had. He wasn’t about to start thanking her about something so personal, though. “Just…what the fuck?” he whispered.
 

Alicia snickered next to him. “What do you mean what the fuck?” she asked.
 

He glanced at her then at the tent where Kate was still sleeping. “How…how did I not know this about her? How could she not have told me? How can you keep something like that from your husband?” He was more shocked than angry about Kate’s past. Still, it stung a bit that she’d kept something so…intimate about herself, a secret from him.
 

“Oh don’t be like that,” Alicia chided. “Did you give her a list of all the women you ever fucked before you said I do?” she asked.
 

He shook his head. He hadn’t. But that was mostly because he hadn’t been some Don Juan. He’d been with a few women, sure. But he hadn’t been a slut. He looked sideways at Alicia to see her staring out over the lake. The question came to mind quickly but it took a while to find the courage to ask it. “How bad was it?” he said quietly.
 

“How bad?” she asked, obviously not understanding what he meant.
 

“I mean how big of a slut was she?”
 

Alicia’s scowl deepened. She shook her head. “Why does it always have to be like that?”
 

“Like what?”
 

“Why does it always have to be how bad a girl is if she wants to have some fun? She liked fucking. Who doesn’t? She was young. She didn’t do anything wrong. She doesn’t owe you anything about it.”
 

He tsked and shook his head. “I didn’t mean it like that I just…”
 

“No, I know you didn’t but you still said it like that. Didn’t you? I’d be sorry that I spoiled your pristine princess for you except I didn’t, did I?”
 

He looked down at his shoes.
 

“No. I didn’t. You like it. You like that your perfect Katie used to be a whorish slut.”
 

His cock gave an embarrassing twitch at her description. Again, she was right. He did like it. He wasn’t sure what that made him but he couldn’t argue the point with her. Not in good faith.
 

“Oh god stop that,” Alicia chided.
 

“Stop what?” he said, unable to keep the gloomy note out of his tone.
 

“You’re getting all cerebral and depressing about this. Your wife used to party, dude. She was wild. And you like it. Give her a fucking hall pass for the weekend and enjoy the ride. Get your rocks off and I’ll take a box of chocolates and a bottle of red once you come around.”
 

There were almost too many things to parse in what she’d said. He fixated on the one he didn’t understand. “Hall pass?” he asked.
 

She looked up at him in disbelief. “Oh my god,” she said, shaking her head. “Sometimes you’re so Leave it to Beaver it’s unbelievable. Give her a blank dance card. Permission.”
 

“Permission for what?” he said, wincing as he tried to understand what she meant.
 

“Permission to fuck some other guys, dumb ass.”
 

That rattled him to his core. Like, he could literally feel his bones shaking in his skin. “What. The. Fuck?”
 

Alicia sighed. “Walk with me,” she said. She took a sip of her coffee and started off towards the water.
 

He glanced back at the tent, hoping to see some sign of Kate stirring so he could make an excuse not to have this crazy conversation with her friend. No sign. Meanwhile Alicia was already a dozen steps away. And, whether he liked it or not, seemed to hold both clues and answers to this new puzzle that was Kate. He jogged to catch up to her. “What the hell do you mean let her fuck other guys?” he hissed at her.
 

When they were out of earshot of Ellen and Janice, Alicia turned to face him and smiled. “You know for a creative you sure don’t seem to have a lot of imagination when it comes to this,” she said. “You’ve got an opportunity here, Phil. Kate’s having a moment. Reliving her racy past and partying like she’s still in college. I can one hundred and fifty percent assure you that if you told her she could indulge in a little sexual nostalgia she’d be all over it. Hell, she’d probably drop to her knees and give you a blowjob about it. She’d be thrilled. You’d have her heart forever.”
 

He frowned. At the mention of an instant blowjob as much as at him having Kate’s heart forever. “I already have her heart forever,” he muttered. “We’re married, remember?”
 

“Right,” Alicia replied. “So there’s no need to worry that this would change anything between you guys. She’s yours. Why not let her have some fun?”
 

He thought about that for a while. She wasn’t wrong. Still, something felt off about it. “Isn’t the idea to not let your spouse cheat?” he asked, a little worried Alicia was going to ridicule him again.
 

“It’s not cheating if you let her, Phil. It’s a hall pass. Permission.”
 

He thought about that even longer. His unflagging erection about the whole topic weighed on his mind. Thinking about Kate getting it on with someone else was hot. But it was hot because it was tucked neatly inside his brain. Where it couldn’t hurt him. Where he could fantasize about it and not have to deal with the fallout.
 

Alicia put a hand over his and looked into his eyes. “She wants it, Phil. She wants it bad. I saw it the moment you guys showed up yesterday. She’s got the old itch again and it needs a scratch. If you let her do this…you’re not going to regret it. I promise you that. You’re going to be living in sexual heaven, I’m telling you.”
 

His mind immediately went back to the previous night. Kate ruining his orgasm then rolling over and going to sleep. He was still confused about why she’d done it. He didn’t hate it. It had been kind of hot, feeling like she was taking control of the direction of their sex life. But would that last?
 

“Phil I bet if you crawled inside your tent right now and stuck your hand between her legs you’d find a sticky wet pussy ready to do whatever you want with…”
 

“She didn’t let me come last night.” The thought spilled out unbidden. A coprolalia induced by Alicia’s constant repetition of the sexual rewards Kate was going to shower on him if he gave her a hall pass. He wanted to kick himself for saying it but it was too late to take it back. Or do anything else but endure the shame and embarrassment of sharing it with Alicia.
 

“Wait, what?” Alicia asked, looking puzzled.
 

“Oh god I’m such an idiot. Just forget I said anything,” he muttered.
 

“No, wait,” Alicia said, touching his arm. “You can be honest with me. I won’t spill to anyone. Promise.”
 

She looked sincere when he glanced at her. And he sure could use a friend to get through the next few days. Even if it was Kate’s BFF. He glanced to the side to make sure no one could hear them. “It’s not…she did…oh god,” he groaned. “This is too personal.”
 

Alicia rubbed his arm. There was kindness in her eyes. “Just take your time. Trust me I’ve heard it all. Hell, I’ve seen a lot of it with my own eyes.”
 

He had to wonder what she meant by that. But he didn’t have space in his head for the conversation to go veering off in some other direction. He took a deep breath, then sighed. Leaned in close to Alicia to whisper. “What I mean is she did make me…you know. Just not…she, like, stopped. Right as it was happening.”
 

A knowing smile spread across Alicia’s lips. She rolled her eyes. “Oh my god that is so Katie,” she said.
 

His chest tightened and his stomach, too. “What? It is?” he asked.
 

“Oh she was always playing games like that with guys,” Alicia explained.
 

His eyes widened. Another curtain pulled back on Kate’s bizarre, lewd past. “Why?” he asked.
 

Alicia shrugged. “I don’t know. Why do we do any of it? Control? Domination. Submission. Arousal. Who knows what’s going on in her head but who cares? Did you like it?”
 

This was entering even more personal territory. Admitting that he had to Alicia felt something like rolling over and exposing the softest part of his belly. And not just to her. To the whole world. Knowing there was someone there that knew this about him was…scary.
 

“Phil. You can trust me,” Alicia said quietly.
 

He pressed his lips together and pondered whether that was true. “I kind of did, yeah,” he said after a silence.
 

Alicia smiled wider. “I knew it,” she said.
 

“What?” he asked.
 

“I just knew you were the type. I asked Kate at your wedding if she was going to try and bring you around. She said not unless you brought it up. That she was done with that unless you somehow, magically expressed an interest. Frankly I’m surprised it took this long. She has a real nose for cucks.”
 

The last word wormed into him and gave him a very uncomfortable feeling in his stomach. “Bring me around to what?” he asked.
 

Alicia sighed. She took a sip of her coffee, made a disgusted face and threw the rest out. “Ugh. Cold already,” she muttered. “Bring you around to watching her fuck other guys, Phil.”
 

The now familiar tremor rippled through him again. Kate wanted that? How had she kept it a secret for so long? It was almost too much to process. “Hey Alicia?”
 

“Hmm?”
 

“What’s a cucks?”
 

Alicia put on an expression that looked like she was a school teacher about to explain, for the umpteenth time, what should have been very obvious. She snickered. “Cuck, Phil. Cucks is plural. It’s short for cuckold. Guys that like it when their wives, girlfriends, whatever, fuck other guys.”
 

He blinked and his eyes widened. “There’s a word for that?” he said. Suddenly he didn’t feel like such a freak. There were more guys out there like him? That was…reassuring. Almost comforting. That he wasn’t some freak of nature who had a bizarre fantasy that no one else had.
 

“Phil,” Alicia said, her voice low. “Go crawl into that tent. Tell her what you want. Because I know this is what you want. I can fucking smell it off you not to mention you’ve had a boner the whole time we’ve been talking and I can only assume it’s not my bedhead that’s doing it for you. This will change your life. In the best possible way. Trust me. Go. Go to her, Phil. Tell her what you told me. And tell her what you want.”
 

He stared at Alicia for a long time. In the back of his brain he entertained the possibility that this was some elaborate, immature prank. The kind people played in college. Humiliating someone for some laughs. But Alicia didn’t look anything like that. She really, genuinely seemed like she was just trying to help. He couldn’t quite bring himself to trust her. “If this blows up in my face…” he said, then trailed off.
 

“If this blows up in your face it blows up in mine. Not in a good way, either. Kate and I are friends. Why would you think I’d do anything to hurt her? Or you? You’re her husband.”
 

That logic seemed solid. He stared longingly at the tent again.
 

“Do it, Phil,” Alicia said. “Like I said you can thank me later.”
 






Chapter Seven

 


He zipped up the tent flap after crawling inside. Kate was still snoring despite the fact someone had turned up the music outside. People were mingling and talking around the fire. Beers had been cracked. He crawled up next to Kate and lay down. Gazed at her serene expression as she slept. His heart squeezed at how beautiful she was. This all felt very dangerous now that he was next to her. Far more dangerous than just hashing it out with Alicia had been. He was a step closer to making it real and that was scary as fuck. He reached out and put a hand on Kate’s arm. Gave it a rub.
 

She stirred. Her nose wrinkled, the her forehead. Her eyes fluttered open and met his. A sleepy smile stretched across her mouth. “Morning,” she said, voice froggy.
 

“Morning,” he whispered back. “Did you sleep okay?”
 

She gave a few slow nods. “Did you?” she asked.
 

He shrugged. “It was alright. Looking forward to being back in our bed, though. It’s a little uncomfortable on the sleeping mat.”
 

Kate poked an arm out of the sleeping bag. She put it on his chest and ran it down, past his stomach, past his pelvis, to the lump of his cock at the front of is pants. Her smile widened. “Did you keep your promise?” she asked, a devilish look creeping into her eyes.
 

He chuckled and blushed, embarrassed by the question. “I kept my promise,” he whispered.
 

She leaned in and kissed him on the lips. “Good boy,” she whispered.
 

It made the hairs on the back of his neck stand on end. He smiled, awkwardly this time, as he looked into her eyes. “What are you doing?” he whispered.
 

She returned his smile with a warm one of her own. “Just having some fun. Are you having fun?” she asked.
 

He thought for a few minutes, studying her eyes and trying to glean some understanding of what she was up to by the way she was looking at him. It all seemed very playful and innocent, with a slight edge of danger and excitement. “I think I am,” he said. He closed his eyes and sighed as she rubbed his cock through his jeans with her hand. “Oh god, Kate. I really need it.” He opened her eyes to find her smile had widened.
 

“I can tell you do. Do you want to stop? Or do you want to keep playing?” she asked. She squeezed his cock then pulled her hand away.
 

The absence of her touch made it feel like his entire soul was compacting inside him. Sucking up all the parts of his person and compressing them into the space between the back of his nuts and the tip of his cock. Her question sounded more like an invitation. An invitation to dance. An invitation to step outside their ordinary selves and live a totally different life for a while. He hadn’t expected to encounter anything like this on this stupid reunion camping trip. It excited him that there were parts of himself, parts of Kate, they hadn’t shared with each other. “Alicia said I should give you a hall pass.”
 

For a split second Kate looked a little startled. After a moment’s pause she snorted out a laugh that she followed up with a chuckle. “Well that’s not what I expected to hear first thing after waking up,” she said. “Why don’t we…walk it back a little. When did you talk to Alicia?”
 

“You were still sleeping. I was out getting a coffee and she came up and started talking to me. About you. About…things you used to do. Things you used to like. Things you might…still like.”
 

She sighed and caressed his cheek with her hand. “Don’t let her get into your head. She can be a scheming little bitch sometimes,” she said.
 

“She’s scheming? Why? Hey what did she say to you last night?”
 

Kate smiled again. “She’s scheming because she was just as big of a slut as I was back in the day.”
 

He shuddered at hearing her admit to being a slut. But a warmth blossomed inside him. A warmth that made him feel hungry and thirsty. Not for food and drink but to satisfy a different kind of need. “She was?” he asked.
 

“She was,” Kate replied. “The difference between me and her was that she’d always end up feeling guilty about it.”
 

His eyes widened. “And you didn’t?”
 

“Nope,” she said.
 

He shook his head. He still couldn’t believe it. He couldn’t believe Kate had ever been like that. A new urge welled up within him. He wanted to know that woman. Kate the slut. He wanted to know what she was like. He wanted to witness this alleged debauchery with his own eyes. “You never told me about any of this,” he whispered, doing his damn level best not to sound pathetic. “Why?”
 

She looked to the side as she pondered the question. “I mean, I was being cheeky last night when I said it but it really is the truth. You never asked. It’s a little difficult to find the right time to casually bring up ‘oh hey, by the way I used to fuck a lot of guys when I was younger.’”
 

I used to fuck a lot of guys when I was younger.
 

Each word of the sentence was like an warm blade being slowly stabbed into his gut. He curled up on the sleeping bag, his cock throbbing with need, his guts twisting with jealousy and excitement.
 

“Does it hurt?” she asked. “To hear that?”
 

He drew in a breath and held it as he chose his words carefully. He couldn’t even explain how it hurt. It was so weird. He wasn’t a masochist but it was almost like he enjoyed the pain it brought. “I’m not sure I know how to say this,” he whispered.
 

“But you kind of like it?” Kate asked.
 

He pinched his brow. “I think so?” he said. “How is that possible?”
 

Kate’s eyes closed for a moment as she drew in a breath and nibbled on the corner of her mouth. When her eyes opened again they were filled with warmth and affection. “Because you’re a cuckold, Phil. I knew it from the moment I met you. I knew this was inside you.”
 

He shook his head. “How? Why didn’t you say something?” he asked.
 

“Umm, see my last answer? Kind of hard to bring that up out of the blue. And…I thought you needed time.”
 

“For what?”
 

She shrugged. “To come to it yourself, I guess. Let me put it this way. How do you think you would have reacted if I’d come to you and asked if it would turn you on if I slept with another guy?”
 

He scowled. “Probably not great,” he admitted.
 

“Right. Our marriage was amazing from day one. I didn’t feel like I was missing out on anything. Why upset the apple cart? We were having a great time. We still are. We just…ended up here somehow.”
 

All the threads of the last twelve hours twined together in his mind. “Because of Alicia?” he asked.
 

“I guess. Partly.”
 

“Because of Gabe being here,” he said, his mood darkening a shade.
 

“Maybe. I don’t know. I didn’t know he was going to be here. When I saw him…you know what? I’m just going to give it to you straight. Is that how you want it? You want me to just tell you everything?”
 

He thought about that for a long time. “I think so,” he finally replied.
 

“Yes, Alicia is a scheming bitch sometimes. Yes, she probably whispered a few things in our ears that pushed us closer to this place. No, I didn’t do too much to stop her. I guess I knew when I saw your reaction to Gabe being here that we might end up at this place. And I didn’t want to drag you here but, and I’m just being honest, I didn’t exactly put up a bunch of road blocks to it either.”
 

That made his mood go darker still. His jealousy morphed from a pleasant warmth to a cold, slicing thing. “Because you want to fuck him?” he demanded. He felt a real emotional wobble coming on. Like things might get ugly if she said the wrong thing. When she touched his cheek he flinched but somehow kept himself from succumbing to the anger bubbling in his gut.
 

“You’re getting ahead of yourself,” she said quietly.
 

“Well? Do you?” Another piece of the puzzle fell into place in his mind. “That’s why you said you’re in control last night? Isn’t it?” He didn’t like the way his voice sounded. Angry and spiteful. Was she trying to pull one over on him? Was this something she’d cooked up with Alicia? Had she actually known he would be here? Was this just a ploy to fuck her ex-boyfriend one last time?
 

“Phil,” she said, quietly but firmly. “You’re getting ahead of yourself. Last night was a game. You said you enjoyed it. I said I was in control because I think it’s fun. And I saw that you liked it. A game is pretend. If you like feeling like I’m in control we can keep playing. If you don’t we can stop. I want us both to be happy. More than anything. I’d never do anything to jeopardize that.”
 

Her words soothed him. He felt a little sheepish. This was Kate. His wife. She’d never done anything to hurt him. How could he have even suspected her of it? “I’m sorry,” he muttered.
 

“No need to be. It’s a delicate subject. Sometimes you’re gonna’ have feelings about it.”
 

He glanced up at her, the question she hadn’t answered on the tip of his tongue. “So do you?” he asked.
 

She wriggled forward and pressed her forehead against his. Her hand fell between his legs again and she gently brushed her fingers along his stiff cock. “Whether I want to fuck Gabe or not is irrelevant right now. What matters is what you want,” she said.
 

“But you’re in control,” he shot back, still sounding grumpy.
 

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “What I’m trying to tell you is that you are. Part of the game is pretending that I am.”
 

Suddenly it dawned on him just how dense he was being. His lovely Kate, who’d apparently known this weird thing about him the whole time, was doing her best to gently draw this out of him. To introduce him to a part of himself he didn’t know about. And he was reacting with a jealousy and resentment he hadn’t thought he was capable of. “I’m in control,” he said quietly.
 

Kate smiled. “You’re in control,” she confirmed. “If you want to play the game, because it’s fun, we can both pretend I am.”
 

He thought about that a good long while. Thought about the space in his mind he’d inhabited when she’d mounted his face the previous night. How warm and safe he’d felt in her loving hands, his mouth between her legs servicing her. The game was fun. He’d liked it. And she’d liked it, too. And now his sense of adventure was returning. With it the ferocious lust his anger had quashed. “So what happens next?” he asked.
 

Kate smiled. “That depends. Are we playing or not?”
 

He paused and thought some more. “I think I want to,” he said.
 

Her smile widened. “In that case you go and get me a coffee like a good boy,” she said quietly. “And when you get back we’ll think of a safe word.”
 






Chapter Eight

 


Chortie’s.
 

It was perfect. The name of the restaurant they’d gone to for their first date. He still remembered what she’d ordered for dinner. Crab cakes and a salad. The word filled him with a warm nostalgia for those first few months of their relationship. He clung to it in his mind like a security blanket.
 

Safe word. Safeword. They had a safe word now. Like a couple of kinky swingers. He was in control and they had a safe word. They were only playing like Kate was in control. It was all almost a little too much. It made him giddy the way he remembered being when Christmas was coming.
 

Kate, his wife, had a torrid sexual history. It still needled him a little that she hadn’t told him. But all her explanations as to why seemed reasonable. And now, with his safe word, he was entering her world. Being drawn into the orbit of the Kate he wanted so desperately to know when he’d found out she’d been a slut. Maybe she’d even be a slut for him? If he let her? If the game where she pretended to be in control was played right he’d become one of the cool kids, too.
 

He still wasn’t quite sure about being a cuckold. Kate had explained it all as she’d sipped her coffee. Reassured him that lots of guys wanted it. That there was nothing wrong with it. It was just a different kind of sexual arousal. Heck, these days people did all kinds of crazy sexual things. Tying each other up and blindfolds and being cuckolds and stuff. It filled him with a nervous excitement but it was hard to climb over the huge taboo of letting his wife sleep with another man.
 

But she’d walked that back, too. Told him they didn’t have to do anything he didn’t want. She was in control. He was in charge. That’s how she’d finally framed it and he’d really liked that. Now, waiting for Kate to emerge from the tent, he was buzzing with energy and felt like he needed to walk or run some of it off.
 

The tent flap zipped open and Kate came crawling out.
 

Watching her stand up took his breath away. And it wasn’t just her stunning body, displayed in a pair of cute, tight half-pants just a touch too small for her plump ass and a bra-like tank top that squeezed her tits together. It was the way other heads turned to stare at her. Male heads. It seemed like nearly all the other guys there took at least a few moments to check her out. Some of them smirked. Some of them rolled their eyes. All of them knew Kate-of-the-past. All of them except Phil.
 

She flashed a smile, tucked her hands into her pockets, then proudly pranced over to where Phil was standing. It was hard to tell if she was oblivious to all the attention she was getting or just ignoring it. She stood up on the tips of her toes and kissed his cheek.
 

The kiss, and the simultaneous attention from the onlookers, warmed his cheeks. Not in the best way. He’d never quite gotten used to the idea of being married to a bombshell like Kate. Woke up feeling lucky and grateful for it every day. But in the back of his mind there always seemed to be a lingering doubt. A reluctance to feel fully secure in the status of their relationship. It wasn’t something that bothered him normally. It was easily quarantined in his mind with all the other trivial worries in life. But now, with the discovery that Kate enjoyed sexual games, that she seemed to enjoy the idea of becoming a vixen again, it ballooned into a far larger anxiety.
 

“Can I get another cup of coffee?” Kate asked with a smile.
 

“Sure thing,” he muttered. It was a simple request and one he wouldn’t have given a second thought to a few minutes ago. But now that they had started their little game, now that Kate was in control, it sent him into that calm and quiet place in his mind. He could feel everyone watching him obediently doing her bidding. In a different context he may have found it emasculating. Humiliating, even. The submissive husband shuffling across the campground to fulfill his wife’s wish. Strangely, he felt none of that. He somehow enjoyed the fact that, according to the rules of the game, he didn’t have a choice.
 

He poured out a mug of coffee, walked back to where Kate was waiting and handed it to her.
 

Kate put a hand on his neck and rubbed his cheeks with her thumb. “Good boy,” she said quietly.
 

Somewhere behind him someone snickered.
 

He couldn’t be sure it was about what Kate had just said. Her voice had seemed to quiet to carry any distance beyond him.
 

“Hey after I finish my coffee do you want to go for a hike around the lake?” she asked.
 

“That would be great,” he replied. Just what he needed. A brisk walk to take his mind off of everything that had happened last night and this morning. And hopefully to quash some of the arousal throbbing in his crotch. He stood with his hands in his pockets, kicking at the sand as Kate wandered over to Janice and Ellen and sat down next to them.
 

He resisted the urge to follow her. He winced as she leaned in closer to them and whispered something. Janice and Ellen started laughing. His mind bolted into a gallop at what she’d said. Was she talking about him? Had she just shared what they’d talked about? Was she divulging the secret about his desire and how well it meshed with her own?
 

You’re being ridiculous, he thought to himself. She had literally just come clean about everything. They’d had one of the most intimate conversations of their marriage thus far. Why would he assume she was betraying him? He took his hands out of his pockets and set out towards the beach at a brisk pace. He swore to himself he wasn’t going to let his suddenly growing insecurities turn him into a nervous wreck.
 

The voices of the other campers receded. The ensuing silence brought a pleasant sense of serenity. He hoped there was no one on the beach so he could pace back and forth along the shore in peace and sort out his thoughts. As he crested the dune of sand separating the beach from the campground his back stiffened. Gabe was standing, shirtless, by the water. Fishing rod in one hand, line cast out a few dozen feet. Beer can in a coozie in the other, taking an occasional sip as he waited for a bit. He was facing sideways to Phil and for a moment Phil thought he could take a few steps backwards and out of view.
 

Gabe turned almost immediately to look at him.
 

Phil froze.
 

After a moment’s staring at him, Gabe cracked a grin, did that tough-guy chin-tilt at him, then tipped his head to one side, beckoning Phil to join him.
 

Phil’s stomach sank a level. This was the last thing he needed. He’d been looking for a moment’s solace and now, to not be rude, he’d have to make chit-chat with the very source of what was troubling him. Gabe. But turning around and walking away after he’d obviously seen Gabe’s invitation would have left him feeling twice as bad.
 

You can do this, he thought. Pasting on a big, fake smile, he strode confidently over towards Gabe, giving him the same chin-tilt in greeting. “Hey,” he said.
 

“Hey brother! What’s good?” Gabe asked, grinning.
 

The greeting twisted Phil’s guts. You showed my wife your dick last night. That good? was the first reply that came to mind. He bit his tongue and smiled wider instead. “Oh, you know. Trying to clear out the cobwebs from last night,” he said, twirling a finger next to his head. He nearly winced as the words came out of his mouth. He’d never been comfortable around jock-type alphas, wannabe or not. He hated the lingo. Hated the swagger. Hated the bro-ness of it all. And while he hadn’t been bullied or anything, going through for an arts degree he’d always been convinced of their smug disdain for him as he walked through the front foyer of his college dorm carrying his sketchbooks and pencil cases.
 

That memory jolted him into a realization. The stark contrast between him and Gabe was one facet of his worry about the game with Kate. Tanned, toned, waxed Gabe with his morning beer and fishing line. With his square jaw and his big cock he swung around at whatever struck his fancy. Standing next to him was…humbling.
 

Phil thought himself an attractive guy. But next to sportsman Gabe he felt like a wiry, pasty nerd who didn’t know how to talk. What really got him about that and made his stomach start twisting and turning again, was the question it posed. How could Kate go with a guy like that then turn around and marry a guy like him? The question made him a little queasy and got his tummy twisting again.
 

“Cobwebs?” Gabe asked, cocking one eyebrow.
 

“Just…too many drinks last night,” Phil muttered.
 

“Oh. Right. Cool,” Gabe replied. He took a sip of his beer, set it down on the sand, then reeled the line in a little. “You havin’ a good time? Must be a little weird getting dragged to your wife’s reunion camp-out.”
 

“It’s alright,” Phil lied with a shrug. “I know some people. Kate really wanted to come and, well, you know. Happy wife, happy life. Amirite?” Again he had to stifle the urge to cringe at what he’d said. A glance at Gabe’s left hand revealed no ring, making his attempt at bro-talk feel even more pathetic.
 

“Huh,” Gabe said, smirking. “Sure. I guess.” He reached down, picked up his beer and downed it. Then he crushed the can and put it into his pants pocket. A long, awkward silence stretched out between them.
 

After a minute or so it started to become unbearable for Phil. He glanced up at the dune. “Well I should probably…”
 

“I guess you know we were a thing, right?” Gabe asked before he could finish the sentence.
 

Phil felt his neck heat. The color moved forward to his cheeks. He felt stupid for being embarrassed. But he couldn’t help but think of everything Gabe was insinuating with that statement. You know I used to stick my dick into your wife, right? You know your wife used to be my little slut, right?
 

“Oh. Right. Yeah, right,” he said, cool as a hot tamale. He kicked at the sand.
 

Gabe glanced at him sideways. “You and me we’re cool though, right?” he asked.
 

Phil felt himself wither under Gabe’s stern gaze. It hadn’t even really sounded like a question. More like an order. You and me, we’re going to be cool, dude. He scoffed at Gabe. “What? Yeah. Totally cool,” he said.
 

He felt like kicking himself again. He was acting like a total ass, like he’d reverted to his nineteen year old self and couldn’t hold a conversation. Why? He dealt with Gabe types all the time at work. Most of the execs were like him. But most of the execs hadn’t had their tools up Katie’s duff. The thought nearly made him groan. At the same time his cock started to engorge. Fuck, not now, he thought. He took a few slow, deep breaths. Quietly so Gabe wouldn’t notice. He flexed his ass and his thighs trying to draw blood to other muscles. It mostly worked.
 

More silence followed as Gabe reeled in more line.
 

Phil wanted desperately to leave. But doing it right after what Gabe had just asked felt…awkward? No. Pathetic? Maybe. Humiliating? Definitely. He stood his ground, mind screaming like a jet engine as he tried to think of something pithy to change the subject.
 

“You know you fucking won the big one with her, right?” Gabe asked.
 

“Huh?” Phil said, still wandering through his thoughts and not sure what Gabe was talking about.
 

“Marrying her, I mean. What a fucking prize, man,” Gabe said.
 

“Oh. Oh! Right. Yeah, totally. Right. No she’s great for sure,” Phil said.
 

“Great?” Phil shot back, his brow arching. “She’s fucking one in a million, dude.” He snorted out a laugh. “Like, back in college everyone was on her. Not just that way, either. I mean, like, guys were lining up with rings, man.”
 

“What?” Phil gasped.
 

Gabe laughed. “I don’t mean for real or anything. I mean she’s got that bangin’ bod so, yeah, everyone wanted a piece of that.”
 

There was nothing Phil could do to keep his erection down this time. It sprouted like a spring flower in his pants, his cock thickening and pressing against the front of his pants.
 

“And dude,” Gabe went on. “She was always down for a good time,” he said with a grin. He turned to look at Phil, eyes narrowed. “She still nasty?” he asked.
 

Phil felt like he was going to faint. He couldn’t bring himself to look directly at him. Every few seconds he stole glances at him out of the corner of his eye, Gabe’s inquisitive stare and lewd grin burning a hole in the side of his head.
 

Again he felt like he was a decade younger. Back in his school days, overhearing a lineup full of jocks whisper, then laugh as he walked by with his art supplies. And just when he thought digging a hole in the sand and crawling inside it was the only move he had left, a thought struck him from exactly nowhere.
 

Why the fuck am I putting up with this? I’m the guy that fucking married her!
 

He stood up a little straighter and turned to face Gabe.
 

Gabe, smile still pasted across his mouth, gave an encouraging nod.
 

Phil answered with a smile of his own. A bizarre sense of calm descended upon him. I’m the one she married. The thought echoed in his mind. He realized that was the source of his sudden tranquility. Not just that. Somehow it gave him power. “You know, actually, she’s not really,” he replied without batting an eye. He watched the wind get sucked out of Gabe’s sails with a benign curiosity.
 

“Oh,” Gabe muttered, turning to look out over the lake.
 

And just like that it felt like the tables had turned. What was more, Phil realized Gabe hadn’t been trying to embarrass or humiliate him, or dominate him about his past relationship with Kate. He’d just been trying to connect. Make some guy talk. He walked up and stood next to Gabe, staring out over the lake with him. “Why?” he asked quietly. “Was she nasty for you?”
 

Gabe’s head turned very slowly towards Phil. The grin re-cracked on his lips. His eyes narrowed. “Duuuuude,” he purred. “Do I got some stories for you!”
 






Chapter Nine

 


Fifteen minutes later Phil was still standing in the same spot next to Gabe. Sweating heavily, his mind spinning off an endless string of visions based on Gabe’s retelling of Kate’s debased exploits from back in the day.
 

“So she’s naked, right? On her knees on the carpet those fucking glorious tits swinging side to side and I’m just using her mouth with my dick, right? Like just fucking those pretty lips she’s got all puckered up. And everybody’s around us in a big circle, drinks in the air, cheering us on. We’re all fucking plastered,” he said, chopping at the air with his hand. “And then I like, go over the edge, right? Just blow it all over her face and her tits in front of everyone. It’s, like, totally wrong on so many levels but, like, totally hot.”
 

Phil swallowed back the knot that had formed in his throat and tugged at his shirt collar. He glanced at Gabe. “Dude,” he said.
 

“Right?!?” Gabe asked.
 

“That’s so raunchy,” Phil said. His heart was racing. Sharp bursts of adrenaline swamped through his body every few seconds. His cock was throbbing and he was as turned on as he could ever remember being.
 

“Totally raunchy,” Gabe said, nodding and grinning again.
 

Phil couldn’t help but wonder if this is what it was like to be one of the guys. Talking about your wife or your girlfriend like she was an object. A doll and not a person. Not someone with feelings and needs and desires but a cum-dumpster. Useful for lots of things but mainly for one’s own sexual gratification. Because watching Gabe as he told these stories certainly made it seem like that was the case. Gabe didn’t seem to have any shame or remorse about telling them. Didn’t seem in the least bit concerned that he might be violating Kate’s sense of privacy, or any sense of decency about their past together. These stories were just…glue. The glue that held guys like Gabe together in groups. Small-group primate glue. Gabe was just gluing Phil into the in-group.
 

Which gave him a very nefarious idea. “Wow. That’s so intense,” he said, giving his head a shake.
 

Gabe glanced at him again. His eyes darted to Phil’s crotch and he grinned wider still. “Got your bone on about it, huh?” he asked, chuckling.
 

And where, under ordinary circumstances, Phil would have found this deeply humiliating, in the current circumstances he recognized it as an opening. “Man she never does that kind of stuff with me,” he said.
 

Gabe looked out over the lake and shrugged. “Meh. I wouldn’t worry about it. Sometimes chicks get the ring on and bam! Sluts-no-more. Seen it happen all the time.”
 

Phil nodded sagely. “Yeah. For sure. Just sounds so hot though, even just hearing about it,” he said. “Almost makes me a little jealous.” Strangely, articulating his jealousy seemed to diminish some of it’s grip on him. “Kind of makes me wish I’d known her back then,” he added. He turned his head ever so slightly to watch Gabe. Sure enough he saw the wheels in his brain groan to life, a series of expressions passing over Gabe’s face that indicated he was…thinking.
 

He saw the light bulb moment, wide eyes and all. Watched Gabe’s eyes darting side to side as he tried to hurriedly construct what he hoped would be a proposal he could work with. Turned and looked away when Gabe drew a breath and turned to look at him.
 

“Hey Phil?” Gabe asked.
 

“Hmm?” Phil replied.
 

“Hey man I don’t want to be, like, rude or anything so if you’re not into this then just, you know, say it right off the bat.”
 

Phil’s stomach warmed as he turned to Gabe. He had him right where he wanted him. “What’s up?” he asked, trying to sound like he had no clue what was coming.
 

Gabe glanced over his shoulder, then leaned in. “If you, like, if you wanted to ever see something like that I’m, uh, I’m pretty sure I could make it happen.”
 

Bam. Jackpot.
 

“What?” Phil whispered.
 

Gabe leaned in closer still. “Honestly? Between you and me? I think…I think she’s still hungry for it.”
 

Phil stifled a laugh. “Hungry? Hungry for what?” he asked, putting on a most perplexed expression.
 

Gabe scanned their surroundings.
 

To Phil’s astonishment he stuffed a hand down the front of his pants and, before Phil could react, hauled out his manhood. “Check it out bro,” he said, wagging his dick at the lake.
 

“Wow!” Phil said, turning and looking away. He was suddenly glad not to have spent any time in locker rooms if this was what went on in them. “My dude! Put that thing away!” he said, laughing.
 

Gabe chuckled but obliged, tucking his penis back into his pants. “Pretty awesome, huh?” he asked.
 

Another glance at Gabe made it apparent how pleased with himself he was. How proud he was of this natural gift of an above-average organ. As if it were an accomplishment, something he’d earned and not just a random stroke of genetic luck. And somehow that was just kind of…pathetic?
 

“I’m telling you, man,” Gabe went on. “Babes’ll do a lot of crazy shit for a dick like that.” He glanced at Phil. “Bet I could get old Kate to come crawling back out and put on a show for you. If you wanted,” he added with a shrug.
 

With that it dawned on Phil that he’d been making all the wrong assumptions. About Gabe. About Kate. About the whole situation. Gabe wasn’t a threat. Gabe wanted to be friends. He was even willing to fuck Phil’s wife about it. And even though he was a little dense he had a good intuition about women. About Kate.
 

And Kate. Kate wanted this. He could see that now. She’d been biding her time while they’d been married. Knowing he was a cuckold and that he’d be into this. It had jarred him when Alicia had said it, then shocked him when Kate had confirmed it. He’d gotten suspicious. Jealous, in the bad way. But now, having talked to Gabe, he realized nothing bad was going to come of it.
 

Kate would only play their game if he said she could. Gabe was feeling proud of his big ding-dong and what it might turn Kate into. And Phil, when he bored right down to the heart of the truth of it, really wanted to watch Kate get fucked. And that was that. “I don’t know, man,” he said to Gabe. “I don’t think she’s like that any more. Big dick or not I don’t think she’d ever go for something like that.” He felt bad goading Gabe for his own selfish reasons.
 

“Dude you are so wrong,” Gabe said, laughing. “I mean it! I could totally prove it to you.”
 

Phil smirked and shook his head. “I don’t think so,” he said.
 

“Oh yeah?” Gabe shouted. He flashed a wide smile. “You just watch, bro! You just watch!” He threw his head back and laughed.
 

Phil marvelled at the strange bond they’d just formed. Just guys being guys. Felt kind of nice.
 

“Man they’re just not biting today,” Gabe said. “You fish?”
 

The violent swerve in the conversation nearly tore Phil’s head off. “Uh…no. Not really the outdoors type, actually.”
 

Gabe let out another hearty laugh. “Shit, man. This must be a double bummer for you then. Stuck with a bunch of people you don’t know and sleeping in the great outdoors.”
 

Phil chuckled. “Well, now that you put it that way, yeah. It is kind of a double bummer. Maybe don’t tell Kate I said that next time you’re talking to her,” he added. Next time you’re swinging your dick in her face. His brain served up the thought from some unknown corner of itself. He savored the warm bath of jealousy it brought.
 

“I freaking love the outdoors man. I couldn’t imagine working all cooped up in an office eight, nine hours a day. Filing reports and shit? Hell, no. I think I’d go insane.”
 

Phil wondered if all guys were capable of this. Going from talking about fucking women to fishing, to work like it was all part of the same thought soup in their heads. “Oh yeah? What line of work are you in?” he asked.
 

Gabe turned to look at him and scowled. “Are you asking me my business?” he said, voice low and near a growl.
 

The question, and the look on Gabe’s face, jangled Phil’s nerves. Had he really overstepped? He didn’t spend a lot of time around people like Gabe. Was this inappropriate? Asking about someone’s job? Was he really this bad at being a guy’s guy? “I’m, uh, I’m really sorry I didn’t mean to…”
 

Gabe cracked a wide grin. “Got ya’ bud! I’m just messin’ with ya’!” He burst into another boisterous laugh, tickled pink by his own joke.
 

Phil smirked, then chuckled. “Oh. Yeah, right. You got me,” he muttered.
 

“Heavy equipment mechanic,” Gabe said. “Out in the field. Mostly at the mines up north.”
 

“Oh yeah. That sounds like hard work,” Phil said, his confidence returning.
 

“Best fucking job in the world,” Gabe went on. “Out in the open. Shit breaks down I get to fix it. Fucking climbing machines and shit. Fresh air. Guys are good up there for the most part. No booze though but it just means I have more time for working out at night.” He turned to Phil. “What about you?”
 

“I’m, uh, I’m an animator.”
 

Gabe shot him a funny look.
 

“For movies. CGI? Computer generated imaging? We do the special effects and stuff,” he explained.
 

Gabe mulled that over for a minute. From the look on his face it was taking a while to process. “You mean like cartoons and stuff?” he finally asked.
 

Phil drew in a breath and was about to try a different explanation when he realized there might not be much point. “Yeah,” he said. “Something like that.”
 

Gabe’s chin jutted out and he gave an approving nod. “You use computers for that?” he asked.
 

“Lots of computers,” Phil admitted.
 

“Bet you went to college for it too?” Gabe said.
 

“Four years,” Phil confirmed.
 

Gabe nodded again and stared out over the water. “Smart in the head, huh? I can see why she married you.”
 

This intrigued Phil. It piqued his curiosity even more as to what, exactly, had Kate seen in this guy? Now he really wanted to see an interaction between them up close. Not just sexually, either, though that was still blaring on repeat in his mind. But he wanted to be a fly on the wall watching Gabe and Kate in some ordinary, every day situation. At a restaurant or hanging out on the couch watching TV. The Kate he knew was so sensitive and tender. Gabe was…of the people, so to speak. It wasn’t so much a question of what Kate had seen in Gabe but rather what on earth had he done for her, what had he contributed to their shared relations?
 

“There you are!”
 

They both turned up towards the dune to see Kate crawling over the top.
 

Phil’s heart did a little dance and his cock perked up. It seemed like he was going to get his wish of seeing Gabe and Kate interact sooner than he thought. He glanced at Gabe as Kate made a beeline towards them across the sand. His heart jumped in his chest. There was an unapologetically lecherous look in Gabe’s eye. “Hey Katie-kat,” Gabe said, his lips twisted in a crooked grin.
 

Kate glanced at him like she barely knew him. “Oh. Hey,” she said. She turned to Phil and a warm smile sprouted on her lips. She put her arms over his shoulders, tipped her head to one side and pressed her mouth against his in a long, slow kiss. When she pulled away she looked straight into his eyes. “I didn’t know where you went,” she said quietly.
 

Arousal swelled through Phil. He felt his face turn a deep red as he stared back at Kate. There was something very confusing about what had just happened. Kate didn’t mind public displays of affection but what she’d just done had been waaaay over the top. And for some reason knowing that Gabe was standing right there watching gave it en erotic twist Phil had never experienced. Gabe, who’d been with her. Gabe who knew her as intimately as Phil did, most likely. Gabe, who’d been inside Kate had just seen them kiss.
 

“Gross,” Gabe said next to them.
 

Kate rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Whatever,” she muttered.
 

“Yeah whatever,” Gabe said. “Just give me a heads up if you two need to honk one out on the beach so I can get my camera.” He snickered at his own quip.
 

“He’s such a toolbox,” Kate said to Phil.
 

This only made Phil even more erotically confused and aroused. It took quite an effort to keep his jaw from dropping at hearing Gabe and Kate’s brief exchange. Whatever? Toolbox? Kate seemed to be…what? Regressing? Something like that. She seemed to be shedding IQ with each word she spoke to Gabe. Like she was dumbing herself down or something. Was that what she’d been like before they’d met? Had Kate been, or at least acted like, a bimbo?
 

That only made this whole thing even more confusing. If Kate had nothing in common intellectually with Gabe but also had to pare down her own cleverness and wit to be around him it meant that there had to be another element, some other force that had kept them together. How long had she said? Two years? There had to be something that had kept her coming back for those two years.
 

It dawned on him slowly. The clarity it brought was terrifying. It also cemented his desire to witness Kate reanimate that former version herself. Reanimate it and offer it to Gabe so Phil could watch. Because now that he’d seen them talk he realized there was only one thing that could have kept Kate with Gabe for two long years. And it had everything to do with his own memory of Gabe’s cock lazily swinging in front of the lake.
 

Kate had been a slut for Gabe’s sewer pipe of a cock.
 

It sent a frisson of nervous energy racing down his neck and back.
 

“You okay?” Kate asked. “You look kind of pale.” She pressed the back of her hand to his forehead.
 

He pulled it gently away by the wrist and forced himself to smile. “I’m fine,” he said. “Totally fine. Did you want to go for our hike now?” he asked.
 

“Oh cool you guys are going on a hike?” Gabe chimed in excitedly.
 

Kate scowled at him.
 

Phil turned to look at him, too. Gabe looked like a kid who’d just overheard they were headed to the candy store. Phil turned his head back to Kate. She looked…annoyed that Gabe was even there. And suddenly that great shift that had happened between Phil and Kate the night before, that tilt of the balance of power, started turning the other way. He realized this was his moment, his opportunity. This was where he could reclaim full control of the situation and become the author of his own destiny. Cuckold or not.
 

Kate gave him a funny look.
 

Phil turned back to Gabe again. “Yeah. We are. You want to join us?” he asked.
 






Chapter Ten

 


“What are you doing?” Kate hissed at him after Gabe had disappeared over the dune to stow his fishing rod and tackle box.
 

He looked at her and tried to keep the devilish, mischievous energy coursing through him out of his gaze. “I thought it would be fun,” he said.
 

She tsked and sighed, obviously exasperated by what he’d done.
 

Phil could see her confidence was shaken. The dominance from the night before had vanished. Which made him realize that it only worked if he co-operated. Kate could be in control and he in charge only if he played along. Alternately he could be both and she could be his puppet if he wanted. “I thought I was in charge?” he asked.
 

Kate scowled. “Yes but that’s not…it’s not how that works. I’m in control. You have to do what I say. If you really don’t like it then you can use the safe word and I’ll stop. That’s what that means,” she explained.
 

“Oh I’m sorry,” Gabe said. He felt a little bad. He was almost gas-lighting her by playing dumb. “Do you want me to un-invite him?” he asked.
 

Kate glanced over at the dune. She pondered the question for a moment then seemed to collect herself. When she turned to face him again, she was smiling. “No. We can make this work. As long as you can get back in line and be a good boy?” she asked. A playful smile sprouted on her lips.
 

A smile formed on Phil’s mouth, too. “Yes ma’am,” he said, nodding. “I absolutely can.”
 

“Miss. Yes miss,” Kate said. “I’m too young to be a ma’am.”
 

“Yes miss,” Phil whispered. “Whatever you say.”
 

“That’s better,” Kate whispered back. She stepped closer to him, made sure they were alone, then cupped his cock in her hand. “Remember your promise,” she said.
 

He nodded again. “I remember,” he said. He was still painfully aroused but now the situation showed more promise. Relief was almost in sight. And with it would come a reprieve from his burning curiosity about Kate and Gabe.
 

Gabe came storming back over the dune a moment later. He’d put on a shirt and changed out of his flip flops into a pair of sneakers. He was wearing a backpack and a backwards ball cap which made him look like he was on the way to a little league game.
 

The outfit and Gabe’s cheesy grin put Phil completely at ease about the situation he was about to march them into. Gabe was just a regular dude who had a big dick. Katie had been his slut once, sure. But she was his now and for some reason he was certain that nothing would change that. Which left only a curious and powerful arousal lingering in his mind and tickling his nethers.
 

“You guys ready?” Gabe asked as he walked up to where they were standing by the water.
 

“Let me just go grab my day pack,” Kate said. She squeezed Phil’s hand and traipsed back up the dune before disappearing over the top.
 

“Bro,” Gabe muttered next to Phil.
 

“What’s up?” Phil asked.
 

Gabe was staring right into his eyes and grinning like a hyena. “I betcha’ I can nail her before midnight.”
 

The lust that had been gently humming around his nuts spike up through his torso. His heart sped up and his throat tightened. He kept his game face on. “Bro if you really believe you can do that you go ahead and knock yourself out trying,” Phil replied with a chuckle.
 

Gabe unfurled his arms at his sides and flexed his biceps. “It’s on my man!” he pronounced.
 

Kate came skipping over the dune a moment later. A few moments after that the three of them were walking single file on a hiking trail through the forest next to the water’s edge. Phil in front leading the way. Kate behind him and Gabe behind her bringing up the rear. Which made Phil realize that probably gave Gabe an excellent view of her rear. A glance over his shoulder revealed as much. Gabe’s eyes pretty much permanently glued to Kate’s ass wobbling side to side as she walked. The sight hardened his cock.
 

They walked in silence for about half an hour before Phil started to feel the effects of the all the coffee he’d had that morning. He held up a hand and came to a stop. “Okay pit stop time!” he called out.
 

“Ohmigosh!” Kate called out behind him. “I didn’t realize how much I had to pee!” Pressing her hands against her crotch, she made her way off the trail and into the bush a few dozen feet away before crouching down to relieve herself.
 

Phil looked at Gabe. He had that look again. The wheels were turning. Grinding and groaning in his brain as it worked to formulate whatever thought he was about to have. He turned to look at Phil and grinned. “Dude. Watch this,” he said. Before Phil could react, he waded into the bush following in Kate’s steps.
 

A momentary panic flashed through Phil as he watched Gabe close in on Kate’s peeing position. This was the real deal now, not just some fantasy they were playing out in their tent. Gabe, in broad daylight, was going to go and try to make good on his promise to nail Kate before midnight.
 

What finally shook Phil from his state of arrest was the thought that he was going to miss seeing Gabe put the moves on Kate. He ducked behind a tree and picked a more circuitous route through the undergrowth, hoping to find a good spot to spy on Gabe and Kate. Half a minute later he was nestled safely behind a pine tree. Peering around it he saw Kate in a squat doing her business. There were two birch saplings on either side of her, each bending towards the other creating a very pretty frame around her. Phil’s heart warmed and he felt a tinge of guilt at spying on her. His body shook when Gabe stepped into the scene.
 

“Hey,” he said. “How about some of this?”
 

Phil’s eyes popped wide open. Gabe was holding his cock in his hand and swinging it slowly side to side. Except this time it was mere inches from Kate’s face.
 

She startled and nearly lost her balance. “Hey!” she snapped. “Get the fuck out of here!”
 

Phil winced at hearing her swear. She didn’t normally use profanity so it was a little jarring hearing the f-bomb coming out of her mouth. It was nothing compared to seeing the way she couldn’t take her eyes off Gabe’s big cock.
 

And Phil couldn’t take his eyes off her. She was following the pendulum swing with her gaze like she was at the hypnotists. Seemed like she was in a trance already just from seeing it. The sight made his arousal all the more painful.
 

Finally Kate tore her eyes away from Gabe’s tool to look up and scowl at him. “Get away from me you pervert!” she snapped. “I’m married now.”
 

Gabe smirked and chortled. “Yeah. Like that’s gonna’ stop you from climbing onto this dick.”
 

Kate stole a nervous glance at the dick. The look in her eyes unsettled Phil, if only slightly. The dominant confidence she’d been playing at with Phil was completely missing. In it’s place was what looked like worry. A worry Phil could only assume meant some part of her, however small, agreed with Gabe had just said. She moved to pull her pants up and stand up from the squat.
 

“Stay down,” Gabe said, shaking his cock at her. Still fairly soft, and long, it looked a little comical. Like a squirming eel in front of her face.
 

“What? No!” Kate said, putting a hand on the forest floor to steady herself as she rose.
 

“I said stay down!” Gabe insisted. He took a step forward and shook his cock at her again.
 

Kate’s eyes darted up and locked onto it.
 

A moment passed where Phil wasn’t sure what was going to happen next. But each passing second that Kate didn’t move filled him with a sort of erotic horror. Watching Kate staring at the thick hose in front of her nose and wondering what was going on in her mind about it was excruciating.
 

“That’s better,” Gabe said, grinning.
 

“Gabe Phil’s just over there. He’s right behind you!” Kate hissed.
 

Phil’s grin turned to more of a sneer. “Yeah I know where Phil is,” he said. “Get on your knees.”
 

Phil’s chest tightened. At Gabe’s command and at studying Kate’s reaction to it. This was a far bolder move than he’d expected Gabe to make, though now that he thought about it he wasn’t sure why. Gabe may have been kind of simple but he was bold. He was the kind of guy who took what he wanted without asking. And right now he wanted Kate.
 

What was horrifying and at the same time mind-bendingly thrilling, was that Kate actually seemed incapable of ignoring Gabe’s demand. Second after second passed with her staring at the cock, swaying slightly in her crouch, one hand still on the ground. When she looked up into his eyes again she looked…defeated. “He’s not ready yet,” she whispered.
 

It puzzled Phil for only a fraction of a second. Then he realized she was talking about him. Which meant she’d already talked to Gabe about something happening. Had Alicia been in on this too? He had only another fraction of a second to feel wounded about it before Gabe turned his head over his shoulder and called out “Hey Phil! Get over here!” towards the trail.
 

Phil froze.
 

Kate’s eyes bugged. “What are you doing!” she hissed.
 

Gabe turned back to her and gave his dick a wag. “Your boy’s hot for it already, Katie-kat. No need to grease him up anymore. I got his number on the beach. Now get on your knees like I told you.” He twisted his head sideways. “Hey Phi—”
 

Phil’s heart skipped a beat when Gabe locked eyes with him. He saw him scowl, watched the brain cogs start turning, then watched a wide smile form on his lips.
 

“Hey would you look at that?” Gabe said, staring at him.
 

Kate turned and looked in the direction of Gabe’s gaze. She gasped when she saw Phil.
 

“Looks like we got a forest pervert creeping on us, Katie-kat,” he said. “You like what you see, bro?” he asked, giving his dick another shake.
 

A wave of embarrassment swept through Phil at being caught. He’d had no idea Gabe would make such a power play. He’d thought he was going into the forest after Kate to tease her, maybe ease her into the idea of fucking him. Of course a guy like Gabe would just walk up to her, whip out his dick and shake it and expect everything to come up Gabe.
 

And through all of that he heard Kate’s voice on a loop in his mind. He’s not ready yet. He’s not ready yet. He’s not ready yet.
 

The only thing keeping him from losing his shit on both of them was his desperate need to see how this was going to end.
 

“Come on bro. Don’t be shy,” Gabe said. “She’s not going nowhere now that the cock’s out. You might as well have a good view of her sucking it.”
 

That jangled Phil’s nerves and set his heart beating even faster. Gabe had said it out loud. Made no bones about it. And there was Kate still in a squat in front of him looking like this whole thing had always been…inevitable.
 

Gabe looked down at her. “Come on Katie-kat. Sooner you get it over with the sooner you can have more,” Gabe said. He tipped his hips forward and swung his cock side to side so the head of it passed right under Kate’s nose.
 

Her shoulders slumped. Her head fell forward a bit. She stared at the ground for a moment. Then she swayed forward and sank onto her knees on the soft ground.
 

“Come on bro,” Gabe said, waving Phil closer. “You want to see her eat it or what?” he asked. Some of his earlier friendliness seemed to be missing. Replaced by a brutish dominance as he held Kate in thrall to his cock.
 

Phil stepped out from behind the tree. Walked four of five steps closer until he was just a few feet away from them.
 

Kate looked up sideways at him. Her mouth was curled down in a slight pout. Almost like she was sad or sorry that this was happening at all.
 

A pang of empathy gripped Phil. He didn’t want her doing anything she didn’t want to do. It wasn’t like she didn’t have a choice. She could just get up and walk away. It was troubling because earlier that morning she’d seemed like this was the outcome she wanted. And there was her voice again in his brain. He’s not ready yet. He couldn’t resist the urge to reach out to her. “Are you okay?” he asked. A bizarre question in the middle of the forest with Gabe’s cock, which she seemed to have every intention of sucking, in front of her nose. The absurdity of it all made the question seem less out of place.
 

“Katie-kat feels bad,” Gabe said, chuckling. “Don’t you Katie-kat?”
 

“Bad about what?” Phil asked, ignoring Gabe and directing the question at Kate.
 

“That she can’t say no to this dick,” Gabe explained.
 

There was so much confusion swirling in Phil’s mind about what was happening he didn’t know if that explanation was real or part of some elaborate game he wasn’t in on. What he did know was that the idea, the possibility it was true, was penetratingly erotogenic. He glanced at Gabe, who looked totally convinced and sure of himself. He glanced at Kate who looked a little less sad and a little more hopefully at him. “I love you,” he said, before taking a single step back and hoping that gave her the message she wanted and needed.
 

It seemed to. Kate’s eyes lit up a little brighter. She stared at Phil for a few moments. The corners of her mouth curled higher. Then she slowly turned her head towards Gabe’s long, fat cock dangling above her face. She lifted a trembling hand.
 

The tension in Phil’s crotch ratcheted as she got closer to touching Gabe’s prick. A shudder ripped through him when she finally did, running the tips of her fingers along Gabe’s now engorging shaft.
 

“Yeah,” Gabe purred. “You remember that, Katie-kat?”
 

Kate closed her eyes and bit down on her lip. She gave three small nods.
 

Even that acknowledgement was a turn on for Phil. Knowing that she’d carried the memory of this cock in her mind for the duration of their time together gave him…a feeling very difficult to describe. It lived somewhere between sexual euphoria and betrayal. But narrowing it down any further seemed impossible. Could one feel excitedly disappointed? It didn’t matter for more than a few seconds because his sexual urge flooded his thoughts the moment Kate opened her mouth for Gabe’s cock.
 






Chapter Eleven

 


Phil watched with aroused horror as Kate wrapped her dainty hand around Gabe’s veiny rod. Gabe staring down at her and grinning. Her eyes moving up to his, her body in a fully submissive pose. Knees far apart, back arched, head tilted back to hold his gaze. She stroked his hardening shaft and licked her lips.
 

Gabe stared at her with a laser intensity. His smile had faded. It had the effect of transforming his stare from lascivious to almost loving.
 

Phil couldn’t help but imagine that this was a memory they were reliving. They’d done this before. You could see it in both of their eyes and the way they were looking at each other. It caused a whisper of discomfort in the pit of his stomach. Kate had known Gabe a long time ago in a life now far away. Watching her relive the experience was hot as hell but painful, too.
 

“Take it,” Gabe whispered, a small snarl curling his lip.
 

With Gabe’s cock held up to her mouth like a microphone, Kate looked sideways at Phil. The look she gave him slayed him. His sweet and faithful wife turned forest whore. Asking for his final permission to suck another man’s cock with a look of innocence and naivete, like she didn’t know what she was in for.
 

“Take it,” Phil whispered.
 

With her eyes still on Phil she let her mouth fall open wider. Her cute pink tongue poked out. She slipped the head of Gabe’s cock past her lips. Her eyes widened as her cheeks hollowed. If she was acting it was one hell of a performance. Phil chose to believe she wasn’t. That she had no idea how hot she looked with that ohmygoodnesswhathaveIdone? look on her face.
 

His hand instinctively drifted to his groin. He grabbed and squeezed himself, the pressure reminding him just how badly he needed to get off.
 

Kate, still sucking on Gabe’s cock, shook her head side to side. Her hair fell over her face.
 

Gabe swept it away with his hand and held it behind her head. He seemed to have rejoined them in the moment. He turned and looked at Phil. “Look at that. Isn’t that fucking beautiful?” he asked.
 

Phil, in somewhat of a trance, nodded in reply.
 

“Fuck that face. Those lips. That tongue,” Gabe growled. With his hand still in her hair he moved her mouth back and forth on his dick. “Tits. Let me see those gorgeous tits, Katie-kat,” he demanded.
 

Kate looked at Phil out of the corner of her eye as Gabe continued to move her mouth over his prick.
 

Phil wasn’t sure but wanted to believe that she was asking permission again with the glance. His balls heated between his legs as he nodded.
 

Kate let go of Gabe’s cock. She pulled her hoodie up over her breasts, then tugged her bra down until they spilled out, still propped up by the underwire but sagging slightly at the nipples.
 

Gabe immediately reached down and pawed at one. He let out a satisfied purr, then bent lower. Stuffing a couple inches of his into her mouth he bent over her and dipped his hand down past her ass and between her legs. Rubbed a few times then brought his fingers up to his nose and sniffed. “Fuck, dude she’s so wet,” he said. “C’mere. Get over here and take a whiff.”
 

Phil scowled at the suggestion. He was aroused enough already. He worried that even just the scent of Kate’s pussy juices might trigger an ejaculation into his underwear. The allure of becoming an olfactory witness to his wife’s arousal proved to strong to resist. He shuffled forward over leaves and branches until he was a few feet away from them. “How did you…how did you want me to…”
 

Gabe looked at him funny, then burst out laughing. “She’s your wife dude!” he said, his hand still moving her head back and forth along his cock. “Fucking get in there! I’m not letting you smell my fucking finger!”
 

Phil smirked, trying to pretend he’d known that and had just been making a joke. He bent over Kate, pressed his hand against her soaked sex and rubbed the fingers back and forth.
 

A heady musk wafted up from her vagina and mingled with the smells of nature. Wet leaves and vinegar. Mushrooms and decaying branches. Piss and sex. He brought his fingers up to his nose and sniffed.
 

His cock throbbed between his legs. He closed his eyes. Suddenly he didn’t care what Gabe or Kate thought of him. All he cared about was that smell and the wet on his hand. She was soaked. Drenched. Sodden. And the smell wasn’t her usual delicate essence. It was what he’d smelled the night before but more powerful now that she was sucking on Gabe’s dick. A smell that could easily drift miles through a forest and lure in the biggest, baddest fucker to dump a load of seed into her ripe cunt. A smell no male could resist. The smell of a woman’s need. He tucked his hand up against her snatch and rubbed again.
 

She moaned over Gabe’s cock.
 

“Oh fuck that’s nice,” Gabe pronounced. “Do that again,” he ordered.
 

Phil obediently rubbed Kate’s puss again.
 

She moaned and that made Gabe start moving her head back and forth faster. His gaze hardened, eyes fixed on his cock disappearing into his face. His brow furrowed and Phil could tell he was getting close.
 

He rubbed Kate faster, in time with Gabe moving her head. She moaned and squirmed, her back arching and her pussy squeezing under his hand.
 

“Fuck,” Gabe grunted.
 

Kate moaned louder.
 

Phil tucked his hand deeper between her legs and found her clit. He rubbed circles around it, pressing hard with his fingers. His cock throbbed in time with his rubbing and Gabe fucking her face. He felt the first twinge of an orgasm between his legs.
 

Kate moaned and wiggled her ass again. Her pussy started leaking.
 

“She cumming?” Gabe asked.
 

“I…I think so,” Phil replied.
 

“Rub her. Rub her hard,” Gabe ordered.
 

Phil complied, rubbing her clit as hard as he could with his fingers.
 

Gabe, cock still in her mouth, leaned over and smacked Kate on the ass.
 

A hot squirt of wet gushed out of her and onto Phil’s hand.
 

“Yeah,” Gabe growled. “That’s how you like it.” He smacked her again.
 

Kate squealed, the sound muffled by Gabe’s thick organ in her mouth. Her pussy squeezed as she came. When Gabe smacked her a third time her pussy gushed again.
 

Phil stared at the reddening skin on her ass. He looked up to see her eyes shut tight, with Gabe approaching his climax as he rubbed his cock along her lips. “Oh god,” he whispered as fluid seeped out of the head of his cock.
 

Gabe grunted. His grip on her hair tightened and he pulled her face in as his cock throbbed and spent into her lips. He let out a groaning sigh as his orgasm finished. He let go of her hair, took a step back and let his prick fell out of her mouth.
 

Kate cupped a hand under her chin. She twisted her torso sideways and locked eyes with Phil. Her jaw fell to reveal a copious amount of Gabe’s semen. She pushed her tongue. The cum spilled over her bottom lip and splattered onto her breasts.
 

“Oh god,” Phil moaned. His cock twitched between his legs. The urge gripped him and he couldn’t resist it. His hand shot from between Kate’s legs to his crotch.
 

She grabbed him by the wrist before he could stroke himself and kept his hand away from his groin.
 

He groaned. His cock spilled the contents of his heavy balls but again he was denied a reprieve from his arousal. He looked into Kate’s eyes.
 

She still had long strands of Gabe’s cum clinging to her lips. Her tits were covered in it. She looked deliciously filthy. “Not until I say, remember?” she whispered.
 

Gabe, who was tucking his cock back into his pants, glanced at them with one eyebrow raised. “Wow. Kinky,” he said, chuckling. He turned and started walking through the brush back to the trail. “You lovebirds take as long as you need,” he said. “I’ll be waiting by the lake.”
 






Chapter Twelve

 


Phil stared into Kate’s eyes and she stared back at him. The semen was starting to dry and crust on her lips. Heat emanated from between her legs. She looked…inquisitive. He couldn’t hold her gaze. Inside him a tornado of emotions raged. His pent up arousal felt three times worse even though he’d ejaculated into his underwear. A certain shame had descended upon him now that the act had been completed. Despite both Alicia and Kate’s reassurances that there was nothing wrong with being a cuckold he had a hard time moving past a lifetime of conditioning about masculinity and the biological reality that letting his mate indulge in sexual relations with another man could result in his own genes being denied the ability to replicate.
 

That was an oddly scintillating idea. Terrifyingly exciting.
 

“Did you like it?”
 

His entire body throbbed at Kate’s quiet question. He nodded but couldn’t bring himself to look at her for a long time. His curiosity finally got the better of him. Sure enough she looked different. Like the light had changed. Except it wasn’t the light. It was him. She looked different to him. This was the Kate from before. The Kate he’d never known and could never know. The Kate who’d been a nasty slut before she met him. His heart soared with excitement. “Did you?” he asked in a whisper.
 

She smiled. “Obviously,” she said. “Do you feel okay?”
 

He thought for a moment, then nodded. The ominous refrain of he’s not ready yet continued to play in his mind. But he didn’t want to sully this moment by revealing he’d heard it. What they’d done had been incredibly hot, whatever the reasons. There’d be time for questions and honesty later.
 

“Phil?” Kate whispered.
 

He glanced up at her.
 

“You want to get off?”
 

“Oh god, pleeease,” he groaned.
 

She spun around on her knees and shimmied out of her pants. Got up onto his lap and undid his jeans. When his cock popped out she slid her sopping pussy lips back and forth over it. She put her hands around the back of his neck, tipped her hips forward and sheathed him into her cunt.
 

“Oh my god,” Phil muttered, shuddering. Her tight walls squeezed around him, coating him in her mucus and making his cock throb inside her. He’d never felt such sharp and exquisite pleasure. He looked up into her eyes, pleading with his for her to keep going.
 

She grabbed his jaw with her hand, tilted his head to one side and locked her lips onto his. Her tongue plunged into his mouth. With it came the acrid stinging scent and taste of another man’s semen. The filth of Gabe’s ejaculate that Kate had so obediently and willingly taken, and was now sharing with him. It was an odd thought but to Phil it seemed to make the moment more theirs.
 

Kate pulled away from the kiss. She pressed her forehead against his, rocking back and forth in his lap and massaging his cock with her cunt. Her eyes were closed and she was wearing a dreamy expression. “I’m going to let Gabe come in my pussy later,” she said. Her pussy squeezed him.
 

“Ohhhh,” he moaned. His hands moved to her breasts. He squeezed them and ran the pads of his thumbs over the nipples.
 

Kate wiggled in his lap, stimulating the sides of his cock.
 

“Will you let him?” Kate asked. She tipped his head back with a finger until he was gazing into her eyes again. “Will you let him?” she repeated.
 

“L—let him?” he stammered.
 

“Will you let Gabe come in my pussy, baby?” she asked.
 

He groaned at the thought of watching Gabe’s thick cock unloading into her sex. It all seemed so terrible and depraved but he couldn’t get enough. He felt trapped in his fantasy, Kate’s power over him growing each time he succumbed to his lust.
 

“Will you?” she whispered. Her hips were rocking fast and hard on his lap. His cock was slipping in and out of her, her pussy sloshing with the juices of her own arousal.
 

He thought about it again. About what it would feel like to watch Gabe entering her. What it would feel like to stare at that monster of a cock pummelling into Kate’s tight cunt. The knowledge that it had already happened, that it would just be a replay of Kate’s slutty old self, only made him more aroused. “Yes. Yes,” he panted as his eyes fell to watch Kate’s snatch swallowing up his rigid shaft.
 

She tipped his head back again, demanding his gaze. “Will you ask him?”
 

“What?” he whispered, his jaw falling slack at the question.
 

“Will you ask him to do it? Will you ask him to fuck his cum into me?” she prodded. Her eyes were filled with a wicked, thrilling lust.
 

He realized she was getting off on this, too. Maybe as much as he was. Her nipples were standing straight and stiff and a warm blush covered her face and chest. Her pussy was squeezing in time with her thrusts and she seemed like she was on the verge of a climax herself.
 

“Tell me. Tell me you will, Phil. Be a good boy. Be a good boy for miss Kate.” She leaned in and swiped her tongue along his lips in a lewd lick. Then she kissed him again, moaning into his mouth as she closed in on her climax.
 

He broke away from the kiss, his head falling back against his shoulders. “Oh god yes!” he moaned up at the sky.
 

Kate leaned in, peppered his neck with kisses all the way up to his ear. “Good boy,” she whispered. “Now you can come.”
 

He knew it was just the game. But it was the most erotic thing he’d ever heard from her. The dam burst in his loins. “Nghh…” he grunted. His cock, hard as it had ever been, erupted in violent spasming. Shooting what was left of his load deep into Kate’s hot snatch.
 

She threw her arms around his back and squeezed him into a tight hug. Her body erupted, thrashing back and forth on his lap as she tried to rub out her pleasure on his cock.
 

He felt a trickle of wet spill onto his balls, then a deluge. The warm, wet caress of their mingled juices coated his nut sack. He held onto her tight as she finished. After a few more thrusts her body went limp in his arms.
 

They sat there embracing each other on the forest floor while they caught their breath. After a while his knees started to get sore. As much as he wanted to stay that close to her forever he couldn’t hold the pose. He kissed her cheek, then slid his hands down to the small of her back. “I think I need to stand up,” he whispered.
 

Kate, her eyes dreamy and a little glazed over, leaned in and planted a gentle kiss on his lips. She slipped off his lap and stood up. Pulled her underwear and tights up without cleaning herself off at all. He stared at her crotch. He loved that his seed was swimming inside her while Gabe’s had dried on her face and chest. He watched her tuck her tits back into her bra, then pull the hoodie down over her chest.
 

She took a step towards him and ran her fingers through his hair.
 

He looked up, feeling a little vulnerable still on his knees with his cock hanging out. The sight of Gabe looming over Kate’s shoulder startled him.
 

Gabe was grinning. The smile looked…a little evil.
 

A pang of regret gripped Phil. Had he made a mistake? What the hell had he been thinking letting his woman suck Gabe’s cock? Suck her ex’s cock like she had when she’d been his slut?
 

Gabe walked up behind Kate until his chest was against her back. His hand came up over her shoulder and he wrapped it gently around her throat.
 

Kate, rather than stiffening or recoiling, leaned into Gabe. She tipped her head back so her neck was exposed, eyes on Phil. “I love you,” she whispered, so softly he could barely make it out. “Will you ask him?
 

Phil’s face went fiery hot. Her request had been a turn-on when she’d made it. But now? On his knees with his cock hanging out, the front of his pants covered in semen? Was she trying to humiliate him? “I…I…”
 

“Oh you dirty little bitch,” Gabe growled. “She playin’ her pussy games with you, bud? Huh? Don’t let this little slut boss you around.” He turned and stared at Kate.
 

Again Kate’s reaction was unexpected. A flirtatious smile formed on her lips. She looked over her shoulder at Gabe, then back at Phil. “Will you?” she asked again.
 

Phil wasn’t sure what pussy games Gabe was talking about. But from the sounds of it he had Kate’s number. Knew what she was capable of because of their shared past. Made Phil feel like an outside in his own marriage. He didn’t like that one bit. All he wanted was to feel that connection with Kate again. That close bond they’d shared the last twelve hours of truth and crossing taboo lines he’d never thought he could cross. He looked straight into Gabe’s eyes. “I want…I want you to come inside my wife. I want you to fill her pussy up with your cum.”
 

Kate closed her eyes and sighed. “So hot,” she whispered, her chest heaving as she drew in a long breath.
 

Gabe’s hand fell from her neck to her breast, then down between her legs. He rubbed her crotch with his fingers. “That’s where this was going anyways so, yeah. For sure. I’ll fill this little sluts pussy up with cum, dude. You two can have a nice moment after I’m done.”
 

Kate sighed again and touched her fingers to her lips. “So hot,” she echoed. She opened her eyes and glanced at Phil. “Good boy,” she whispered.
 






Chapter Thirteen

 


Phil fumbled with his penis, tucking it into his underwear and doing up his pants. When he glanced up he saw Gabe had both his hands on Kate’s breasts. He was pawing at them through her hoodie, smelling her neck and giving it the occasional kiss.
 

Kate seemed to enjoy this for a while. She revelled in the sensual attention, tipping her head to one side to give Gabe better access to the soft skin on the side of her neck.
 

Phil’s cock started engorging again almost as soon as he stood up. He stood in front of them watching Gabe maul Kate, doing his best not to be subsumed by the waves of arousal crashing over him.
 

Gabe ran his hands down Kate’s frame, rested them on her hips then took one long whiff of her neck. “Fuck I missed you,” he grunted.
 

That seemed to snap Kate out of her trance. Her eyes shot open and she trained them on Phil. She grabbed Gabe’s wrists and swatted his hands away from her hips. “This is just fucking. Nothing else,” she said. She walked up to Phil and caressed his cheeks with her fingertips, studying his expression then staring into his eyes. “I think I want to head back to the campsite,” she said quietly.
 

To Phil she seemed just as loving, just as tender and just as his as she ever had. There wasn’t a sliver of worry or doubt on her face. It seemed like this really was just fucking to her and that made him feel worlds better than he had been moments ago. “I love you,” he whispered, his lips close to hers.
 

A shy smile turned up the corners of her mouth. “Do you love me or do you love watching me suck another guy’s cock?” she whispered.
 

Phil groaned, more arousal flooding through him. He had no idea how something so depraved could be so hot at the same time. Watching Gabe’s thick cock sliding in and out of Kate’s mouth had been almost as pleasurable as sliding his own into her well-oiled pussy. He trembled as she cupped his balls through his pants. “Why am I like this?” he wondered aloud. “Why do I like this?”
 

She pressed the tip of her finger against his nose then let it fall down over his lips. “Some guys are built one way. Some guys are built…different,” she said, her smile widening. “You’re different. And I like that.” She leaned in and kissed him on the lips, then turned around to walk back to the camp site.
 

Gabe was right there. Looming over both of them, grinning. He had no qualms about reaching out and grabbing one of her tits, his other hand moving around her ass to squeeze it. “Do I get a kiss too?” he asked, leaning in.
 

“Ew, gross. No,” Kate said, swatting him away. She stepped around him and made her way through the brush towards the trail, leaving Phil standing right in front of Gabe.
 

Gabe turned to watch her ass swaying before she disappeared behind some shrubs. “Fuck you got lucky bagging her,” he said. “Hottest fuck I ever had.” He turned and walked off. Bent at the waist, shoulders hunched to avoid the low-hanging branches he looked like predator stalking it’s prey.
 

Phil followed him. When he emerged onto the trail Kate was already a few dozen feet away. Gabe was right on her tail, grabbing at her ass and leaning in to whisper undoubtedly nasty things at her. Phil jogged a bit to catch up to them. The trail wasn’t wide enough for three of them, though. He fell in line behind Kate and Gabe, his arousal growing as he watched Gabe’s game of grab-ass and Kate swatting at his hands to keep them off.
 

As they neared the beach he heard the party in full swing again. Someone had put on music. There was a fire roaring and nearly everyone had a drink in their hands. They stepped out onto the beach.
 

Alicia was sitting on the dock with her toes in the water. She straightened when she saw the three of them walk out of the forest. Pulled her feet out of the water and stood up.
 

Phil followed Gabe and Kate, scrambling up the dune to keep up to them. When they got to the top Gabe stopped, put an arm over Kate’s shoulder and stuck his other hand up in the air. “Hey everybody!” he shouted. “Katie-kat’s back!”
 

The whole crew standing around the campfire turned to look at them.
 

Phil felt a debilitating shame work it’s way from his toes all the way up to the base of his brain. There were a few startled expressions in the crowd. Those were mostly directed at him. Everybody else was either wearing a smirk or rolling their eyes. Like they’d all known this had been inevitable, only a question of time.
 

Gabe broke into a powerful stride, dragging Kate along with him.
 

Phil felt immobilized. His feet felt like they were stuck in the sand as he watched Gabe trounce off with his girl to do who knew what with her. When they were nearly at the fire Kate glanced over her shoulder. That same shy smile spread across her lips. Then she winked at him, which drove him crazy in a panicked sort of way but sexually wild.
 

A couple of the guys, Tom and Mike, set down their drinks and got a look in their eye as they stared at Kate under Gabe’s arm. They glanced at Phil then Tom grabbed Gabe by the arm and whispered something to him.
 

Gabe glanced back at Phil, grinned, then shrugged.
 

A guy Phil had been introduced to once, but whose name he’d forgotten, walked over to Kate and handed her a red cup.
 

Kate grabbed it, lifted it to her lips then downed it in one go.
 

Gabe hooted.
 

Tom grinned and pumped his fist in the air a few times. “Party’s on!” he yelled. The other guys wandered over to where Kate was standing with Gabe and circled around them. Their eyes roamed along her body pausing at the curvy bits. They started joking and laughing, the din of the party getting noticeably louder when the music was turned up.
 

“You okay?”
 

Phil turned to see Alicia standing barefoot next to him. She curled her toes into the sand. She had a sympathetic, almost worried look on her face. “I…I think I’m fine,” Phil said quietly, turning to stare at Kate again.
 

A moment of silence passed between him and Alicia. “Did she do it?” she finally asked.
 

Phil nodded.
 

“What happened?” Alicia asked after a while.
 

“She sucked his cock. Right in front of me. She sucked on his cock until he came,” he said. It felt surprisingly good to let it out. Maybe he should have been more ashamed. Embarrassed even. But he wasn’t. He felt like he’d just climbed the steps of the world’s highest slide. But now that the hard part was over, now that he’d seen her take Gabe’s cock into her mouth, he was ready to push off and enjoy the ride, hands in the air shouting wheeeee! all the way down.
 

“You okay with that?” Alicia asked, casually as could be.
 

Phil nodded. “I have no idea why. But yeah. I think I am.”
 

She put a hand on his back and rubbed it. “Let me know if you need anything. Kate can get…pretty wild when this happens. If you need me to step in and tell her to…”
 

“How many times has this happened?” he asked, cutting her off.
 

She drew in a breath then let it out in a heavy sigh. “Too many to count?” she said, sounding sheepish.
 

Took Phil a moment to come to terms with that. That Kate had been such a slut in the past even her close friend had lost count of how many times it had happened. “That’s insane,” Phil muttered.
 

Alicia patted him on the back. “It’s pretty wild,” she said. “Just try to enjoy the ride.”
 



***

 


The ride started in earnest when it started to get dark. Gabe and the guys who’d been milling around Kate all day closed in on her. Gabe got behind her and started kissing her neck. Pawing at her tits and tucking his fingers into her tights.
 

Kate reacted the way she had back in the forest. Tipping her head sideways and letting him have what he wanted.
 

Everyone was good and liquored up so when Gabe made his move, shoving his hand right down into her pants, and Kate started squirming on it the crowd mostly watched, chit-chatting and laughing, glancing at Phil who was on the opposite side of the fire from them.
 

Gabe pulled his fingers out of her pants, lifted them to his nose and sniffed them. He pressed two of them against Kate’s lips.
 

She opened her mouth and took them. Eyes opening wide to stare at him as she sucked her own juice of his digits.
 

He eyed her with a stern, dominating stare. Grabbed her wrist and pulled her towards his tent.
 

Kate resisted, pulling back the other way. “I want it in there,” she said, pointing to their tent and glancing at Phil.
 

A low chuckle rolled out of Gabe. “You hear that guys? She wants it in there.”
 

There were a few laughs. A couple of cat-calls. Gabe let himself be led to the tent.
 

Kate got down on all fours and crawled inside, her bubbly butt wagging as she wiggled in eliciting a few more yelps and shouts from the onlookers.
 

Phil was in a blissed out state of mind. It was crazy, given that his wife had just crawled into their tent and her ex was crawling in after her. But he was in the same space he’d been the previous night. Visions of Kate with another guy swimming in his mind with no room for another thought. He flinched when Gabe zipped the tent flap.
 

Alicia, who’d been hovering around him for most of the day like she was his minder, put a hand on his arm. “You should go watch,” she said quietly.
 

But Phil had no idea how to go about doing that. Was he really going to walk through the circle of people around the fire? Unzip the flap and then what? Whip his dick out and start jerking it in front of everyone? He could barely believe this was happening. Gathering the courage to go over and demand he be allowed to watch seemed impossible.
 

“Come on,” Alicia said. She grabbed his wrist and hauled him out of his camping chair. Dragged him through the throng.
 

Phil caught snippets of whispers as they passed the other revellers. A “he’s gonna watch“ from one side. A shocked gasp from another. Someone else muttered a “dude’s got balls“ behind him, which made him feel oddly proud.
 

When they reached the tent Alicia bent down and unzipped the flap. It fell open and Phil felt like his heart had jumped into his throat. There was Kate. Naked, down on all fours with a naked Gabe towering over her on his knees. She had her mouth on his cock, her lips nursing the at the head as she tried to suck the cum out. He shuddered, arousal soaking through his whole body. The world and it’s players melted away around him, the only thing remaining in his field of vision and his mind being Kate pulling on Gabe’s stiff organ.
 

Gabe turned and glared at them. “Hey what the fuck?” he asked. “We’re having a moment here,” he said, reaching for the zipper to the flap.
 

“Leave it!” Alicia snapped, yanking the tent flap open. “He’s her husband. And he wants to watch.” She glared right back at Gabe.
 

Phil felt a little sheepish about Alicia standing up for him like that. But he appreciated her doing it. Wouldn’t have been able to do it without her. And he did really want to watch. He felt a crowd gather and press up behind him. “Surprise, surprise. Katie the cocksucker’s back,” a female voice said.
 

“Whatever,” Gabe grunted. He went back to staring at Kate as she suckled on the head of his cock. Put a hand on the back of her head and drew her mouth deeper onto it.
 

Another shiver of arousal wormed through Phil as Kate brought her hand up and feathered Gabe’s ball sack with the tips of her fingers. His cock stiffened when she glanced at him out of the corner of her eye. The sultry look she gave him took the air out of his lungs. He had no idea what could possibly by so appealing about seeing that strong, slightly arcing cock sliding in and out of her mouth. She was generous with her blowjobs but none of them had ever felt nearly as hot as watching her suck on another man. He turned to Alicia, feeling like he needed her anchoring presence to assure him this was real. And alright. “She did that before?” he asked.
 

Alicia bit her lip and nodded. Cast a shy glance in his direction. “Kate always loved sucking cock.”
 

That packed a wallop. Right in the gut, too. He turned to see Kate still staring at him, a lusty look in her eye. “That’s so fucking hot,” he whispered.
 

Kate must have heard him because she started bobbing faster on Gabe’s cock. She took her hand off his balls, cupped her breast and squeezed it then pinched the nipple all the while staring Phil down.
 

Gabe reached over her and around her ass. Pressed two fingers against her pussy lips and rubbed. Brought them up to his nose and sniffed them again, his eyes closing as he savored the scent of her wet snatch. “Gimme that pussy,” he said. He grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her off his cock. With his hands on her hips he spun her around on her hands and knees until her ass was to him. He grabbed his cock and rubbed the head against the lips of her vagina.
 

Phil’s vision narrowed onto the sight of Gabe’s prick pressing into her folds. Everything around him became a blur, the dull roar of the party quieting to a gentle hum. He stared at that stiff, proud cock probing his wife. His eyes darted to the side, drawn by motion in his peripheral vision.
 

It was Kate. Hand outstretched, reaching out to him.
 

Without thinking he sank to his knees and shuffled forward. Grabbed her hand and closed his around it tightly. His eyes darted from hers to her pussy, about to be stuffed by Gabe’s thick cock.
 

“Tell him what you want,” Kate whispered, breathless.
 

“What?” Phil whispered.
 

“Tell him you want him to put his cock inside me.”
 

An intense arousal started churning just beneath Phil’s guts. The way Kate was looking at him, that helpless, desperate look like she couldn’t get enough of him watching even more than she couldn’t get enough of Gabe teasing her with his cock. It gave him courage and a shove out of his own head.
 

He turned to look at Gabe who was wearing a smug smirk. Phil didn’t care. Kate’s expression made it clear that her heart would always be with him no matter whose cock was about to go inside her. He felt an incredible lightness at this understanding. “I want you to put your cock inside her. I want to see your cock slide into my wife,” he muttered.
 

Someone behind him gasped. A few people let out low chuckles. He didn’t care about any of it. His eyes were glued to Kate’s pussy now. Watching Gabe split the lips apart with the head of his cock and tease her entrance with the tip. Seeing Kate’s beautiful pussy about to be impaled on a not-so-strange cock for the first time since they’d said their vows made his cock pulse and throb in his pants.
 

Gabe grabbed Kate by the hips. His jaw jutted out and he thrust his hips forward, plunging his cock deep into Kate’s snatch.
 

Still holding her by the hand Phil felt her body tremble at the entrance. He watched as her pussy swallowed inch after inch of Gabe’s rigid member. When Gabe stopped with just two-thirds of his cock inside her Phil thought he’d bottomed out. Reached the end of her, a spot Phil had never felt himself. The Gabe gripped her hips even harder and shoved the last three inches of his prick deep inside her hole.
 

A filthy wet squish sounded from between Kate’s legs. A trickle of her wet dribbled out, splattering on Phil’s sleeping bag. She moaned and her arm gave out, sending her into a face plant on the sleeping mat, her head still turned to Phil.
 

Gabe growled and smacked her ass. Gripped her by the hips again and started fucking. With the first stroke he pulled his cock halfway out of her. It was covered in the thick, clear slime of her arousal. It reminded Phil of how soaked her cunt had been when she’d sat on his lap in the woods. He couldn’t help but remember all of the times he’d lovingly fondled her clit and labia for twenty, thirty minutes before she’d felt wet enough for intercourse. Sucking Gabe’s cock in front of a crowd then getting used like a whore had flooded her with lubricant in minutes. He wasn’t sure how to feel about that.
 

Gabe turned to the crowd behind Phil and grinned. He waved a hand in a circle over his head like he was riding a bull at a rodeo. A moment later he let out a loud belly laugh. “Holy shit. She’s fucking coming already!” he shouted.
 

Phil turned to stare at Kate’s face. Sure enough her eyes were nearly crossed. Her body was shaking and she braced her hands against the ground, pressing back against Gabe’s thrusts. One of her hands came crawling across the ground towards Phil. She wiggled her fingers, searching for his grasp.
 

He put his hand in hers. She dragged him closer, down lower until his mouth was at ground level like hers. Put a hand around the back of his head and pulled him into a deep kiss. Her tongue lashed at his and she moaned into his mouth.
 

Phil felt her climax the moment it happened. The delicious shudder that rippled through her body and worked it’s way into his mouth. He could have sworn he heard her pussy squishing and squeezing over Gabe’s cock. When he looked up over her ass he saw Gabe staring down at it. He was pounding her hard, his face red with exertion, a vein bulging on his forehead as he drove towards his own climax.
 

“Fuck that’s as tight as ever,” Gabe grunted.
 

Phil turned to look at Kate again when he felt her damp palm against his cheek. There was a line of sweat across her forehead. Her face was moving back and forth on the sleeping bag. She caressed his cheek with her hand. “Tell him to do it,” she whispered. “Tell him to come inside me.”
 

Phil hesitated. He glanced over his shoulder at the onlookers. Some stared with rapt interest at what was happening. Alicia was looking at him with what looked like worry, chewing on her lower lip. None of that mattered. What mattered was giving Kate what she wanted. He looked up at Gabe. “I want you to come in my wife,” he said.
 

Someone gasped behind him again. The crowd seemed to quiet.
 

Gabe clenched his jaw. His biceps and pecs flexed. He threw his head back and groaned, slamming his cock balls deep into Kate.
 

Phil glanced between her legs and his testicles tightened. He could see the root of Gabe’s prick pulsing and his balls hitching up then sagging down, hitching up and sagging down as he unloaded his seed into her pussy. He knew the mesmerizing sight would be with him forever in his mind.
 

Gabe groaned again. His head fell forward and he stared at his cock as he started thrusting again, sawing in and out of Kate and emptying what was left of his load into her.
 

Kate shook and shuddered and Phil realized she was coming again. He held her hand tighter, grateful that he could be with her in her state of ecstasy.
 

Gabe let out a heavy breath. He pulled his hips back. His cock sagged out of her, followed by a gush of his ejaculate spilling from her onto Phil’s sleeping bag.
 

No longer supported by his grip on her hips, Kate collapsed onto her side.
 

Phil gasped when he felt a hand on his shoulder. He looked up to see Alicia, pulling him up and away from Kate. Helping him stand, turning him around and walking him away from the fire. He glanced over his shoulder just in time to see Mike, pants down, cock stiff, crawl into the tent as Gabe emerged.
 






Chapter Fourteen

 


“Wait, no…wait!” Phil said, pulling away from Alicia. His head was spinning with confusion. He glanced over his shoulder and saw the tent they’d just left shaking back and forth. An intense need gripped him: to get back there and witness Kate’s continued descent into depravity. “Alicia no. I wanted to see that.” He took a step away from her but she grabbed his arm and held him with a surprising strength to her grip. “What are you doing?” he asked, turning to her, unable to keep his frustration from showing on his face.
 

“She asked me to,” Alicia said quietly and with a surprising confidence.
 

“What? Who you asked to? To do what?” Phil stammered.
 

Alicia licked her lips. “She asked me to…manage your experience.”
 

Phil looked over at the tent again and his heart skipped a beat. The crowd had thinned. Through the few bodies that remained he could clearly see Kate’s legs hitched up on Mike’s haunches. Mike had her mounted pretty high, his cock plunging in and out of her stretched sex like a pile-driver, her dainty feet shaking above his ass from the pounding.
 

A surge of jealous angst shot through Phil. They hadn’t discussed this. Not that he minded. Not terribly, at least. Would have been nice to have a heads up that she planned on getting with more than one guy. But he could get over this. Seeing her being used like a rag doll almost completely made up for it. What he didn’t understand was what Alicia had said to him. What did managing his experience mean? More ominously, if it meant what he suspected, had this been a pre-meditated act on Kate’s part? Had she been in cahoots with Alicia? Had she known she wanted to fuck Gabe again even before she discovered Phil’s attraction to the idea? Most importantly of all did that change anything? “Manage my experience,” he said quietly, unable to tear his eyes away from Kate getting hammered in the tent.
 

Mike wasn’t as well endowed as Gabe but he had a pretty big dick. It was covered in the shared slime of Kate’s lubricant and Gabe’s semen as it pistoned in and out of her. And her pussy was now well stretched. A hole had been formed from what had once been a tight slit.
 

“Can I just talk to you a second?” Alicia said. She touched him on the shoulder again.
 

That got enough of his attention that he turned away from the lewd scene to look at her staring at him. “What? What is it?” he asked, his tone full of impatience.
 

“Walk with me? Let’s just cool you off a bit, okay?” Alicia said. She took him by the hand and pulled him towards the beach.
 

“Wait…but Kate…” he stammered.
 

Alicia tugged a little harder. “Kate’s going to be fine. She’s taken plenty of trains without you there and lived to tell the tale. A few minutes without you staring at her won’t kill her. In fact she could probably use the break. It gets really intense when you’re the one getting railed and staring into your partners eyes. Just…trust me.”
 

It took him a good minute to process everything she’d said. Plenty of trains wedged itself into his mind and wouldn’t relent. She’d done this before. Gangbang? Nothing new to Kate. Getting railed while your husband watched? Yawn. It shook him to his very foundation and nearly tipped him into a panic. He quelled it with a few deep breaths and the memory that he’d agreed to this. They had a safe word, after all. Not that he was about to shout it across the campground. “What the fuck is going on here?” he muttered, glaring at Alicia. “Did you know about this? Did she plan this?” he said, pointing a finger back at the tent.
 

Alicia held her hands up and took a deep breath. “Phil just calm down for a second,” she said.
 

“Did she?” he demanded.
 

“You agreed to this, remember?” she said.
 

“I agreed to let her…let her do some stuff with Gabe. I didn’t agree to…to a fucking gangbang on the beach!” He felt his emotions getting the better of him again and took a few more deep breaths to calm down. “Sorry. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to yell,” he said, looking up at Alicia from under his brow. Truth was, the through the haze of jealousy and arousal in his mind he was having a hard time remembering exactly what he’d agreed to. He clung to the idea of the safe word. A life preserver in the roiling sea of his own impending panic.
 

“Look, that’s for you and Kate to sort out,” Alicia said. “All I know is that she’d never do anything to hurt you, Phil. She worships the ground you walk on. It’s just…sometimes she lets her weaknesses get the better of her.”
 

He took one more deep breath and let it out with a heavy sigh. “Just tell me what the fuck is going on? Please?” he asked. He turned and glanced at the tent again. “I want to get back,” he added. Whatever intrigue was happening her could just as easily be dealt with later. Kate was getting fucked now and he desperately needed to see it. He winced when he heard her moan come from the tent.
 

“Kate was ready to leave and go home when she saw Gabe here,” Alicia said behind him.
 

“She was?” he whispered.
 

“You guys hadn’t even unpacked the car when she saw him. We’d just said hello and there he was.”
 

“Why?” Phil asked.
 

“Because that’s one of her weaknesses. She knew she couldn’t trust herself around him.”
 

Phil opened his mouth and shook his head. “Trust herself about what?”
 

Alicia’s wistful gaze wandered towards the tent. “His cock.”
 

Her reply sent a shiver racing down his spine and made the hairs on the back of his neck stand. “His cock,” he echoed. “Like, wait, her weakness is…”
 

“She can’t say no to his dick, Phil. She can’t.”
 

His stomach twisted. That was something else. He wasn’t sure yet if it was terrible but it did terrible things to his mind and his guts just thinking about it. “She can’t say no to his dick,” he whispered. “Why?”
 

Alicia paused a moment and gave him a disbelieving look. “Phil you saw that cock. It’s a fucking schlong, dude. Like…women loving big dicks is a trope for a reason.”
 

His mouth fell open again as he watched Mike’s thrusts into Kate became more violent and uncontrolled as he finished inside her. He pressed two fingers against his forehead and a thumb to his temple. “Holy fuck,” he whispered. His cock was rock solid and leaking a little again. “She can’t say no to his big dick?” he said, sounding incredulous.
 

“I mean, she has a hard time saying no to big dicks. That’s why she wanted to leave. She had a feeling things would get out of control and she didn’t want to hurt you if they did.”
 

That warmed him somewhat, even as he watched Mike pulling out of Kate, his cock sloppy and dripping onto the bedding. He gasped when Tom dropped to his knees and crawled into the tent. His heart hardened at his next thought, his lips drawing tight. “But she stayed,” he said, too much anger in his tone for his liking.
 

“I convinced her to stay,” Alicia said.
 

He spun around to face her. “What? Why?!?” he snapped.
 

“Because this is part of who she is, Phil,” she said quietly.
 

He stared at her for a long time. She seemed completely sincere and not at all like she was being unkind. He turned and glanced at the tent. Tom was straddling Kate’s chest, his cock squeezed between her tits, the tip popping in and out of her mouth as he tit-face fucked her. “She’s a slut,” Phil whispered.
 

“She’s a slut,” Alicia confirmed. “A hundred years ago she would have been an outcast and a spinster. What man would touch a woman who spread her legs for every Tom, Dick and Harry who had good meat between their legs?” She followed his gaze to where Kate was getting fucked in the tent.
 

“She’s a slut,” Phil repeated, a certain calm descending over him.
 

“But she’s your slut,” she said, putting a hand on his back. “And if it hadn’t been for me you’d probably be at home right now watching TV. But then there’d be a part of her you still didn’t know about and, well, she’s my friend. I want her to be able to be her most authentic self.”
 

Phil shuddered again but this time in a way that warmed his insides. She was his slut. That felt good to hear.
 

“I wanted you to know,” Alicia said. “Because I could see you were kind of stressing. I wanted you to know that you have nothing to be scared of. She’ll always be your slut. And if you tell her tomorrow morning that you never want to do this again I would bet my life that she would close her legs to the rest of the world and never open them for anyone but you again.”
 

“She’s my slut,” Phil said quietly. He turned to Alicia and flashed a faint smile. “Thanks. I didn’t know I needed to hear that.”
 

She tilted her head in the direction of the tent. “You better get back there before your dick falls off. The only thing she likes more than big cocks is coming back to her man when they’re done with her.”
 

He nodded and started off towards the tent.
 

“And Phil?”
 

“Huh?”
 

“You’re welcome. No rush on the wine and chocolates. Just…whenever you get around to it.” She shot him a teasing smile.
 

“Sure thing,” he said, smiling back and nodding. His chest swelled with love and arousal as he marched to reclaim the woman he thought he’d known so well.
 






Chapter Fifteen

 


Kate was lying on her back, hands pressing her tits together. Tom was still on her, his slightly crooked cock gliding between her breasts, the head popping in and out of her mouth and poking against the inside of her cheek. She was staring up at him with a lusty look in her eye but when she saw Phil she turned and looked at him.
 

It made the inside of his skin crawl but he liked the feeling. He liked the way his senses were heightened, the constant thrum of of his mind signalling danger! danger! danger! at his wife taking another man inside herself. He thought of all the petty jealousies he’d felt and brushed off over the years. Stolen glances he’d never been meant to see. The smiles he’d occasionally seen Kate flash at men across the restaurant when she thought he wasn’t looking.
 

He’d never paid his reactions to these any attention. He’d bought into the modern idea that they were an egalitarian couple who’d rationally committed themselves to each other. They’d made an agreement, signed a contract, the subtext of which, he now realized, had been I won’t hurt you if you won’t hurt me.
 

He realized now what a fantasy that had been. The law they’d adhered to only held up if the both upheld them. The law that had made Kate his existed only if she stayed within it. And she had. Despite her proclivities she’d been a faithful, loyal wife.
 

But now she had another man’s dick fucking her tits and mouth. And she was staring at him as it happened. In a sense he was watching what he should have been in fear of. But the most thrilling part, the most liberating part of it was that even though it was happening, even though he’d watched Kate betray their agreement, it hadn’t killed him. He was still there. She was still his wife. And she seemed to be enjoying herself as much as he was.
 

Tom grunted and jabbed his prick between her squished breasts. The tip missed her mouth and when it erupted, it spewed a hot shot of semen diagonally across her cheek. His body shuddered and he broke into a ragged rhythm, finishing his orgasm and spraying the remaining contents of his testicles onto her face. He shook his head and let out a heavy breath. Swung a leg over her body and crawled backwards out of the tent. Rolled on his heels and stood up, then hiked his sweat pants up onto his hips. He turned and saw Phil standing behind him. Eyed him for a few seconds, then turned and strolled back to his own tent and crawled inside.
 

Most of the other partiers had gone to bed. One group had wandered down to the water but were being quiet and no longer seemed interested in the debauchery by the fire. It comforted him knowing they were alone. He could deal with himself and his feelings about all this and, most importantly, with Kate without being interrupted. He got down on all fours, crawled into the tent and zipped up the tent flap. He turned and stared at Kate again.
 

Her face was covered in Tom’s caking seed. Her legs had fallen apart and he could see her gaping pussy drooling Gabe’s spunk. Sweet, beautiful Kate had just enacted what should have been his greatest fear. Why did she look so beautiful to him still? And why did he feel more in control of the situation than he had since they’d arrived?
 

“You didn’t say anything about Mike or Tom fucking you,” he said.
 

She put on her most contrite face, her lips puckering to a pout, her brow arching. “I’m sorry,” she said quietly. “I thought it would be too much for you to take in all at once.”
 

“You were probably right,” he replied, shocked at how calm he felt about the whole thing.
 

“C’mere,” Kate whispered, raising a tired arm and crooking her finger.
 

He crawled closer to her. Until his face was right over top of hers. He couldn’t stop staring at the mess on her cheek. He reached out and touched her cheekbone with the tip of his finger, swirling the puddle of semen into a circle.
 

Kate reached up and put a hand on the back of his neck then stared into his eyes. “Kiss me,” she whispered. “Please?”
 

He hesitated. She didn’t have any cum on her lips. But getting that close to another man’s seed felt a little too vulgar for his tastes. Still she looked so deliciously innocent yet so dirty at the same time. He pined for her, his cock throbbing between his legs. He let himself be pulled forward. His lips pressed against hers.
 

The stench of her betrayal invaded his olfactory sense. The acrid, brackish stink of semen mingling with the pleasant feeling of her tongue on his. The sharp, vinegary smell of her pussy juices wafted up from between her legs. He pulled away from the kiss and stared into her eyes again.
 

“Put your face between my legs?” she asked quietly.
 

He wondered what she meant by that? If she was going to ask him to go down on her that wasn’t a line he was willing to cross. Not now and maybe not ever no matter how much she wanted it. But he couldn’t ignore his own curiosity gnawing at him either. He wanted to face it. He wanted to stare into the gaping maw of her pussy and watch as it spewed another man’s life force. When she lifted her leg he ducked under it and settled onto his stomach between her legs.
 

Her pussy had been incredibly stretched by Gabe’s fucking. Most of his ejection had run out of her already but there was still a dribble leaking from it. Trickling out of her engorged vagina and running in a line down to the puckered hole of her anus before dripping onto his sleeping bag. He pressed two fingers together and slipped them into her soaked hole.
 

Her thighs shuddered next to his cheeks. She looked down her body at him and lifted her knees. Tickled his chin with her finger. “Be a good cuckold and suck me?” she ventured.
 

Twenty-four hours ago he thought he would have done anything to make her happy. Now he knew he couldn’t do this. It was too far. Too degrading. Maybe some day, if she really, really wanted it. Not this day. He looked up at her from between her legs. “Chortie’s,” he whispered.
 

Recognition flashed across her face in an instant. She worked herself up onto her elbows, her expression filled with concern for him. “Are you okay?” she asked, a sudden urgency to her tone.
 

He let a slow smile spread across his lips. Her reaction was better than any he could have hoped for. She was worried about him. She cared about how he felt. She was still his. He rose up slowly onto his knees and pulled his shirt off over his head. Dropped his pants and underwear down his thighs and wiggled out of them. He dropped down onto hands and knees over top of her, his straining cock just inches from her steaming hot pussy. He looked up and into her eyes. “That was the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen in my life,” he said.
 

A wide, wondrous smile spread across her lips. She put her hand on the back of his neck again and pulled him towards her until their foreheads were touching. “Oh, baby,” she whispered. “I’m so happy to hear you say that.”
 

He adjusted his hips and found the wide hole of her pussy with the tip of his cock. He thrust his hips forward and felt himself slip into her. He groaned at the familiar warmth and wetness. But it was different this time. Different than any other time he’d entered her. Instead of her usual tight embrace her pussy felt wide and cavernous. His cock was sensitive enough that it still propelled him towards his own climax but he wondered if he felt the same to her when she was this stretched? He thrust back and forth a few times then had to stop to keep from coming. When he looked up at her again she was wearing a wicked half-smile. As he pressed into her again he felt more of Gabe’s cum, from deep inside her this time, spill out onto his balls.
 

She hitched a leg up over his rump and rolled her hips. “You’re so hard,” she whispered.
 

“I’m really close,” he admitted.
 

Her smile stretched across her whole mouth. “That’s so hot,” she replied. She rolled her hips slowly back and forth, her pussy nursing on his cock, drawing the semen out of his balls with a gentle pressure.
 

He groaned when she flexed and squeezed him. Another look into her eyes and he lowered his head and pressed his lips to hers in a wet kiss. He kept his hips perfectly still, letting her do the work and savoring each stroke of his cock in and out of her snatch.
 

“Gabe’s sperm is still swimming inside me,” she whispered.
 

“Oh god,” he moaned, closing his eyes as the full impact of her words hit him.
 

“You should fuck yours into me just in case. It can be like a competition to see whose is stronger.”
 

He let out a laugh at how incredibly hard that made him. His body warmed when he heard her chuckle along with him. “What’s the prize?” he asked jokingly, smiling. He opened his eyes to see her dead serious.
 

“A big, swollen, pregnant belly of course,” she whispered back.
 

His body erupted into convulsions. Thighs, abs, glutes all flexing and releasing. Driving his cock deep into her as his pelvic floor started contracting. His body shook as he felt his cock spew seed deep into her belly.
 

She wrapped her arms around his back, her legs around his trunk and lovingly fucked him back. Her eyes squeezed shut tight and she shook as she came with him.
 

The most powerful orgasm of his life rocked through him. His mind filled with the sensation of his cock moving in and out of her, the pleasure of her body wrapped around him, clinging to him as they both soared through their pleasure. He sank his weight onto her after they’d both finished and stayed inside her, peppering the side of her neck with kisses.
 

When he finally rolled off of her and onto his side she curled up next to him. Bundled the sleeping bags over them and nuzzled his neck, purring like a kitten. “I’m so proud of you,” she whispered.
 

He chuckled at this. Truth was he felt proud of himself. He’d done something he wouldn’t have even considered just a few short days ago. “That was all so wrong and so hot,” he whispered back. A few minutes later he felt her body twitch as it shut down for sleep. He brushed her hair off her face and stared at her. “Baby?” he asked.
 

“Hmm?” she said without opening her eyes.
 

“Why do you get like that do you think?”
 

Her eyes fluttered open and a soft smile turned up the corners of her mouth. She shook her head. “We don’t have to talk about this. I don’t want to ruin the evening,” she said.
 

He found her reply slightly troubling. But mostly because it made him pretty sure of what her answer would be. And he felt ready for it. His stomach squeezed. “No. I want to know,” he said.
 

She reached up and ran her fingers through his hair. “I don’t want you to get the wrong idea. I love you. I love everything about us. I love our marriage.”
 

He waited, gazing into her eyes. “But?”
 

She chewed on the corner of her lower lip. Her eyes focused on some point behind him. “I…I love big, thick dicks,” she whispered.
 

The way that crushed him was exquisite.
 

“I love having my pussy stretched. I love feeling them find the end of me. I feel…I feel whole when they fuck me.”
 

He groaned and his cock started to harden again. “You love Gabe’s dick,” he whispered.
 

She caressed his cheek. “I love the way Gabe’s dick makes me feel,” she said.
 

His stomach tightened again. “Will I ever be enough for you?” he asked. It felt even more intimate than sex, sharing with her what he now realized was his greatest vulnerability.
 

“You’re everything I ever wanted. Cocks are just cocks. But…maybe, if you’re into it, you could let me have a nice thick one every now and again?”
 

He growled as he rolled her onto her side and facing away from him.
 

She smiled and rubbed her ass against his pelvis as he pressed his cock into her again.
 


THE END
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Honeymoon Lodged


Nigel and Theresa, newly married, arrive at their honeymoon destination, Moosehurst Lodge. A gift from Theresa's controlling father, sending them to the fly-in resort where she grew up.
George and Martha, the lodge owners and as close as anyone could be to Theresa, are a little quirky. They drink too much. They cuss. And after a few they like to call each other names.
Nigel notices George has a hard time keeping his eyes off of Theresa. Finds out Martha has a hard time keeping her hands off anyone who isn't George.

Worst honeymoon ever? Not if George can help it.

But is Nigel man enough to let him?




Finley's Secrets : A Hotwife Fantasy

Beautiful house. Beautiful wife. Beautiful life. Jacob has it all.

Well...okay. Maybe not everything. Things could be more adventurous in the bedroom. Turns out all he had to do was ask. Doing it with the lights on? No problem! Who would have thought?

Then Quinn shows up with her big, tattooed, motorcycle mechanic boyfriend Johnny. Johnny doesn't talk much. Mostly works on his bike.

Which leaves Quinn and Finley lots of time to catch up. They haven't seen each other in ages, after all. But why are they always whispering?

Who could resist listening in?

Finley wasn't always the sort of woman Jake thought he married. Finley's been keeping secrets. Secrets that could blow Jake and Finley's life apart...




Sharon Hits the Deck: A Hotwife Fantasy

Mark’s neighbor, the refrigerator sized Reggie Decker, invites him over for a beer. Turns out he’s as crass and oafish as he seems. High school football star turned retail worker who’s still riding high on memories of better days.

He also has a thing for Mark’s wife, Sharon. He doesn’t mind sharing what he’d do to her if he could get his hands on her.

Mark gets mildly unsettled at this but not in the way he feels he should. There’s something tantalizing about the thought of the big bull next door having his way with his uptight wife. Arousing, even.

But Sharon would never go for it. Not in a million years. She’s too busy spending their staycation tidying up the house and purging the basement. Except when Sharon stumbles onto them having a beer in Reggie’s garage she seems not the least bit put out by the attention he pays her. Which gets Mark thinking very dirty things. And wondering if maybe there’s a way after all…



Scarlet Learns to Swing: A Hotwife Fantasy

Steven overhears a conversation intended for "Girl's Night Only." A lewd admission by his wife. She wants to know what it's like with another man.

He finds the morsel strangely thrilling.

It haunts him though. Follows him to work. Infects their intimate moments.

Soon it's all he can think about.

Funny thing is, Scarlet's appetite for intimacy has been on the rise as well.

Will Steven confess his growing kink? And what will Scarlet say? 









cover.jpeg
THE EX-FACTOR

SLHDTWIFE FARTASY






