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EPILOGUE – THE DRIVE HOME

Author’s Note


Chapter 1

Dawn was just breaking when we left the city. A light fog drifted over the highway, catching the pale sodium glow like ribbons of silk. Audrey sat beside me, head tilted, eyes half-closed to the old song from our wedding playlist. One full year.

I glanced over. Audrey lounged back in the seat, hair pulled high to bare the line of her neck—the spot that’s driven me insane more times than I can count. She’d peeled off her sweater as soon as we cleared downtown; all that was left was a fitted tee, thin enough that every full curve pressed against it.

Her breasts rose and fell, heavy and unbothered, with her slow breathing. The low-waist shorts showed a strip of flat belly, her skin bright in the slant of early light. One leg was up on the dash, toenails painted wine-red. Everything in front of me… felt like a soft, shameless invitation.

“What’s with that look?”
Audrey cracked an eye at me, the corner of her mouth lifting in a knowing half-smile.

I didn’t look away. I laughed under my breath and slid my palm onto her thigh, heat like velvet against my hand.
“You know… your tits… they’re gorgeous.”

She snorted—but there was a spark of pleasure in her eyes.
“Please. Don’t you get tired of seeing them every day?”

I shook my head, slow. “No. Seeing them every day means I know exactly what they’re like—warm, smooth, soft. Other guys can only imagine. I’ve sucked them, squeezed them, kissed them…”

I didn’t have to finish. Color bloomed across her cheeks—the kind of flush that isn’t embarrassment so much as heat lighting up from the inside.

“Such a bad man, Calvin…” Audrey whispered, but her smile crooked a little higher.

I held her gaze a beat longer. Those ripe, proud breasts kept lifting, settling—like they were teasing me on purpose. Heat crawled up my back beneath my shirt. Even a year married, a small moment like this still made me want to pull over and take her right there.

This trip was our idea—both of us. A year in and we still fucked like day one—I still lost myself in her like a starved man, and she still wrapped around me, moaning at my ear like she wanted me to tear the world apart. But familiarity has a quiet way of sanding down the flames. They don’t vanish… they just burn a little steadier.

We wanted a fresh hit of oxygen. Somewhere with no deadlines, no ringing phones, no inbox waiting to be emptied. Just the two of us—naked, laughing, breathing, touching without counting minutes.



When the car turned down the dirt road, a pale morning mist lay over everything like a thin white veil. The cabin came into view at the end—two stories, pitched roof, glass walls throwing light through the trees. Beautiful. Quiet. And there was something… arousing in how cut-off it felt.

A man stood on the porch. Flannel shirt, worn jeans, hands in his pockets. Tall. Broad shoulders. Black hair dusted with gray, a little mussed. The light found a small scar along his right cheekbone—tough, lived-in, not unkind.

“Welcome,” he said. His voice was low and rough, like coarse cloth dragged through the cold air.

I nodded back. Audrey smiled—that quick, easy smile that shifts the room a degree warmer.

And I saw it: the way his eyes landed on Audrey’s chest.

She was still in that fitted tee I’d been admiring all morning—and I knew exactly what he was looking at. Those full breasts lifting and falling with her breath, the curve pressed against thin cotton like a dare to any man who noticed.

He looked. Not rushed. Not shy. Long enough for me to mark it.

Truth is, I know that look. The look men get when they see Audrey.

I wasn’t jealous. I never am. If anything, a part of me likes it. I’m proud. They can look… but I’m the one who knows every line, every pulse beneath that skin. I know how she shivers under my hands, how her nipples harden for me.

Their eyes met. Three seconds. Not long. Not raw. Just a soft hitch in time—a quick current running between them, impossible to miss.

And me, standing right there, felt it like heat spreading under my skin. Something banked but alive. Not scary. More like a door, thin as a blade, clicking open—waiting to be pushed wider.




Chapter 2

David had just left. The wooden door eased shut, and a strange, gentle quiet settled over everything.

Inside the cabin, the faint scent of fresh-cut oak floated in the air—warm, sweet, a little honeyed. Noon light slanted through the glass wall, laying itself across the floor like a long, amber glaze. No cars, no city noise—just wind combing the pines and, farther off, the chatter of a small creek behind the house.

It felt like we’d slipped out of the world. No meetings, no ringtones, no deadlines. Only this space. And her body.



I took my shirt off first. Audrey laughed when I was down to boxers. She shook her head, then tugged her T-shirt over her head and stood there in a cream lace set that hugged every line. Natural light kissed her fair skin, lit the proud swell beneath the sheer lace, and traced the soft bend of her narrow waist.

She moved through the cabin like it already belonged to her—bare, confident, so effortlessly sexy I wanted to grab her and be done with it.

“You know…” I chuckled, voice gone rough, “…I think I picked the right place.”

Audrey turned, resting her back against the glass, ankles crossed. Sunlight poured over each curve—breasts, hips, flat belly, the taut round of her ass. She tipped her head; her gray-blue eyes flashed in the light.

“It is quiet out here,” she said, padding to the window to look over the pines. “And the sun’s perfect.”

I stepped in behind her and set my hands on her hips. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“I mean,” she murmured, leaning her head back toward my shoulder, “it’s the perfect place to… sunbathe.”

Heat climbed my spine. I glanced past her, toward David’s smaller cabin not far off, tucked behind a stand of trees.

“Are you crazy?” I breathed against her ear, voice going rougher. “The owner’s right there. You take that top off, he could see everything.”

Audrey pivoted into me, pressing her chest to mine. Her eyes sparked with mischief; her teeth caught her lower lip.

“So what? I’m not naked,” she shrugged. “It’s just lingerie. If he sneaks a look, nothing’s lost. Maybe he’ll even enjoy the view.”

I swallowed. Hell. This playful, filthy streak of hers always wrecked me. And she was right. That set… was hotter than being naked.

“Bad girl,” I growled, hauling her into a deep kiss.

My mouth crushed hers. Not an anniversary kiss—a punishment, possessive and claiming. My tongue drove into her, greedy and rough. Audrey moaned, fingers dragging at the back of my neck as she kissed me back. I tasted the wine we’d had—sweet, a little tannic—melding with the heat of her breath.

My hand slid off her waist and grabbed a handful of her ass, fingers sinking into warm, velvety skin until my chest knotted. I pressed my hips to her lower belly, and she felt what was straining there—no doubt about it.

I broke the kiss, breath ragged, our mouths hovering inches apart.

“What did you just say?” I rumbled, voice sanded down. “You want to be punished?” I squeezed her harder. “You want him to see you like this? If he does… he’ll want to fuck you on the spot. You know that?”

Audrey laughed—a low, throaty, wicked sound. She wasn’t scared; she arched into me, rubbing her chest against mine, eyes bright with trouble.

“Oh…” she whispered, breath washing my face. “You think he’s… big?”

She bit her lip, tipping her head, voice small but sharp enough to cut.

“Maybe… bigger than you?”

Christ.

I stalled. The words hit me like a live wire. She’d said it out loud. A blade-clean thrill—sharper than simple hunger—ran the length of my spine. This was Audrey. This was exactly why I loved her like a madman.

I stared at her, then a rough laugh rolled out of my chest.

“You’re impossible,” I said, and cracked a firm slap to her ass. “Fine. You win.”

I stepped back and pulled a long breath. “I’ll go outside and get the grill started.”

I met her eyes and crooked a smile.

“And you—go out on the deck. Sunbathe. Take that top off.”

I paused, letting my gaze darken.

“Let him look,” I said, voice dropping. “We’re only here two days. I’m not so small that I’d get jealous over a few stolen glances.”




Chapter 3

The smell of grilling meat drifted across the yard. Fat hissed as it hit the coals, a steady sizzle. Smoke, meat, the forest—thick on the air, turning the afternoon heavier. I flipped the skewers; flame licked up, throwing a warm gold across my face, and… I glanced toward the deck.

Audrey.

She was stretched out on a lounge chair, a wide-brim hat shading half her face, but nothing else about her was hidden. The thin cream lace clung to every line—full breasts, flat belly, the smooth length of her thighs, skin so pale and luminous it seemed to glow in the sun.

I swallowed.

Any man would stop and stare. I’ve been looking at her for a year straight—and this still burned in my chest.

Thankfully… she was still in lingerie. I almost laughed to myself. My Audrey is sexy, yes—but sometimes she’s so bold my heart forgets to beat.

I thought of our honeymoon. She stood on an empty beach, slipped the strap of her bikini and laughed when the waves slid over her. I remember exactly how I felt—half thrill, half panic, and want so sharp it made me stupid. I tried to cover her up when a group of tourists walked by. She just laughed harder, like the risk was part of the game.

And now… she was that woman again.



From the corner of my eye, a figure moved through the trees. David.

Flannel shirt, gardening tools in one hand, ambling along the sun-wet grass. He didn’t hurry. Each step toward Audrey stretched into separate heartbeats inside my chest.

I held my breath.

She sat up as he neared. They said something—lost under the wind—little pieces like “sun… afternoon… perfect weather.” Audrey’s laugh rose—soft, easy, familiar to me.

David didn’t laugh softly. He looked.

His gaze settled on her chest. No hiding it. No reason to. Sunlight poured through the lace and he took in every curve. Audrey’s full breasts lifted with her breathing, and the way he watched—like a man looking at a woman he wants—was impossible to mistake.

but the front of those worn jeans looked suddenly tight, a thick ridge pushing forward.

My heart kicked hard.

Not jealousy. A strange, clean sting running my spine—sweet and sharp as a thin blade. My wife there, body open to the sun, another man drinking her in like he could swallow her whole—it made me want to drag her into my arms, and also… keep watching.

Audrey shifted, crossed one leg, hair spilling down her shoulder. They traded a few more words. She laughed again. That sound—soft—sent me straight back to nights when she moans at my ear.

Then David turned away.

Only—he didn’t head back to his place.

He headed toward me.



I tightened my grip on the skewer. Smoke, meat, and the humid press of afternoon stacked together. Something coiled in my chest—raw and unfamiliar, like a fist closing.

David walked up slow, carrying the last of that look from where Audrey lay in the sun.

And me—I didn’t dodge it. I met his eyes, equal parts challenge and curiosity, wondering just where this was going to lead.




Chapter 4

David walked toward me with those unhurried steps of his, as if time itself moved at his pace. The smoky scent from the grill hung thick in the warm air. I set the skewers onto the wooden tray and wiped the sweat from my forehead just as he stopped by the porch.

“Hey there,” David said first, his voice low and gravelly, but easy on the ears.

“Hey, David,” I replied, keeping my tone light.

He looked around the cabin, eyes narrowing slightly.
“How’s everything? All right?”

I could tell it wasn’t just small talk. There was genuine care in the way he said it.

“The place is still pretty new,” he continued. “Built it myself—every plank, every stone. Wanted it perfect. So if anything’s off, tell me. I’ll fix it.”

I laughed softly and nodded.
“Nothing to fix. This place is perfect. Really… my wife and I love it.”

A hint of pride crossed his face.
“Good. Out back there’s a small creek, about ten minutes away. If you and your wife want to swim or soak, go right ahead.”

“Thanks,” I said. “We’ll definitely check it out.”

David stepped back as if to leave—but stopped. His eyes lifted toward the deck, where Audrey still lay in the late-afternoon sun, her body a soft, glowing curve in that same lace set. Silence stretched, thin but charged, between us.

Then he spoke, voice low, rough:
“You’re a lucky man, Calvin.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“Your wife… she’s beautiful,” David said slowly, with no attempt to soften it. “Sorry if that’s out of line, but—she’s too beautiful not to say something.”

No hesitation. Just a clean stone dropped into still water.

And strangely… I didn’t feel offended.

A slow, hot pulse spread through my chest—a mix of pride, arousal, and that sharp, rare thrill only men like me understand. When another man openly acknowledges how sexy the woman you love is… it cuts like a knife and burns like fire at the same time.

David turned to leave. And I—maybe from the wine, maybe from some invisible thread pulled too tight—heard myself say:

“It’s fine, David.” I grinned, letting the tone fall casual, like two men talking dirty over beers. “I hear that a lot… especially about…” I flicked my gaze toward the deck. “…her tits, right?”

David paused—then laughed. A real man’s laugh, open, unfiltered. He stepped a little closer, lowered his voice as if the sunlight itself might overhear.

“Jealous of you, Calvin,” he murmured. “You get to see them every day.”

I chuckled, pushing the game one notch further.
“Not just see,” I rasped. “I get to touch them… and taste them. They’re big… and soft. So soft, you’d remember them for life if you ever got to feel them once.”

When I finished, I saw his face tighten—not in shock, but in that startled, aroused way a man gets when fantasy brushes too close to real.

His gaze flicked briefly toward Audrey again, then back to me.

“Keep it between us,” I added quietly, my mouth curving. “Audrey would kill me if she knew I said that.”

David let out a short, throaty laugh.
“Haha… of course,” he said. “You two enjoy yourselves.”

He lifted his gardening tools and started back, though his eyes—just before turning away—slid once more over Audrey’s chest. Unhurried. Unashamed.

I stood there, one hand still on the skewer handle, heart pounding like I’d just sprinted a mile.




Chapter 5

The smell of grilled meat hung thick in the air, mixing with damp wood and late-day sun. Audrey and I sat shoulder to shoulder at the porch table, each with a chilled glass of white. The pale gold in our glasses caught the light like little strips of sunshine trapped inside.

Audrey bit into a hot piece of meat and let out a tiny, breathy sound. She stuck the tip of her finger to her tongue to cool it—such a small gesture, but to me it felt like gasoline on a flame.

“I’ll admit it,” she said, “the food here is amazing.”

I leaned back and looked toward the pines. “Yeah. And this view… Quiet, clean—the kind of place that makes you forget the rest of the world.”

She nodded and topped us off. The slanting light threaded through the branches and lit up her chestnut hair until every strand seemed to glow. She was still in that thin lingerie set, and even though she was right next to me, I felt like I was looking at a woman both familiar and brand new.

Half-teasing, half-serious, I said, “The owner seems solid, huh? That steady, dependable type.”

She hesitated—barely—but I caught it. A faint flush touched her cheeks. Her eyes flicked away, then back to me.

“Yeah…” she said, softer than usual. “He looks… very masculine.”

Heat moved through my chest. Not the bitter kind of jealousy—something mixed with it, an edge of arousal only a husband to a woman that beautiful really understands.

I set my glass down and leaned in, voice dropping.
“Remember earlier, when I said, ‘if he sees you… he’ll want to fuck you right away’…?”

She laughed, color deepening along her cheekbones.

“Sure—but look at him. He was perfectly proper. He just looked and kept walking.”

I arched a brow. “That’s because I was there. If I hadn’t been…”

Audrey laughed louder, but her eyes went a little hazy—like someone replaying a warm memory.

“Without you, I wouldn’t be half as bold.”

I edged closer, voice roughening a notch. “But you saw it… the front of his jeans—something was pushing out.”

Her gaze stilled. A flash of memory crossed her face. Her lips parted; for a few seconds she didn’t speak. Then her blush climbed—no longer simple embarrassment. That look I know—Audrey getting turned on.

“Mm-hmm… I saw,” she admitted in a near whisper. “It was… big. Very obvious…”

She took another sip of wine, eyes a little dreamy—as if one more nudge and she’d run with the thought on her own.

Heat prickled across my skin.

My wife—sitting beside me in lingerie, cheeks flushed, talking about another man’s cock—made me both angry and ravenous in a way I couldn’t (and didn’t want to) control.



Then, like a cold slap across the warm air, a hard gust tore across the porch. The trees bent. I looked up.

The sky had gone gray without us noticing. Thick black clouds rolled over the far ridge like a heavy smoke. The gold light vanished, replaced by a dense, gunmetal cast over everything.

“Damn… storm’s coming,” I muttered.

Audrey stood, tugging a cardigan over her shoulders. The first drops rattled on the roof. Within seconds the wind was flipping the napkins and our glasses shivered on the table.

We hustled, hauling the meat, the wine, and our plates into the cabin.

The sky darkened to slate, and the sound of rain hammering the roof filled the space—heavy, insistent, everywhere.




Chapter 6

When the wooden door thudded shut behind us, the cabin went quiet—sealed tight like a small box.

I looked at Audrey. She was still in that sheer lace set, hair a little wind-tossed, cheeks flushed from the wine. The warm lamplight caught in her gray-blue eyes, sweet and… dangerous at the same time.

We cleaned up to the steady patter of rain on the roof. Neither of us spoke, and the silence felt heavier than thunder.

Audrey slipped a light cardigan over her shoulders, covering the lace. She climbed up onto the lofted bed.

“Get some sleep,” she said softly, worn out from the drive. “If it clears later, let’s hit the creek. I want to dip my feet in the cold.”

I switched off the kitchen light and lay beside her.

Damn.

The hard ache in my crotch hadn’t gone anywhere. It jabbed, tense and caged. I’d been ready to pin her down the second we finished talking to David. But the rain—and her tiredness—slammed the brakes on everything.

I exhaled and tried to settle.

Audrey drifted fast, breath evening out. I lay there, eyes wide. The rain’s rhythm should’ve been a lullaby. It wasn’t.

I was still stiff, rubbing against the fabric—a dull, relentless torment. I love my wife; I respect her. But right now… the image of David staring at Audrey’s chest… the swell of his jeans… kept looping like a stolen reel.

I shut my eyes and tried to push it away.



Time dragged.

The rain didn’t let up like we’d hoped—it thickened. The percussion on the wood roof turned dense, cold, wet. Audrey curled into the blanket; I lay beside her, watching the gray dim of the room.

A hard gust pushed through the window seam and the whole cabin shivered. Audrey flinched. I sat up and tried the underfloor heat. The indicator blinked… and died.

“Damn it,” I muttered.

I tried again. Nothing. The air tipped colder, that damp chill that crawls under your skin after a long storm. Audrey pulled the blanket tighter; her bare shoulders trembled.

“It’s broken?” she asked, sleep-rough.

“Yeah. Looks like it.”

I glanced out through the glass. Sheets of rain. The natural light was gone—just a flat, dirty gray over the trees. I sighed, grabbed my phone, and dialed David—the number was taped beside the fridge.

“Hello,” he answered, low and rough as ever.

“David, sorry to bother you,” I said. “I think the heating’s out.”

A brief pause. Then, calm:
“I’ll be right over. Can’t have you two freezing.”



In under ten minutes, boots thudded up the steps, blending with the hammer of rain on the eaves. Audrey stood by the window, hugging that thin cover-up around her—the kind you bring for sun, not this bone-deep mountain chill. Neither of us had packed enough warm layers.

Water flicked off his rubber boots as David reached the porch.

He’d come through the storm—black rain jacket soaked, hair wet and mussed. The cabin’s gold light cut across his angular face, and the scar on his right cheek stood out sharper. His expression stayed even… but those broad, rain-dark shoulders seemed to make the room smaller.

I opened the door.

Cold wet air swept in, slicing across our skin. David stood on the threshold, breath steady, voice a quiet rumble as he pushed water from his hair.

His eyes slid over me, then paused when he saw Audrey behind me. Her collar had fallen open just enough to show a soft edge of lace. He didn’t stare—only a beat—but I caught it.

He pulled his gaze back and cleared his throat.

“Low-pressure system,” he said, rough and matter-of-fact. “Heard the alert. Might keep on through the evening.”

David bent to unlace his boots and stepped inside.

“Let me check the heat. Could be rain in the venting or a tripped breaker.”

Audrey clutched her sleeves together, shivering—part weather, part the sudden fact of David in a space that, until now, had been just ours.

Small cabin. Door shut. Three people. Rain pounding outside. The air thickened, like a wire pulled one notch tighter.




Chapter 7

David crouched under the floor hatch, lifting the panel to the heating bay. Switches clicked, metal scraped, his low muttering threading under the nonstop rain. Audrey stood back against the wall, arms crossed, clutching the thin cover-up tight; her bare legs trembled a little from the cold.

I stood beside him, watching the beam of his flashlight sweep beneath the boards.

After nearly ten minutes, he shut the panel and straightened, letting out a small breath.

“No good,” he said, voice steady and deep. “Main unit’s wet. Power line runs outside the wall—can’t safely fix it now. Dark, and this rain.”

I glanced at the window: the sky had gone black as if night had dropped in minutes. Rain hammered the wood roof, a fast, insistent drum.

David wiped the stray drops off his face and looked to me.
“Best option’s the wood stove. Luckily, I’ve got plenty stacked.”

He gathered his tools and pulled on his raincoat. “I’ll grab a load. Ten minutes.”

“Thanks,” I said.

He stepped into the storm, his shape swallowed by the wet dark.



While we waited, I pulled Audrey close. She leaned into me, still shivering, but her eyes were bright. For all the weather outside, there was a strange warmth inside the cabin—maybe because it was just us, the rain throwing a shell around the world.

“You freezing?” I asked, sliding my hand under her wrap.

“A little,” she murmured, shivering once, then settling tighter against my chest.

My palm skimmed her hip, feeling the thin fabric and the heat of her skin. If it weren’t for the rain, I’d have had her on the couch already.

Instead I went to the tiny kitchen and opened the mini-fridge—David had stocked the basics for guests.

I grabbed a few easy things: some sausages, sweet corn, bread to toast, the leftover white from lunch. Simple, quick food to warm us on a wet, cold night.

“You know,” Audrey said quietly behind me, “I like this feeling… rain, fire, and you.”

“Yeah,” I smiled, cutting the corn, “we just need the stove lit and it’s perfect.”



A knock thudded at the door. David was back, raincoat slick with water, those broad shoulders soaked through. His hair was wet, a few drops clinging to the small scar along his cheekbone. Under the cabin’s warm light he looked… unmistakably masculine.

“Brought enough for the night,” he said, hauling in a bundle of dry logs.

He set to work without fuss. No questions, no fumbling—just clean, practiced moves: stacking, sparking, opening the draft. The wood caught with a soft crackle. Rich, golden heat began to spill into the room, pushing out the damp cold that had been coiled around us.

Audrey stood near the stove, rubbing her hands together, her face lit by the flames. She looked warm—and strangely beautiful in that light—skin glowing, the soft lines beneath her thin wrap outlined by the flicker.

David dusted off his hands and rose.
“That’ll do it. Keep the door shut and it’ll warm fast.”

He adjusted his collar like he was about to leave.

That’s when I spoke.

“David,” I said, “you eating alone tonight?”

He paused, flicked a glance at me, then over to Audrey.

“Planned on it,” he said, easy and even.

I let a small, friendly grin tilt my mouth—the kind men use when they’re inviting someone in without making a big thing of it.
“Stay and eat with us. Plenty of grilled stuff left, and wine. Night like this… better to share.”

David looked out at the rain sheeting down. He didn’t answer right away. His eyes slid back to Audrey once more. She didn’t look away. She just stood there in the firelight, hair a little messy, a bare shoulder showing where the thin wrap had slipped.

Then he nodded.
“Sure. If you don’t mind.”

“Not at all,” I said.

Firelight threw three shadows across the small cabin. Outside, the rain didn’t let up. Inside, warmth spread, sinking into our skin. No one named it, but we all felt the charged air thickening—something shapeless growing in the sealed room.




Chapter 8

The air in the cabin shifted the moment David nodded yes. A small quiet slid between the three of us. Outside, the rain kept drumming the roof—like a steady backbeat we were meant to notice.

I broke the silence first.
“David, you’re soaked… go ahead and take that off. Don’t stand there freezing.”

He lifted an eyebrow, then nodded. He undid the snaps on the rain-dark jacket; cold damp rolled off it with that sticky peel of wet fabric. Audrey stood by the table, a little flustered, but she didn’t look away.

I turned to her.
“Audrey, can you help me bring the food?”

She murmured “mm-hmm” and moved toward the kitchen. Every small motion in the warm lamplight seemed to loosen the room. Heat from the stove was spreading now, melting the chill out of the walls.

David hung the jacket on the wooden peg by the fire. His t-shirt underneath was soaked, plastered to his skin. Before I could offer a towel, he gripped the hem and pulled it clean over his head, tossing it near the jacket.

Flamelight washed across his bare torso, glossing rain on sun-browned skin. The muscle under his chest and stomach came up clean and solid—the kind of body that belongs to a man who works with his hands.

Audrey and I carried out the platters—grilled meat, corn, the wine. When I set the glasses down, I really saw her: still in the same thin wrap, and underneath it the cream lace hugging everything. Firelight turned the fabric gauzy, revealing the familiar lines I’ve touched a thousand times.

For a beat, I thought: I should tell her to put on a tee, at least… cover up.

Then her earlier whisper flicked through my head—Let him look a little, what’s the harm?

That was enough. Heat lit up my chest. I tightened my fingers once, then pretended not to notice and said nothing. I let things… move exactly the way they were moving.



When everything was set, David came to the table. No shirt—just dark, still-damp jeans. Firelight climbed his broad, hard chest. In the cabin’s soft amber, the sight hit the thick air like a clean collision.

Audrey sat to my right. As David drew close, I felt the faintest tremor go through her—not from the cold. Her eyes caught on his bare chest. You know that look a woman gives a man’s body when she’s trying not to stare? Awkward, but pulled in. That.

Outside, the rain didn’t let up. Inside, the wood snapped and hissed, light flickering over three figures around a small wooden table.

Dinner began.




Chapter 9

The fire snapped in the stove. Woodsmoke braided with wine, grilled meat, and the heat of bodies until the air felt blurred—intimate, and hiding some undercurrent beneath it. Amber light climbed the ceiling, throwing our three shadows long across the wood, overlapping and drifting.

Audrey sat beside me, head tilted, cheeks warmed by wine and fire. David sat across, bare-chested, his hair still damp from the rain. His body was the sturdy kind that belongs to men who’ve met the world with their hands—nothing like my office build. You could see the difference at a glance. I could feel it.

A light silence slipped between us. Not awkward—more like what happens when everyone knows something is moving, but no one has named it yet.

I picked up the bottle and topped off all three glasses. Small move, but it tugged the mood back toward “normal”—at least on the surface.

“This storm came out of nowhere,” I said, smiling lightly. “We thought we’d be down at the creek by now.”

David turned his glass, watching the flame, and spoke in that low, rough way of his—paced like wind through trees.
“When a storm rolls in… nature takes back what’s hers. Everything gets… basic. Primitive.”

I glanced at Audrey. She wasn’t just listening. She was drinking it in, eyes pinned to David’s bare chest, the way his pecs rose and fell with each breath. Her mouth parted a little; her fingers circled the stem of her glass.

My heart skipped.

Underneath it all was a thread of jealousy—the old male feeling when you clock your woman noticing another man. But right beside it, heat climbed my ribs. I hated that feeling… and I craved it.

David lifted his gaze, lowering it on us.
“Brave of you two,” he said. “Anniversary in a place this quiet. Most people are afraid of silence.”

I took a sip and met his eyes.
“We’re not,” I said, deliberately unhurried. “Truth is… we needed it. Audrey”—I tipped my head toward her—“doesn’t like being boxed in. She likes… freedom.”

Both our eyes—his and mine—landed on Audrey.

She smiled faintly, chin dipping, but I saw her chest lift with her breath. No one said what kind of freedom we meant… but all three of us knew the word had changed color.

David set his glass down and leaned back. Firelight cut the lines of his torso. His voice went low, slow, sure.
“A woman like that…”—his gaze paused at Audrey’s collar—“…deserves freedom. It’s a waste to hide her.”

I heard every word. Audrey stilled; color deepened across her cheeks. Her eyes flickered—but she didn’t protest. Didn’t dodge. She sat there, head slightly bowed, hair a little messy along her neck, hiding her eyes—and not hiding the heat on her skin.

My heart pounded like someone drumming from inside my chest.

I laughed—not loud, but enough to break the hush.
“Exactly,” I said. “I let Audrey be truly free. You can’t hide her. Especially… her breasts.”

David let out a long, gravelly chuckle.
“Haha… that’s generous of you, Calvin.”

Audrey bit her lip, her face gone rose-bright in the firelight.
“You’re drunk, Calvin,” she murmured. But the tone wasn’t sharp. It was soft… with a tremor in it.

I tilted my head and held her gaze.
“Come on, Audrey. Be a little generous. Otherwise David’s going to think I’m stingy—always trying to tuck you away.”

She didn’t answer. She only tipped her glass for another sip. And then—like a very small, very slow tide—the thin wrap slid off one shoulder.

The black lace strap lay bare… and so did the upper swell of her breast. The fire’s gold licked across pale skin until it seemed to glow. Her right breast was there—offered—held in only by a delicate pane of lace.

David drew a breath—quiet, but I heard it. His eyes narrowed, focused, heavy as a touch.

And they didn’t leave Audrey’s chest.



Outside, the storm murmured on.
Inside, the fire flared, catching every breath.

None of us spoke. But every boundary had started to hum—like a string stretched to the edge.




Chapter 10

The wine glass stopped halfway to my lips. My throat was full of red, but I couldn’t taste a thing.

Because my eyes were fixed on David—more precisely, on his eyes.

That look of his was locked on my wife’s chest. Not admiring politely, not pretending. He looked the way a man looks at something beautiful he wants. No shame. No disguise. No hesitation.

He looked—like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Heat climbed the bridge of my nose. I licked my lips, trying to steady myself, then broke the air on purpose.
“David… you live out here all alone?”

His gaze pulled slowly from Audrey’s chest, like a blade sliding out of me. He turned his head, the corner of his mouth curling in a quiet smile.
“That’s right. City’s not far, but… this place gets lonely.”

Audrey turned her glass, voice soft, low, tinged with curiosity.
“Don’t you ever feel lonely?”

David smiled, but something flickered behind his eyes—a brief, quiet shadow, gone as fast as it appeared. A memory maybe. Something held back.
“Hmm,” he said, shaking his head lightly. “I’ve got a companion… a very close one. Keeps me company every night.”

In the gold firelight, I caught it—Audrey’s eyes shifting, just slightly. A hint of disappointment?

But then David raised his right hand, curled it into a fist, and grinned.
“This one. My nightly companion.”

“Ha—” I laughed, nearly spilling my wine. The tension hanging in the air cracked clean. “Didn’t take you for a comedian, David.”

He laughed too—a low, rough laugh that rolled through the cabin like the pop of burning wood.

But Audrey… didn’t laugh the same.

Her cheeks were a deeper red now. Her eyes shimmered, unfocused—wine, heat, and something unnamed.
The last edge of her wrap had slipped from her shoulder. Now it was just lace—thin, delicate, barely there—and the firelight poured across her curves. Her breasts lifted and glowed, full and tight, the gold reflection running over her skin like a wordless invitation.

David drew in a deep breath. He didn’t have to look directly for me to know—he was taking her in, inch by inch.

I rolled my glass between my palms, my mouth forming that small, knowing smile—one only men understand. My voice came out steady, low.
“Well then,” I said, “tonight you won’t have to keep your right hand company.”

I lifted my eyes to meet his.
“You’ve got me… and Audrey.”

The air dropped—not from discomfort, but density. Heavy. Wet. Like someone had just poured oil on the fire.

David didn’t answer at first. He looked at me—deep, steady—as if he needed to be sure I’d actually said it.

Audrey sat between us. Her breath shook, her chest rising and falling in slow, visible waves. In the flicker of the firelight, she was a lamp—something we both couldn’t look away from.




Chapter 11

David didn’t answer right away.

He held my gaze—deep, steady, for longer than normal—as if he was checking whether I truly understood what I’d just said… and whether I truly meant it.

Audrey sat between us. Her breathing hitched; her chest rose and fell in the amber wash from the fire. She looked like a warm lamp set too close to the flame—one stray breath and she’d blaze.

David smiled. Not shy, not uncertain. It had a cadence—slow, measured, unmistakably male.
“Come on, Calvin,” he said, with a trace of a joke in it, “I’m lonely, but I’m not gay. I’m not keeping you company tonight.”

Then he leaned, turning his eyes to Audrey.
“But with the lady here…”—his voice dropped, lazy—“I’d be more than willing.”

The room tightened at once.

Each breath sharpened. The soft crackle of the wood stretched taut. Audrey stilled, a small tremor across her shoulders. Her eyes wavered—not fear exactly, but the overload that hits when too many feelings arrive at once.

Mine too. My heartbeat thudded hard enough to hear in my ears. I was granite under my jeans—but beneath the heat, a thin wave of fear slid in. Fear of what was coming, because this wasn’t a joke anymore.

David was flirting with my wife. Right in front of me.

And what pounded hardest in my chest—the truth—was that she was turned on.

Audrey didn’t refuse. She didn’t agree either. Every movement held at the boundary. That unsaid space thickened the air—dense, hot, damp.

BOOM.

Lightning tore open the rain outside. A white flash slashed across the cabin wall, splitting our shadows. Thunder slammed the roof, and all three of us flinched.

David laughed, a clean break in the pressure. He glanced at the wine bottle, nearly empty on the table.
“Damn,” he said, easy as ever. “We’re out. I’ll run over and grab some bottles from my place.”

He started to stand, unhurried.

Under the table, my hand slid across to find Audrey’s.

I took her hand.

It was cold… and shaking.

I squeezed. She squeezed back. Not a grasp for safety—more like the grip of someone sinking into a feeling—scared and aroused at once.

I looked up at David as he straightened to leave. My breathing… wasn’t steady anymore.




Chapter 12

When the door closed behind David, the room was nothing but rain, the stove’s heat, and our hearts thudding in the dark.

I turned and pressed into Audrey. She sat curled on the chair, firelight skimming the bare rise of her chest through lace—so unreal I almost didn’t trust my eyes. Her body was soft and hot; I could feel her pulse—fast, uneven—against my mouth.

I leaned to her ear and whispered, voice rough:
“You want him… don’t you?”

A tiny shiver went through her. She jerked her gaze to me, gray-blue eyes wide with the shock of having the secret she was hiding from herself spoken out loud.

I cupped her cheek and drew her closer.
“It’s okay… baby,” I said, low and slow. “I get it. He’s… very masculine.”

I wasn’t lying. Every time David’s eyes slid over her body, my chest hammered. Not only from jealousy. From the way I was pulled into watching a man look at the woman I love like she’s a gift—too beautiful not to want.

Audrey swallowed. Her voice was so soft it almost dissolved into the rain:
“Aren’t you… jealous?”

A rough laugh cut out of me—more bitter than amused.
“Of course,” I said. “I love you. But… if you want—”

I stopped and held her eyes, making sure she heard every word:
“—just one night. Right?”

She didn’t answer with words. She surged into me and held on. Her whole body burned—like a match to banked coals. Her mouth crashed to mine, soft and fierce at once. She tasted like wine, like tremor, like want that couldn’t hide anymore.

We kissed like the storm didn’t exist. When our mouths parted, our breath stayed tangled. She looked at me—no more confusion. Only the light of happiness, of freedom, of hunger.

“You’re…” she whispered, “…crazy.”

“Yeah,” I breathed, smiling. “Because I love you.”

She smiled back—small, but blazing.

And then—the door opened again.

Wind and rain spilled into the cabin, and David stepped in with a few bottles in his hands, water still on his shoulders. Firelight climbed his frame, throwing a big shadow across the small room.

We hadn’t quite let go of each other. Audrey’s thin wrap had slipped to her elbows; the lace over her bare chest was clearer than ever.

David glanced over us. No one spoke. But the air had changed entirely.




Chapter 13

Three glasses clinked, crystal-soft against the unending rain. The fire kept its low rush, casting warm gold over our faces—comforting on the surface, with a thicker, unnamed tension underneath.

I tipped back a swallow and said, easy, almost offhand:
“This rain might go till morning. If all we do is sit here drinking… I’ll die of boredom.”

David leaned back and narrowed his eyes at me. There was no uncertainty left in that look. Something else lived there—intent.

And I knew he’d noticed what I knew: Audrey’s wrap was gone. She sat there in cream lace, firelight licking the ripe curves it barely covered, short-circuiting thought right where men are weakest.

David smiled—nothing hidden.
“So what do you suggest, Calvin?”

I set an empty bottle on the floor and rolled it between my fingers. My tone stayed lazy; my pulse did not.
“Well… seems like we’ve all been very honest tonight. I say we keep going. Let’s play a game. It’s called Fire and Truth.”

Audrey’s eyes snapped to me—surprise, not refusal.

David sat forward, the corner of his mouth climbing higher. The way he looked at me felt like two men agreeing without the need to shake hands.

“Simple rules,” I said, spinning the empty bottle on the wood once as a test. “We sit around the fire. Take turns spinning. Whoever it points to answers one question—truthfully—from one of the other two.”

I lifted my glass, let the flame refract through it like a little ceremony.
“If you don’t want to answer…”—I looked at David, then at Audrey—“…you take a dare.”

The room thickened. The storm kept on outside, but in here there was only wine-warm breath, body heat, and a braid of crossed gazes.

Audrey wet her lips. Her chest rose and fell—unhidden now. David stared, and this time he didn’t say a word. He didn’t have to. His eyes said plenty.

The bottle made a small practice arc, glass scuffing the wood—tick… tick…—like someone’s heartbeat falling into a well.

The three of us formed a circle.

The fire snapped and breathed.

And the game began.




Chapter 14

The empty beer bottle lay on the glossy wood, firelight slicking across the glass like a wet spark. Rain at the windows matched the pound in my chest.

I set a finger to the neck. Audrey at my right. David at my left. No one spoke. No one needed to.

Only fire, wine-warm breath, and crossing glances.

I spun.

The bottle slowed… stopped—its mouth aimed at Audrey.

Firelight slid down her skin—from throat to the full rise of her breasts inside that delicate lace, shimmering orange-gold. She drew her thighs in a touch, gray-blue eyes bright and unfocused—half drunk, half undone.

I wet my lips; my voice came out rough:
“My question… Do you like the way David’s been looking at you tonight?”

The air seemed to congeal. Audrey bit her lip, flicked a look to David, then back to me. A short silence… long enough to drop the room a level deeper.

“…Yes.”

One word—sharp as a thin blade right to my sternum.

She exhaled, lips parting:
“He’s very… masculine. I’m sorry, husband.”

My chest clenched. It hurt. It burned. It tasted strangely sweet. A ragged laugh leaked out of me.
“I’m hurting, baby… but you told the truth. That’s what matters.”

David leaned back, a corner-smile like a man who already knows where this is going. Audrey flushed, but didn’t retreat. The first line had been crossed—by words.



Audrey put her hand to the bottle. Her wrist trembled lightly as she spun. That soft clack-clack skated across the wood. It stopped—pointing at David.

She drew a breath, voice small but clear:
“What… do you like most about my body?”

David looked at her. He didn’t answer at once. His eyes moved—mouth… throat… then slid down to the lush weight of her breasts. Not a glance—a stroke.

“You already know.”

A short sound escaped me—not amusement.

“No, David. She asked—you answer.”

He smiled—low and gravelly; his voice dragged like heat across skin.
“Fine. Your breasts, Audrey. They’re beautiful… just looking makes me want to know how they feel in my hands.”

A live current ran my spine. Audrey swallowed; her cheeks went bright, and her knees pressed together on instinct. Her breathing quickened. So did mine.



David spun. The bottle circled, then stopped… on Audrey again.

No one laughed. No one spoke. Fire popped between three heavy breaths.

Elbows on his knee, David’s voice went slow, deep:
“My question… Do you want to kiss me?”

She froze. Her eyes went to me, asking for a signal. I held her gaze and said nothing. No nod. No shake. Let my breathing answer.

She swallowed. Yes would be a confession.

She whispered:
“I’ll take… a dare.”

David’s mouth tilted; his eyes darkened.
“Then my dare is… kiss me.”

My hand still had hers under the table. Cold. And burning.

She turned. The space between them narrowed by inches.

I heard my own heartbeat when her mouth met his.

Their mouths locked—wet, deep, greedy, as if they’d been waiting all night.

David’s hand closed at her waist, pulling her to his chest. She tipped back when he bit her lower lip; their rough breaths braided, thick as strong beer.

Minutes slid. The kiss didn’t soften—it got louder.

Wet mouth-on-mouth. Her quick gasps spilling straight into him. Blonde hair down her shoulder, the wrap long gone, her chest pressed to his, nipples hard and dragging across David’s hot skin.

I sat there.

It felt like my own body was on fire. The stove crackled, but what burned me was the way he devoured my wife’s mouth like he wanted to drink her breath.

I had to clear my throat—hoarse, ground out from somewhere low:
“Ahem… take it easy, you two. I’m waiting for my turn.”

David laughed and eased off her lips. His voice rasped like he’d swallowed heat.
“Sorry. But your wife’s mouth… is incredible, Calvin.”

Audrey leaned back, cheeks lit, lips swollen—no shame in her eyes at all.

Instead… a bright, sparking look—like she’d touched something forbidden and found it so good she didn’t want to pull away.

I was blazing. My cock jammed hard in my jeans, pulsing so sharp it hurt. I swallowed and still managed a low, male laugh:
“No rush, David. Night’s long.”

He wet his lips, eyes narrowing—the look of a man who knows exactly which line he’s crossing.
“Right…” he said slowly. “…Your move, Calvin.”

The air thickened. Not just warm firelight anymore, but the humid heat of bodies starting to cling by sight alone. Audrey between us, mouth wet, chest heaving.

Tonight, the real game finally started.

I set my hand on the bottle. My fingers shook a little; my head was ice-calm. I spun.

Clack… clack… clack…—like a heart knocking on wood.

It stopped.

The neck pointed at David.

I lifted my glass, looked at him, then at my wife. Furnace heat mixed with wine and skin until the room felt like a sealed trap.

My voice came out rough:
“My question…”

I swallowed; my mouth curled like a man who knows he’s opened a door that won’t close.
“Do you want to fuck my wife?”

For a beat, the rain disappeared. The room shrank to three breaths.

No more game.

Only truth.




Chapter 15

David didn’t need a second.

“Yes…”—his voice came out rough, thick, sliding low through the damp air—“…I want to fuck your wife till it drives me insane.”

He looked straight at Audrey. That gaze went dark, deep—like he meant to devour every inch of her.

“You’re too hot to only be looked at.”

The words hit the room like a knife; everything trembled for one dense, soundless beat.

I laughed—hoarse, caught high in my chest.
“Easy… David… you’re making me hurt,” I said, dry as dust, even as my mouth curled into a strange little smile. “…But really… I’m proud.”

Audrey sat between us, bare shoulders shivering. Cheeks flushed, lips swollen, eyes wet as if lit from inside. And then—without waiting another second—she grabbed the bottle and spun it hard.

It whirled like a small drill bit biting through each rib cage.

When it stopped—the neck pointed straight at me.

Audrey trembled. Her eyes locked onto mine like she meant to rip away every layer I’d ever worn.

“Did you… get turned on watching me kiss David?”

It skinned my face raw.

Heat surged from my throat to my lower belly. Shame—coarse and honest—made me shake.

I could’ve dodged. I could’ve lied. But I’d opened this door.

I swallowed. My mouth burned dry.

And I… nodded.

David chuckled, leaning a little toward me; his voice dropped another floor.
“Come on, Calvin… say it. Out loud.”

I clenched my fist and forced the words through my teeth, one by one:
“Watching you… and David kiss… turned me on.”

I heard my own voice—thick, dirty, raw—and true.

A door blew open. No room left for pretending.

Audrey’s eyes held no judgment. No disgust.

Only depth—something like the same understanding I’d given her when I asked if she wanted David. Both of us—stripped down to the truth, no covers left.

David spun the bottle again.

Clack… clack…

It stopped.

Pointed at Audrey.

He smiled—not wide, not loud.

The smile of a man who knows he’s holding the room.

He tipped his head, voice soft, lazy, heavy:
“One plus one is what, Audrey?”




Chapter 16

“One plus one is what, Audrey?”

A meaningless question—except it froze both of us. The air thickened, like the room forgot to breathe. Audrey lifted her eyes to David—and he slid the tip of his tongue across his lower lip. Small gesture. Filthy enough to make me crazy.

She swallowed. Her thighs drew together. Her breath hit the dark between us.

Then… she smiled. Shaky, glittering—wine and want mixed together.
“I don’t know, David. That question’s… too hard. I’ll take a dare.”

David’s mouth tilted—the smile of a man who knew he’d won minutes ago. He nodded slowly, voice low and warm, like fire rushing through wood.
“Good. A kiss. Come here… and kiss me.”

He glanced my way—half challenge, half permission—but his eyes were not asking.

“Sorry, Calvin… I didn’t get my fill earlier.”

I swallowed. My throat burned. My palms were slick.

A rough laugh rasped out of me, tangled with my quick breath.
“Do as you want.”

Audrey stood first. A soft movement, heavy with meaning. She walked to him—each slow step stretching the universe. David opened those broad, hard arms and pulled her in like a prize that was both willing and blazing.

Skin met skin.

I heard the damp clap of bare warmth.

Then their mouths found each other—no waiting, no testing. A wet collision, hungry, deep, prolonged.

His hand cinched her waist, then slid—greedy—down to seize the round of her ass. I watched his fingers sink into the soft give of it, yanking her tight to the hard line at his hips.

Audrey moaned into his mouth. Not protest.

Pleasure.

Their kiss sounded in the room—slick, unbroken, unashamed. Fire washed up their bodies, turning the scene in front of me into a painting of pure sin—nothing I could write would make it gentler.

I sat and burned, my cock straining, painful against my jeans. There was no distance left. He held my wife like she belonged to him. And I—the half-mad, half-drunk bastard—sat there, watching, breathing, unable to look away.

The kiss went on… like it had no end.

A line had just snapped.




Chapter 17

Their kiss went on—wet and hungry—as if they’d both been starving. David cinched Audrey’s waist and hauled her tight. Their bodies sealed together, breath striking breath, hot and ragged. His hand crushed into the full round of her ass, fingers biting the soft give like he meant to bruise it. Audrey let a throaty, wet little moan break in his mouth—and he swallowed it whole.

I was not even two yards away. Strung like wire. My cock ached, heartbeat thundering in my ears. The stove flared behind them, painting their skin a dark, burning orange—the color of bare want. No romance left—only heat, dirty and consuming.

David’s hand didn’t stay on her ass. It shifted—knead… slide—deeper, between her thighs, then slipped under the edge of her panties with a practiced ease that scared me a little.

In a single breath, his hand was inside.

My chest kicked like I’d been booted.

Audrey shuddered hard, the sound in her throat breaking open—longer, lower, wetter. No way to fake that.

I pictured those fingers pushing through warm silk, skimming the blazing skin between her thighs, finding the deepest part of her. I pictured the stroke, the rub, the press—and knew she was soaking.

Her head tipped back, lips parted, breath fast and chopped. Her hips nudged toward his hand—unthinking—like she was meeting those fingers.

My heart went feral. A few steps away, another man’s hand was inside my wife’s panties… and I couldn’t look away.

Then—suddenly—Audrey pushed him off.

Not hard, but final. She stepped back half a pace, chest heaving, eyes blurred with breath, cheeks lit. Her panties were still tugged low on the hip; David’s fingers came away from the slick heat, firelight catching on them.

The room tilted for a beat.

Everything that had just surged… snapped short.

David froze, mouth still wet. My heart slammed like it wanted out of my ribs. He’d touched there—and I’d seen all of it.

“The dare…” she said slowly, breath broken but voice sweetly dangerous, “…was just a kiss, David.”

She cocked her head and wet her lips. The tip of her tongue slid over the lower one; firelight glazed it like hot honey. Her voice dropped—sticky, humid, dragged out:
“If you want to touch anywhere else…”—her eyes flicked down to his crotch, where the bulge stood hard under denim—“…you’ll need another dare.”

The room cinched tight. Even the rain seemed to drown out. It wasn’t teasing—it was an open invitation, the thin line all three of us were standing on.

David laughed—a low, wet, feral sound.
“Come on, Calvin—spin. I can’t hold it much longer.”

Neither could I. It felt like liquor had been poured into my veins. Every decent thought was gone. Only breath, eyes, and the hard, hurting weight between my legs.

I grabbed the bottle on the wood floor. My hand shook—not from fear, but from heat. From thirst. From wanting to shove everything over the edge.

I spun.

The bottle turned and turned, the clack-clack of glass on wood beating like a heart. All three of us stared at that circle—like our lives only had one way through.

It stopped.

The mouth pointed straight at Audrey.

A slow smile pulled across my lips. I looked at her—not like a gentle husband, but like a male just as drunk on the same fire.

I leaned in, voice rough:
“Audrey… what’s one plus two?”

She swallowed; her chest rose hard, fire dancing over pale skin. A sly smile slid over her mouth—half shy, half wicked, and completely wet.

In that instant, there was no space left between “game” and “real.”

Only her. Me. And the other man across from us, stone-hard, breathing like a chained animal.




Chapter 18

I leaned in, voice rough:
“Audrey… what’s one plus two?”

She swallowed, chest rising hard, firelight dancing over pink-white skin. A sly smile slid across her mouth—half shy, half wicked, and absolutely wet.

In this moment… there was no distance between “game” and “real.”

Only her. Me. And the man across from us—stone-hard, breathing heavy like a chained animal.

Audrey flicked a look at me. Her eyes seemed to swallow me whole, glittering in the flicker. When she spoke, it was velvet with a fine tremor under it—the tremor of want uncoiling.
“Husband…”

The word left her lips sweet as honey.

“That question’s too hard for me… you know that…”—she arched the tiniest bit, eyes shining—“…I’ll take a dare.”

Her face was bright with expectation.

God—she looked like a hunting cat in heat. Nipples peaked sharp through the lace, thighs easing open, breath stuttering. She wasn’t the soft wife anymore. Right now… she was a woman aching to be touched, seen, torn open.

I swallowed; my mouth went dry. Part of me wanted to pull her in and cover her. Another part wanted to watch her burn in another man’s hands. That line… was paper-thin.

A harsh little laugh scraped out of me:
“A dance… naked, Audrey.”

Her eyes flashed. My heart slammed. Across from us, David’s lips parted; his stare glued itself to every curve. Hunger poured off him so naked it needed no hiding.

Audrey smiled—dirty, sweet, beer-warm on her breath. She rose slowly, her body pouring into each movement like hot silk. Fire licked along every inch revealed beneath the sheer lace, lighting her up as if she were catching flame.

Her fingers came to her chest—tracing the edge of the lace, tugging it down a breath. That tiny pull made both David and me forget to breathe. The room thickened, gone hushed, down to the crackle of wood and the hammer in my ribs.

Then—suddenly—Audrey paused, like she’d remembered something.

She let the lace go and cut her eyes to me. Sweet, sly, overtly sinful.
“Baby…”—her voice oozed like honey, each word drawn out—“…what if I want a partner for this dance?”

Her gaze didn’t pretend. It slid straight to David—bare, blatant, hot as a spotlight trained on his want.

I swallowed hard; my throat scraped dry. The thought of her dancing for him—so close their breaths would slide over skin—made me ache.

A ragged laugh, half-truth, half-tease:
“Sure… but…”—I let a grin tilt—“…no skin-to-skin.”

David barked a laugh—low, gravelly, like flame against wood.
“Calvin… that’s a hell of a rule.”

All three of us laughed—but it wasn’t innocent. It was sticky, humid—like every sound steamed off our bodies.

David stood, dragged a chair to the center of the room, and sat back, legs spread, the broad frame of him cut in warm firelight. The old jeans hugged the hard bulge at his fly; the air got heavier.

Audrey started toward him.

One step.
Then another.

Slow. Sinuous. Like a pro stepping onto a stage that belongs to her, knowing every eye is swallowing her whole. Fire spilled up her skin like oil over a wick.

Each step, her hips rolled; her thighs closed and opened in a silent invitation. The lace clung to her lines—breast, waist, hips, ass—each curve hitting me in the throat.

David leaned back, eyes glued to her like a starving man eyeing meat.

I watched him. Watched my wife. Together they were building a private stage—and I, the bastard, was the one who lit it.

Audrey stopped in front of him. Only an arm’s length away.

Her hips found a light rhythm. Her waist moved with the rain and the fire, every sway pushing his stare deeper between her thighs.

His eyes went darker.

I swallowed.

Everything… began to catch. Slowly. Surely.




Chapter 19

The only sound in the cabin was the fire ticking in the stove—small pops beating like the pulse of all three of us. Audrey stood one step from him. Close enough for David’s heat to wash her bare skin.

Then she began to move.

Her hips drew slow circles in the air. Each round pulled the thin lace tight across her ass and thighs, then let it fall—soft, quiet, lethal. She leaned forward; hair slid over her shoulder; the line of her spine curved in the amber light like something etched by heat.

David swallowed. He tipped his head back a fraction, eyes locked on her—the stare of an animal starved too long.

I couldn’t breathe either. My cock throbbed, each heartbeat hammering straight into it.

She moved around the chair—around David—one step at a time, a soundless tango. She bent behind him; her hair swept his neck; her scent and warmth passed like a stroke over instinct. Then she flowed back in front. Every motion slow, wet, drawn out… like a wire about to snap.

She lifted her chin. Her eyes blazed in the firelight—the look of a woman who knows exactly what her body does to men.

Her hand slid behind her back, found the clasp.

Click.

A small sound—huge in the packed air. The bra slipped to the floor, light as a wordless declaration. Her breasts sprang free—full, high, perfect—fire glazing her skin until it glowed, tremoring with each breath.

Her nipples were a deeper rose, tightened hard in the heat—two bare invitations.

David inhaled. His throat worked, heavy, as if the air itself had thickened. Audrey didn’t cover herself.

She kept turning, letting those naked breasts sway softly in front of him—each breath a stripe across his control.

Then came the panties.

She hooked a finger into the lace and drew it down—so slow it felt like time tearing. Light licked over the wet triangle; threads stretched… and released.

Whisper.

The scrap fell to her heels, landing with a sound I heard.

Audrey was naked.

No cloth. No shame. Fire skimmed every line, then poured straight between her thighs—the neat rise of her mound, lips lightly parted, flushed and gleaming with wet she couldn’t hide.

She didn’t move in. She just stood there—bare, burning—letting him drink all of her with his eyes. A silent torture: he could see everything… and still couldn’t touch.

She tipped her head, a slow, lazy smile lifting her mouth. Her voice came warm and sticky as heated honey:
“Earlier… you said you liked my breasts best.”

Her eyes sparkled, teasing.
“So now… what’s your answer, David?”

His whole body shook. The calm, the control—gone, snapped in the hunger. His voice cracked, rough and animal:
“Your pussy… is beautiful.”

Plain. Bare. And it dropped the room out from under us.

Audrey smiled—slow, wet—the smile of a woman who knows the exact measure of her power.

She bent; brown hair veiled half her face, her lips full and parted. Her hand slid down David’s thigh, over the rough seam of his jeans.

And stopped—right at the bulge.

He was swollen hard, jutting against the denim like a caged thing. Audrey didn’t pull away. She toyed with the pad of her finger, tracing small circles, rubbing him through the fabric, right over the crown straining up.

“Uh—” David groaned, the sound snagging in his throat. His body jerked; his hands clamped on the chair.

Audrey glanced back at me. That look struck my chest like a live coal and blew it into flame.
“I’m not touching skin… still within the rules, right, Calvin?”

I swallowed; my voice came out rough:
“Fuck… still within the rules.”

Her smile curled—wicked. She slid her finger to his zipper.

Snap.

The dry sound ripped the silence.

David gave a deep, broken groan as the zip ran down. Audrey slid her hand under the waistband, tugging lightly. His breath hit the air in hot, pulsing beats.

“David…”—her voice low, damp, clinging—“…stand up.”

She lifted her face, the look of a she-cat ready to shred the last limit.
“…Let me set you free. Like me.”

The cabin exploded—without noise, only breath.

Every line was gone.
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David stood.

The chair behind him gave a small scrape, wood gritting the floor. Audrey looked up, still half-kneeling in front of him, eyes wide.

She tugged the belt.

The jeans slid—slow—over sun-browned hips, down hard thighs—then…

They sprang free.

David’s cock snapped up like a coil unbound—thick, high, unapologetic. Firelight poured amber over it, veins raised, the crown a dark, glossy red with heat and sweat.

Big. Rough. Bare.

For a second, none of us breathed.

Audrey went still. Her whole body paused like time had frozen. She stared, lips parted, breath caught in her throat.

So did I.

“Jesus…” I heard myself whisper. “That’s… huge.”

A prize bull. The kind of primitive male that steals the room just by standing in it.

Audrey swallowed; her throat worked. She was spellbound. She wanted to touch it—hold that heat, taste it with her tongue. But my rule—no skin-to-skin—held her in place.

I leaned back and let a small smile cut my mouth. “All right… next spin’s waiting.”

She turned to me. Cheeks flushed, chest rising, hunger clear and climbing in her eyes. She picked up the bottle and gave it a light shake; the tap of glass on wood sounded thin and sharp.

She set it down, fingertip to the neck.

And spun.

The bottle whirled, catching firelight in a flashing smear. Three sets of eyes fixed to it. Each turn—a heartbeat.

It stopped.

Pointing straight at David.

Audrey parted her lips to speak—but David’s voice landed first—low, rough, honed like ground steel.
“I’ll take a dare.”

Audrey’s mouth curved—half wet, half wicked.

My heart doubled its pace.

What would she give him?

She was naked, unbound; he—standing there, searing like open flame.

Whatever command slid off her lips could turn everything to ash.

I swallowed and didn’t look away from my wife’s face.

Audrey… my wife. What will you choose?

The air thickened.

Firelight painted two bare bodies; sweat and breath mixed—humid, heavy.

David didn’t move. His cock stood hard and glossy, a living spear aimed at her.

Audrey tipped her head, voice soft but surgical:
“David… sit in the chair.”

He obeyed. No hesitation.

His big frame sank into the wood; his cock stayed high and defiant, pointing straight out.

“Don’t move…”—her eyes didn’t blink—“and don’t cum. Not a single drop.”

“Yes… ma’am.”

His voice rasped; his breathing heaved, chest swelling and falling like it might split.

And then…

Audrey walked in.

Slow.

Step by step.

Fire slid along her skin, lighting her like she’d been brushed with honey.

She stopped before him, eyes up—greedy, worshipful, and sovereign all at once.

She knelt.

No one spoke.

Only my heartbeat pounded a war drum in my ribs.

Audrey’s hand reached out.

Lightly. So lightly.

Her fingers touched the base of him, tracing the hot, trembling shaft. One short stroke… then a firm squeeze.

A ragged sound broke out of David’s throat.

I swallowed hard.

Everything felt beautiful, wrong, and scorching at once.

Audrey lifted her face, lips parted.

Firelight glazed her mouth.

Then… she bent.

No hesitation.

Her mouth opened and took him in.

Slow. Very slow.

The wet sound carried through the stunned room.

My head surged like it would burst.

She—my wife—was using her power for one thing: to take David’s cock into her mouth.

And I sat there, helplessly watching, jealousy and ecstasy knotting so tight they punched the air out of me.
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A wet, sticky sound filled the quiet room.

It was the only sound besides rain and fire.

Audrey wasn’t Audrey—my wife—anymore. She was working.

She knelt, hair veiling her face, showing only the pale nape and the sweep of her back. She tried to take him—but he was too big. Halfway in, her throat caught; a slick, choked glrk… glrk… slipped out.

The sound of effort—of being filled to breathless.

Christ.

With me, she swallows easy—down to the root, like nothing.

But with this… she was fighting it.

The sight of my wife gagging, arching to please another man—driving a knife into my pride—

—and making me harder.

She’d given the order, but the picture said pure submission.

She was serving him. Devoted. Unashamed. Each pull of her mouth, each tongue-circle at the crown, each long lick along the length—skilled, exact, practiced.

Like a high-priced courtesan doing her master’s bidding.

Not for love. For power—the power of watching a man like David melt under her mouth.

David wasn’t calm anymore. He clawed the chair arms, cords standing in his forearms. Breath hissed between his teeth. “Hhh… hh…”

Sweat fell down his brow, his chest. He was obeying—holding the line she’d set: don’t cum.

And my wife—with that beautiful mouth—was torturing him with it.

I couldn’t take it.

The picture was too filthy, too hot. My cock throbbed, kicking against my jeans.

I palmed myself through the thick fabric, squeezed—felt the head grind the rough seam. I started to stroke, slow, matching Audrey’s wet, slurping rhythm.

Dirty, guilty heat tore a growl up my throat.

I looked at Audrey—firelight washing her ass, turning her skin to live flame. I looked at David—head tipped back, jaw locked.

Her sucking quickened—faster, tighter. She was pushing him. On purpose.

“F—… fuck…” David snarled, voice breaking. “Audrey… I’m— I’m gonna—”

She stopped. Instantly.

Audrey lifted her head. Her mouth shone; a glassy thread stretched from the corner of her lips. She licked it away—lazy, wet.

She didn’t speak. She only looked at him—the look of a winner, a queen closing her performance.

Then she stood—slow, naked body still burning in the firelight—walked back to her chair, and sat, crossing her legs.

Across from her, David sat bare and shaking, cock still iron-hard, beading at the tip.

And me…

still in my seat. My fist clamped in my jeans. My heart beating a war drum.

No one said a word.

Only fire. Only rain. And the smell of sex in the air we breathed.




Chapter 22

David set his hand on the bottle.

He was still naked, breathing hard, his cock glossy-wet and standing between his thighs. Firelight flashed along it like molten metal.

Clack… clack… clack… The bottle’s neck scraped the wood, cutting through the heavy air.

I watched it turn.

My fist was still wrapped around myself through my jeans—sweat-slick, burning hot. My pulse thudded loud enough to hear.

Part of me screamed: don’t let it land on Audrey.

Because I knew exactly what would happen.

If it pointed to her, David wouldn’t play anymore.

He’d give an order. He’d shove her down and say:

“Now let me fuck you.”

And God help me, some low, shaking part of me—hungry and shameless—wanted that.

The rest of me, the part still called husband, howled like it was dropped in boiling oil.

Jealousy and lust knotted together—
two snakes tightening in my chest, squeezing the breath out.

The bottle slowed…

slower…

and stopped.

The mouth pointed straight at me.

All three of us let out a breath at once.

The room collapsed, like someone had fired a starter gun.

David smiled.

The joke was gone.

A predator’s smile—calm, certain his prey had been cornered.

His voice landed, rough and low, stripped to the blade:
“Calvin… do you really want to watch me fuck your wife?”

It hit like a punch to the face.

No exit.

No place to hide.

Audrey looked at me.

She didn’t speak.

Her eyes shone in the firelight—wet, expectant. No fear. No shame.

She wanted me to say yes.

My heart slammed.

Pain spiked in my jeans—so tight one twitch would split me.

I looked at David.

Then at Audrey.

And I shook my head.

Slow.

Both of them stilled.

Audrey’s breath stopped halfway.

David frowned—surprised.

I smiled.

A dry, crooked grin—the kind a man wears when he’s made a choice that scares him.

My voice came out hoarse, low, sure as a swung blade:
“No.”

Silence ran thick as honey.

I let it stretch for a few seconds before I whispered—
slow, clear, each word heavy as a last breath:

“Why would I just watch you fuck my wife?”

I leaned in.

Heat from the fire licked my cheek.

I locked my eyes to his and dropped my voice into the drum of my breathing:
“I don’t want to only watch…”

“…I want to fuck her with you.”
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The air thickened.

My words—“I want… to fuck her with you”—hung between us. Heavy. Filthy. Irrevocable.

David looked at me—steady, unblinking. No shock. No smirk. Just a slow nod.

A smile spread—slow, weighty—the smile of a man who understands.

Audrey looked at me. Her eyes shone, wet and bright. Not fear. Release.

The game had brought us here.

Nothing left to hide.

I took the bottle. My hands didn’t shake now. I spun.

Clack… clack… clack… The dry scrape cut through a room ripe with skin, wine, and breath.

Three sets of eyes on the glass, firelight winking off it.

The bottle slowed… and stopped.

The mouth pointed at Audrey.

My wife.

She met my gaze. Her mouth curved—slick and wicked, trembling like she was drunk on it.

“I choose dare,” she purred, velvet-low and humid. “Husband… don’t disappoint me.”

I grinned. Heat rattled under my skin; each heartbeat knocked the cage of my ribs.

“Of course, my love.”

I leaned in. My voice came rough, each word pushed like a profane vow:

“So, Audrey… my wife… the one I love most…”

“…do you vow to be our whore—mine and David’s—so we can fuck you all night?”

The room exploded—with silence.

No one breathed.

The fire snapped. Rain hammered the eaves. Between them, a single breath quivered.

Audrey.

Her face glowed. Cheeks flushed—from wine or heat, I couldn’t tell. Her lips parted, trembling with arousal.

She whispered, tight and reverent—like a prayer:
“I… vow it.”

Then she did something none of us expected.

Her left hand rose to the wedding band on her ring finger.

She turned it. Once. Twice.

And slid it off.

Metal flashed orange-red in the firelight.

She set it on the table—so gently it hardly made a sound.

Audrey lifted her head and looked straight at us.

Her eyes were wet, bright—and terrifyingly calm.

“Now…” she breathed, “…I’m not a wife.”

“…I’m your whore.”

The air broke.

David looked to me, eyes like torches.

He waited.

I smiled.
“You first.”

He didn’t need it twice.

His grin twisted—gone wild, an animal off its chain.

He lunged.

Not a step—a lunge.

One arm scooped under her thigh, the other locked her waist; he lifted her like she weighed nothing.

Her breath burst—“Ah—” wet, short, shaking.

David set her on the table—right beside the still-warm ring.

Two naked bodies tangled.

Fire wrote light on their skin—hot and slick.

Smack.

That wet sound when bodies meet.

David growled, teeth bared; his mouth crashed onto hers.

The kiss went savage—wine and want and heat.

They bit at each other like starved things.

His weight pressed in; his thick cock slid along her inner thighs, dragging the slick seam and grinding there again… and again.

Audrey moaned in her throat; her hands locked on his shoulders.

And me—

I stayed in my chair.

Breath pounding, fist tight around the hard, sweating ache in my jeans.

I watched.

Unblinking.

Something detonated in my chest—jealousy, hunger, and a nameless, filthy bliss twisting together until I could barely breathe.
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The fire snapped in the stove, red-gold light washing over naked bodies. Every flicker danced like the hunger spilling through the room.

David broke the kiss. His breath came hot, damp, thick; his mouth shone with spit. His eyes on Audrey were black as night.

Now his hands were free.

Big, rough, work-hardened fingers reached—took her breasts.

Smack. Skin on skin, wet and sharp.

He squeezed, kneaded, pressed them together until flesh spilled between his fingers.

A growl rolled out of him, low and ragged:
“Jesus… they’re so soft, Audrey.”

“Mm—” she moaned, head tipping back, sweat beading— “keep going, David… suck them…”

He didn’t need a second ask. He dropped his mouth.

He sealed his lips around a peaked nipple and drew deep, locking tight with his mouth. Chup… chup… The slick rhythm carried through the cabin like a drum.

He sucked hard, then paused to spiral his tongue around the flushed tip.

The other hand never stopped: squeeze, tug, twist. Her skin slipped under his palm like melting butter.

Audrey arched on the tabletop, legs sliding wider, thighs trembling and rubbing. Her moans came broken and wet, scraped up from her chest.

David lifted off; the nipple stood swollen, red, shining with his spit.

He bent to the other—devouring like it had been forbidden for years.

Then he stopped.

His mouth drifted lower.

His tongue drew a line from the valley of her breasts down her flat stomach. A glossy trail marked the heat of her skin.

Audrey jolted, hands shaking—but she didn’t pull away. She offered herself up.

His tongue moved slow—so slow—like he intended to taste every inch. Past her navel, lower, to the edge of the neat, damp strip already soaked.

She opened her thighs, braced her hands on the table, leaned back—bared everything.

Firelight licked her crease, her mound, the flushed skin glinting wet.

David lowered his face.

He inhaled, loud enough I heard his nose brush her.

Then he licked.

His tongue was rough, warm, wet—moving like an animal marking territory.

He ran it up along her lips, parted them, then caught her clit and sucked.

The sloppy sounds rose—unhidden, shameless.

“Aaaah—!” Audrey cried, high and caught. Her hands slapped the table; her fingers dug into the wood.

“Right there… yes… right there…”

He answered with a rough moan, dropping lower, licking harder.

Wet tongue, wet draw, breath breaking between pulls.

His breathing mixed with the smell of fire, sweat, and thick sex.

I was there. Close.

Both hands still locked around the ache in my jeans.

I couldn’t look away.

It was a living porno—no director, no cut.

Every one of Audrey’s cries, every obscene lick, every gust of David’s breath felt like it hit me in the ear.

My own breath stuttered.

Heat washed my face.

I wanted to touch. To join. But I didn’t move.

I just watched.

And gripped myself.

Filthy—and holy.

Pleasure threaded through my veins.

No regret.

If anything—

regret that I couldn’t rewind it.

All I could do was live in it—
second by second,
beat by beat—
until I finished with the sound of my own breath.
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Wet sounds filled air already thick with skin and heat. David was devouring my wife—tongue digging, sucking deep, slick running down his chin. Audrey writhed, legs trembling in waves, fingers clamped to the table edge, bare back slick with sweat.

“Ah… ah… David… I— I—” her breath broke between moans.

“I can’t— I can’t take it anymore!” Audrey cried, voice sharp with need. “Fuck me. David, please—fuck me now!”

David lifted his head. His mouth shone with my wife’s slick. He looked at me—eyes on fire, asking one last time.

Sometime during the storm inside me, my jeans were gone. My cock stood hard and wet in my fist. I nodded.

“Do it,” I rasped.

David straightened. He caught Audrey by the ankles and dragged her to the table’s lip. Her legs went over his shoulders. Her pussy was flushed and swollen, glistening, shivering with each breath.

He set his crown to center—dark, thick, beaded—contrasting her pale skin and those pink, pulsing lips.

Then he pressed in.

Slowly.

Inches.

I stared, heartbeat roaring in my ears, lungs locked. The broad head disappeared, swallowed by her tight, small heat. Every inch stole air from my chest.

Audrey sobbed with pleasure.
“God… God— so big— ahhhh!”—her voice broke in a seam of hurt and bliss, indistinguishable.

David paused halfway, letting her take him. Gentle. Patient.

That gentleness made me crazy—jealous, starving, shaking.

He hissed through his teeth. “You’re gripping me so hard, Audrey.”

Then he glanced at me, mouth hooking. “Your wife is incredible, Calvin. Thank you.”

Dirty joy curled hot in my ribs. I laughed, trying to keep my voice even while my hand squeezed my slick shaft.
“So… does that come with a discount on the cabin?”

David chuckled—then drove.

One brutal stroke to the hilt.

“AHHHHH!” Audrey screamed—high, ringing the cabin.

“Oh, it does, Calvin!” David barked, voice raw. “I’ll comp your stay!”

I laughed. “Then we’ll be here every month—free.”

“Ha! Then I get a first-class whore to fuck.”

“Don’t— don’t talk— just fuck me, David…” she moaned, shame and bliss braided together.

I couldn’t tell if she cried for the size—
or because the filth made her hotter.

Then he truly fucked her.

Smack… smack… smack—the bare sound of bodies colliding. Audrey’s cries tangled with David’s heavy breath, a beating drum.

He locked her hips, pulled her in, slammed, over and over—hard, relentless.

I stood there, stroking myself, watching.

Between thrusts, Audrey found me—eyes blurred and lost, but with one clear thing inside them: satisfaction.

And somewhere in that wet, shining look—
a thank you.

A thank you for letting her be this.
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“I’m… ah… I’m gonna die—”

Audrey’s voice broke, no longer words—just wet, stunned sound. She was being fucked, truly fucked by a massive man, and she was slipping out of herself.

So was I.

My fist crushed around my cock, stroking hard. Every one of his thrusts landed like a heartbeat in my chest. The porn I’d directed into existence was hitting its peak—and I couldn’t stop.

David gave her no mercy. He drove—deep, steady, hard. Smack… smack… smack—body on body, the sound braided with his winded breathing in the rain-thick room.

Audrey convulsed. Her legs locked over his shoulders; her back bowed off the table. Her pussy tried to swallow him. Each time he pulled out, that thick dark length left behind a pink, slick emptiness—then pushed deeper still.

Fuck…

That sight—that reaction—I’d never seen it with her. Her whole body seized and trembled like she was coming apart under him.

“God… oh God— you’re so good—David—Jesus…”

Each word punched my ear. Every syllable poured gasoline into my gut. David heard it; he growled—low, feral—and started to hammer, chaotic, going for the deepest place.

Audrey screamed—ripping the air in two.

At the same time David locked up, veins roping his arms. He slammed the last stroke—so deep I thought her spine would snap. The long, brutal cock she’d gagged on earlier—she took all of it with her cunt.

“Ahhhhhhh!” he roared, body jerking, then seizing. I watched his abdomen clamp, his hips bury—he was coming inside her.

And me—cock fever-hot in my grip, chest and throat tight—spurted across the wood floor with him.

Then—only breath.

Harsh breaths. Rain ticking the cabin roof.

David slid out, slow.

A thick, milky spill flowed from Audrey’s swollen, flushed slit, tracking down onto the table; lamplight skated over it like hot oil.

“So… much…” my wife gasped, voice ragged, sweat-slick, her body shivering in aftershocks.

She sprawled on the table, breath hissing through her teeth. Then she turned her head—looked at me.

That look—no shame. No regret.

Only one thing left: satisfaction.
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I stared at Audrey’s swollen, reddened pussy—David’s cloudy spend still leaking out in a slow, obscene ribbon. Only one thought lived in my head: get inside her. Now.

I stood, moved in. My hand still clamped around my burning cock.

“My turn.”

“Calvin…”

David chuckled—low, strange. He was still naked. And—Christ—still hard. Not just hard; harder. Veins stood, the shaft glossy.

“How long since you’ve been with a woman, David?” I asked, voice wrecked.

“Sorry, Calvin…” He scratched his head—almost shy, if not for the thing aimed at my wife. “Years. Just me and my right hand. But Audrey…” he licked his lips, eyes lit like coals, “…her pussy’s unreal. I— I want more.”

I looked at Audrey.

She pushed up, his cum sliding down her thigh. Lamplight slicked her skin; sweat glittered. She looked at me—then at him—then down at the two cocks.

The comparison was cruel. That dark, massive weight made me feel smaller—weaker, extra.

Audrey swallowed. Guilt flickered in her eyes… along with hunger.

“Baby…” she rasped. “Can I… have more with David? His cock— it… I’ll make it up to you. I promise…”

Boom.

Cold anger surged, clamping my chest. My wife—the woman who used to shudder in my hands—was asking to be fucked more, right in front of me.

She saw it. She slid off the table, white spill tracing her leg. She pressed into me, her breath hot on my neck. Her hand found my cock—wrapped it—stroked soft.

“Ahhh…” The sound escaped me. That touch—filthy, perfect.

“Just tonight…” her mouth brushed my ear, voice shaking. “Only tonight. Tomorrow I’m yours again. Please?”

I wanted to say no. My throat locked. Humiliation and heat twisted together like smoke.

I nodded.

David saw. He stepped in without waiting.

He pulled Audrey from my grasp, lifted her as easily as a doll. She yelped, legs cinching his waist. His cock found the same path—the slick, spent-sweet heat—and slid in, deep, sure.

Smack.

Skin on skin cracked through the cabin. Wet. Heavy. Real.

He held her up and fucked her, each thrust cutting his abs tight, cords rising in his arms.

Then he turned.

He turned to face me.

So I could watch.

So I could see every stroke of his thick, dark length draw out—then bury into that swollen red slit.

Stroke by stroke.

Undeniable.

Cabin light washed them gold—two bodies locked, moving like a fever dream that hurt.

And I stood there—naked—my fist still tight on my own cock—watching my wife get fucked again—

—unable to look away.
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I was still there—naked, hand tight around myself—watching my wife take him again. I couldn’t look away.

My grip moved faster, matching David’s rhythm.

Audrey wasn’t shouting anymore. What came out of her was rough and broken—wet little sounds dragged from somewhere deep. Each time he drove in, her back bowed off the table, her whole body shivering like a live wire.

David growled, sweat running down his spine. Then he changed her position.

He lifted her easily, turned her, pressed her down on her stomach. Her hips tipped up, skin shining in the firelight, the heat between her thighs flushed and slick from both of us.

He didn’t wait.

He pushed into her from behind.

Smack. Smack. Smack.

The sound of bodies filled the tight room. Each stroke landed heavy and deep. Between them—sharp crack crack—his palm coming down on her, drawing a strangled cry each time.

Audrey unraveled—no restraint left. Every thrust bounced through her, dragging hoarse, helpless noises from her throat. She was being ruined—and she wanted it.

Color rose across her hips, gleaming with sweat. Her slight frame rocked to his tempo, his dark, thick length sliding out, burying back in, a foamy sheen spilling down her thighs.

David’s voice broke loose—raw and triumphant.

“I’m… close…”

“Yes—fill me—fill me,” Audrey gasped, voice splintering.

He hilted and held—arms corded, breath tearing—then locked up, shuddered, and flooded her again.

A long breath poured out of him. His big frame sagged as he drew back. What he’d left inside her pooled and spilled, trailing across the wood.

He dropped into a chair, chest heaving, sweat dripping.

Silence fell.

Only breath—and the rain tapping the roof.

That was when I started forward.

Slowly. Heat beating in my mouth. My hand still tight on the aching length of me, slick and feverish.

I walked to my wife.

To what was supposed to be mine.
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I looked at her pussy.

Swollen, parted, slick and brimming with another man’s cum—like a beautiful wound, proof of the last two rounds. Audrey was still facedown on the table, breathing in thin threads, sweat glittering in the lamplight.

I stepped in. My hand found her ass, the prints of David’s palms still bright and hot.

“Ah… Calvin…” she breathed, voice frayed, spent.

“I’m sorry, baby,” I whispered, rough.

She didn’t have time to ask why.

I pushed in.

I couldn’t hold back—my cock, fever-red and wet, slid between lips already leaking him. It sank all the way. Easy. Hot. Drenched.

That slick heat clamped around me. I was inside my wife—inside a mess another man had left for me.

I started to move. Fast, hard, reckless.

“Calvin… ahhh…” she moaned—surprised and filthy at once.

I devoured her. No tenderness, no careful hands. I drove deep, stroke after stroke, the wet slap of bodies loud and shameless. David’s spend and my own mixed into something hotter, messier, spilling back out with every thrust.

All the jealousy, the held breath, the rotten sweet hunger—broke.

And then—

“Ahhhhh!”

I groaned, long and raw, and emptied into her. Quick, but complete.

My whole body shook, rinsed clean.

I fell over her back; we both gasped. Skin, cum, and rain-soured air braided together—heavy and sweet.

David laughed—a rough, satisfied sound.
He stood, gathered his clothes.

“Thanks, you two,” he said, zipping his jeans. “I’m heading out. See you in the morning.”

I glanced at the window. The sky had cleared. No thunder. The storm had passed.

The door clicked shut.

Inside, only two naked bodies remained, slick with sweat and everything else.

I slid off her. Audrey turned, sluggish and soft-eyed, lashes damp.

We looked at each other. No words.

I bent, wrapped her up—right there on the table, amid stains, shine, and the heat still clinging to the wood.

And we fell asleep.

In quiet.

In the smell of a storm that had just blown through.




Chapter 30

Smack… smack… smack…

The sound of bodies. Dry. Relentless. Like someone was thrusting inside my skull.

I opened the door.

Our new house. The one we’d just signed for last week.

And Audrey—on her back on the pale-gray sofa she picked herself.

David was there. Naked. Over her. Driving deep, steady, strong.

That sound again—smack… smack… smack—so real my chest pinched.

Audrey saw me.

Her face was a breath from crying, but her eyes—bright, wet—were drowned in pleasure.

“I’m… I’m sorry, Calvin… I— it feels so good—ahh…”

“No—Audrey!” I shouted, voice shredded.

I jolted awake.

Darkness.

Cold sweat soaked me. My breath came ragged; my heart kicked at my ribs. Only the wind hissed at the window.

The fire was out, leaving a faint bed of embers.

“…A nightmare.”

I said it under my breath, clutching my chest. My skin felt ice-thin.

Last night came flooding back. Audrey choosing David. Those words—I want more with David.

They drove a dull metal shard straight through my head.

I thought I could live with it. I’d allowed it.

I was wrong.

This fear—more real than any thrill—sat heavier than air.

I’m not afraid she’ll cheat.

I’m afraid I’ll lose her.

Lose the way she looks at me.

But…

I froze.

Where was she?

I turned.

The sticky ring on the wood table. The wrinkled sheet. Empty.

I remembered it clearly—I lay over her, felt her breath against my neck. The heat of her… it shouldn’t have cooled yet.

Where did she go?

A chill crawled my spine.

Slow.

Deep.




Chapter 31

I was still shaking when I yanked my jeans on and stumbled to the door.
My hand trembled on the handle as I pushed it open.

Morning light hit me like a flood—blinding, warm.
The sky had cleared completely. The sun filtered through the pines, making the leftover rain shimmer off every leaf. The air was clean, damp, alive—like the world itself had been washed after a night of madness.
I drew in a breath, chest burning.

And then—
A smell.

Toast. Butter. Sweet warmth.
It pulled me back from the nightmare like a thin, saving thread.

I turned toward the outdoor grill.

Audrey.

She was there, her back to me.
A white towel draped loosely across her shoulders—too short to hide anything. Below her waist, she was bare, her skin catching sunlight like it was made of gold.

Her ass—round, firm, still faintly pink where David had spanked her last night—glowed under the soft dawn. She shifted her weight as she flipped the bacon, and I saw the delicate cleft between her cheeks, the smooth pale thighs glistening faintly in the sun.

Audrey was making breakfast for me.
Peaceful. Domestic. Unreal.

A small smile tugged at my lips.
The nightmare began to fade. This was my wife—shameless, wild, but mine.

I started forward, ready to slide my hand over that bare ass, to pull her close—

…

“Calvin still asleep?”

That voice—low, rough, unmistakable—came from the kitchen.

My feet froze.
The air turned solid.

I could hear my heartbeat slam against my ribs.
And my body—
locked.



From the far corner of the cabin, a tall shape stepped out. Morning light cut through the window in sharp golden stripes, and he emerged inside it.

David.

Fresh shirt, same worn jeans—creased, dark from road dust.
He stopped right behind my wife.

His hand reached out. No hesitation. No warning.
He grabbed a full handful of her bare ass.

My whole body went cold. Breath stuck somewhere between my lungs and throat. I couldn’t move.

Audrey turned half around, messy hair falling over her shoulder, a sleepy smile on her lips. She didn’t push him away.

“Not yet…” she murmured, voice thick, lazy. “He’s probably still tired.”

David chuckled, deep and husky.
“Two minutes? That’s all he lasted?”

“Don’t say that about my husband,” Audrey whispered, lips curving, voice soft as silk. “He works in an office. He can’t be as strong as you.”

David bent to her ear, voice a low rasp.
“It’s because you’re too damn perfect, Audrey. No amount is ever enough.”

His hand slid again—sneaking from behind.
One finger traced down the cleft of her ass, pushing deeper.

Audrey arched, a breathless sound spilling from her throat.
“Ah…”

“You’re… such a bad man,” she gasped, voice wet, trembling. “We just fucked once this morning… and you still want more.”

I went numb.
This wasn’t a nightmare.
While I’d been sleeping—
they’d already fucked.

David’s face sank into her hair. His whisper came rough, near her neck.
“I know you’re heading back to the city today. I just want every last second.”

“Mmh… make it quick,” Audrey breathed. “Before Calvin wakes up.”

David shoved his jeans down.

And I saw it again—that heavy, obscene thing standing thick and veined in the strip of sunlight.

He gripped her hips, pulling her closer.
Audrey still held the tongs, her body leaning forward, ass high in the light.

Then—he drove in. One hard, bare thrust.

SMACK.

The sound of flesh on flesh cracked through the cabin, sharp, brutal.

I covered my mouth.
My stomach turned. My chest burned.

I couldn’t move toward them.
Couldn’t look away either.

Just stood there, trembling in the dark—
watching my wife get taken again,
right before the dawn.




Chapter 32

I don’t know how long I stood there.
I just… stayed—helpless—hiding behind the door, waiting.
Waiting for him to finish with my wife.

The wet, breathy moans had faded. Only the dry, relentless smack… smack… remained—like an old engine idling. Each thrust landed heavy, thudding off the cabin’s wooden walls. The air was thick with sweat and sex, laced with the damp ash scent of the stove.

Then he stopped.

A low, rough growl—and his big body tightened. I saw him pull out in a single, decisive jerk.

David took a paper towel and wiped the white line running down my wife’s thigh. He did it slowly, expertly—almost tenderly. He cleaned her, stroke by careful stroke, like a man caring for his own woman.

He tossed the crumpled wad into the stove.

Whoof.

Firelight leapt over his face. Red flicker licked across Audrey’s bare shoulders and neck. The two of them looked like a living painting—caught in a shimmer of flame and spent sex.

Before he pulled his jeans up, David drew her in. They kissed. Deep. Long.
A kiss people who truly want each other give—warm, salty, possessive.

Then he left.

His broad back slipped beyond the trees, leaving the cabin saturated with heat and the acrid cling of smoke and skin.

I stepped out—naked. My hardness was gone; only a cold, damp ache lingered between my thighs.

And there she was.
Audrey.

At the sound of my footsteps, she turned. Her gaze met mine—didn’t flinch, didn’t run.

She smiled—bright under the morning sun, so bright it bordered on cruel.
No shame. No guilt.

“Husband…” she said, voice clear, as if we’d just woken from a good night’s sleep.

Her eyes slid toward the doorway where I’d been hiding.

“Did you see… did you like it?”

I stopped where I was and just stared at her.




Chapter 33

“Did you see… did you like it?”

Her question rang clear in the morning sun and went straight through my skull.

I froze. My throat was desert-dry.

Audrey looked at me and smiled. Not sleepy, not lazy. Wet. Sharp. Like a thin blade pressing into my sternum.

“Why are you standing there?” she said, voice calm enough to chill me. “Come here. Breakfast is ready.”

She’d just been fucked by another man, and now she was inviting me to eat—like she’d only flipped an egg.

I dragged myself over. Every step felt like dragging stone. I pulled a chair out and sat at the wooden table—still holding last night’s smell of sweat and sex from all three of us.

The air outside was clean, a soft breeze, birds in the trees. A fake kind of peace that made my skin crawl.

She sat across from me in a small, damp white towel that clung to her skin. Any tiny movement and the edge slipped, revealing the flushed, glossy swell of her mound.

“Here. Breakfast for my dear husband.”

She set the bacon down. I didn’t look at the plate. I looked at her.

“You knew I was watching?” My voice came rough, broken.

“Mmm.” She nodded slightly, chewing slow, eyes locked on mine.

“Since when?”

“Since the moment you stepped out. I saw your shadow behind the door,” she said, smooth as cream, without the slightest flicker of shame.

I inhaled hard, trying to hold steady. “And you still—”

“You mean I still let David fuck me?” Audrey cut in, eyes unblinking.

The air went solid.

Then she stood. Walked over. Sat on my lap. The towel slid to the floor with a whisper like a breath. Her bare warmth pressed into my jeans—hot, slick, silk.

Her arms looped around my neck; her mouth grazed my ear, smile melting into her breath.

“Are you afraid of losing me?”

I swallowed dry. My heart hammered like it wanted out. I nodded.

“I know,” she whispered. “If I told you I did it for you—so you could watch—what then?”

I went still. “What?”

She giggled, breath hot against my cheek. “Or…”—she leaned closer, lips brushing the rim of my ear—“…maybe I just wanted a big cock.”

A strangled hiss clawed up my throat. The world tilted. For me? Or for him?

I didn’t know. I didn’t want to.

I growled and crushed her to me. My mouth found hers—biting, swallowing—like I could erase his taste.

But I tasted it.

Her. And the salt, the musk, the skin-scent of David.

I didn’t hate it. Goddamn it, I didn’t hate it.

I breathed her in, greedy as an addict. My hands crushed her soft ass, dragging her tight against me. Both of us nearly naked in the innocent brightness of morning, where David could walk back in at any second.

I broke away, panting.

“Which one’s the truth… my beautiful wife?”

Audrey smiled—half angel, half devil.

“You tell me…” she whispered, lips almost on mine, “…my sweet cuckold husband.”




Chapter 34

I froze.
My wife—she was nothing like the woman I thought I knew.

Audrey sat there, sweat glinting on her skin, morning light pouring over her shoulder like a thin veil. She smiled—the smile of someone who knows exactly where the power sits.

“Babe…” I rasped, throat desert-dry.

She tilted her head, eyes half-tender, half-cruel.
“What is it, husband? I only told the truth.”

That “truth” cut like a blade.
I’d been betrayed—and, God help me, my cock was hard anyway.

She saw all of it. Audrey’s mouth curved; her hand slid down, stroking over my fly.

“Look at that,” she whispered. “Still very much alive.”

The zipper’s soft rasp sounded like a forbidden invitation.
My cock sprang free—hot, trembling in the humid air.

Smaller than David’s—pathetic by comparison.
Somehow that only made her eyes light up more.

Audrey looked up without breaking eye contact.
“I know exactly what you’re thinking.”

She leaned closer; her nipple brushed my chest—still carrying the faint, salt-musk trace of him.

Her fingers wrapped me—slick, warm as fire.
A tiny shift, and my tip nudged the wet seam between her thighs.

Heat. Wet. And the ghost of him still there.

She pressed down.
Slowly. Millimeter by millimeter.

My mouth opened; no sound came out.
It was familiar and foreign at once—like reclaiming land that used to be mine, defiled and handed back in shame.

Audrey gave a small, broken moan, breath hitching.
“Do you like it, husband?”

I nodded, mute, my hands clamping her hips.
She rocked once, then pressed deeper. Every stroke felt like punishment.

I looked into her eyes—no trace of the sweet wife.
She was the one owning me.

Between the wind and the wet slap of skin, I heard my own quiet groan.
I didn’t know if I was making love to her—or paying for the sin I’d nursed in secret.

Audrey dipped to my ear, breath scorching.
“Here’s the answer…”—her voice rough, hips still driving—“…I wanted a big cock.”

“Ahhh—” I choked, my whole body locking, shaking, about to split apart.

She felt me gathering. She pinned me there, grinding down, milking me.
I couldn’t hold it.

A violent spasm ripped through my hips and I spilled—hot, wet, desperate.

Audrey bit her lip and pushed harder, like she meant to swallow me whole.
Her body clutched around me—slick, tight—like she was swallowing my soul along with every pulse of cum.

I dropped my head to her shoulder, drowning in the mix of skin, semen, and morning air—thick, incendiary—hell and heaven at the same time.
I didn’t know if I loved her… or if she was burning me alive.

I was done fighting.
I had surrendered to this woman completely.




EPILOGUE – THE DRIVE HOME

9:01 a.m.
The SUV trembled—not from the engine, but from the movement in back.

I kept my hands on the wheel and my eyes pinned to the road ahead.
Fifteen minutes had crawled by.

My whole body was a restless ache. Not from fatigue—from arousal.
The sounds behind me—the light shiver of motion, quickened breathing, the brush of fabric—came in little waves that kept breaking over my chest.

At first, it was just David helping Audrey load the trunk.
Then the other sounds arrived.
Her breathing—small but sharp, broken.
A thin, wet, lingering moan.
And the car began to rock, ever so slightly.

I knew.
She was cheating on me again—right behind my back.
And the sick truth… I couldn’t stop myself from sinking into it.

Every thrust behind me yanked my heart out of my ribs and shoved it back in with a filthy, ecstatic beat.

I swallowed hard and called through the rearview:
“Are you… are you done, Audrey? We’re going to be late!”

A breathless answer, her voice trembling and teasing:
“Mmm… almost, Calvin. David… is helping me.”

Then his voice—low, rough, warm—rolled after hers:
“That’s right, Calvin. Be patient… Your wife’s issue is pretty big.”
A dark chuckle, nearly a groan.
“She needs to bring… a little gift back to the city.”

Jesus.
The words made me shiver.
I didn’t know if I was angry or starving for it—only that my right hand had already clamped my crotch, stroking along the hot, aching line.

Audrey’s moan climbed—high, long, shattering in the tight space of the car.
One final thrust, wet flesh on flesh—and then silence.

A few seconds later, the passenger door clicked open.
Audrey slid into the seat beside me, her breath still caught in that rhythm.
Her cheeks were flushed; sweat darkened her hair; a few strands clung to her swollen lips.
And that smile—slick, radiant, satisfied to the point of cruelty.

“Let’s go… husband,” she whispered, voice raw from moaning.

“He… seems very satisfied,” I rasped.

Audrey’s laugh was soft; she didn’t answer right away.
Then she turned, eyes glittering in the light.

“He was… very satisfied,” she said, voice low and smooth, “and so was I, Calvin.”

A tremor went through me. I gave a small, useless nod.

She smiled again—slow, deliberate.
Then she lifted her dress higher and spread her thighs.
A warm, thick line began to leak out—slow, unhurried—onto the leather seat.

“And…” she whispered, watching my face, “…he sent you a little gift.”

My eyes dropped.
I stared at the creamy mess sliding out of my wife’s pussy, glistening as it pooled beneath her.
My cock throbbed, ready to explode.

“He said the cabin’s free,” Audrey went on, voice still calm.
“As long as I’m there.”

She looked at me then—eyes steady, merciless.
“So tell me, Calvin… next time, when I go back for our free stay…”
Her lips curved into a faint, dangerous smile.
“Do you want to come with me?”

Author’s Note

Thank you for reading The Fire Behind My Wife.

This story started as a spark—a moment of temptation inside a cabin, meant to stay contained.
But somewhere between lust and guilt, it became something else. Something raw.
Calvin and Audrey’s fire burned too bright to end there, and the question that lingers now isn’t what happened that night—but what happens after?

When the doors close, and they return to ordinary life… can a marriage survive what they’ve seen, what they’ve done?

If this story left a mark on you—if you felt the ache of watching love transform into something dangerous—then your words, your reviews, mean everything.
They tell me these stories matter. They remind me why I write them.

And yes—there will be a continuation.
Book Two is already flickering to life.
Because some fires don’t die… they follow you home.

With gratitude,
– Serena Vayne
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