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PROLOGUE
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Our friends stood around our SUV and the attached trailer. My wife Larissa and I were moving away, heading for Dallas. I had taken a job with a money manager there, after a decade of commuting into New York City every day.

Time flies, I thought, as I looked around our neighborhood. Has it really been 10 years since we moved to Chatham, NJ? I would definitely miss the trees. We had a modest home for the area. Yet, we had 7 trees on our property that were taller than the house! The leafy fall every season… I would miss that so much. No kidding. It was a pain to manage, but the beauty of just driving around in the fall made it all worthwhile.

“I can’t believe you’re dragging my best friend away, Niles,” Beverly said, hugging Larissa. Bev McMurray had been my wife’s closest friend since we arrived in Chatham. Though my relationship with her husband Mason had chilled since he had an affair three years before. Watching Beverly sobbing in my wife’s arms was not something I would ever forget.

Mason didn’t even come to see us off. He was the EVP of Marketing for a major consumer products company in New York. Always on the go.

Emery joined in, hugging us both. Kevin & Emery Eastlake were not far behind in skipping town. He had grown up in the Midwest, like I did. They moved to NJ for work about the same time we did. We became fast-friends as soon as we met. Kevin became my closest friend in NJ. He did corporate real estate management and had gotten a job in Denver with a tech company to manage its global properties. The Eastlake’s were heading for Denver next month.

Kevin joined in, hugging Larissa and shaking my head. “Be safe. That trailer is going to screw up your weight distribution.” That Kev, always a worrier. I assured him we would be fine.

Redmond and Amber Dickinson were next, stepping up for farewells. Red’s big shock of flaming red hair always caught my attention. Supposedly, his mother called him Redmond so he could have ‘Red’ as a nickname. The two crowded in, hugging and shaking hands.

“We need to figure out how we’re going to stay in touch,” Red said to the assembled group.

“Here’s an idea… why don’t we take a trip together every couple of years?” Kevin suggested to everyone. “Be a good excuse to get away, catch up.”

That got every head nodding in approval.

Amber chimed in, “A destination far from home would be perfect. Give us a chance to get away.” Amber and Red had married later in life, both trying to get their careers established before settling down. Their kids were much younger than the rest of ours.

“We’ll do it… promise we will,” I said, joking that ‘I’ll have my people call your people.’ We all knew who made those decisions… the wives!

Still, leaving friends was always bittersweet. We called ourselves the ‘New Jersey 8.’ Our kids were quite young when we arrived in Chatham, so Larissa joined a play group where mothers could meet. All of us were in our 20s with young kids, eager to begin our lives and careers.

How lucky was that?! The members of this playgroup remain our closest friends in town, now these 10 years later. Though, technically, Red and Amber came later. As I said, they got married late. His family lived in Madison, NJ, very close to Mason’s family home.

When they moved to Chatham, they found a place only two doors from Mason & Bev. Red was by far the oldest of the group, mid-40s. She was 12 years younger, about the rest of our ages. As we began meeting socially away from the kids, Red & Amber quickly became a regular part of the group.

We would miss them all, truly would, but the commute into New York every day and the crushing workload of a Wall Street analyst… it just wore me out. Time to do something else.

Even though Larissa was happy to make the move, she would miss her friends. No question there. She just welcomed the chance to be closer to her folks in Kansas City. We would have no trouble getting back and forth as they aged.

All the way to Dallas, all my wife could talk about was how to organize these regular trips. The text messages and emails flew between the wives until a plan formed.

I kept laughing as she outlined the arrangements. At every restaurant break, she showed me places we could visit, things we could do.

And so we did. Over the next decade, the NJ8 traveled together every couple of years, meeting at fun locations for some touring and renewal. Always without kids. Over the last decade, we had been to Ocean City, Maryland, for some beach time. Jackson Hole in Wyoming for Yellowstone and Grand Teton. And we even took a riverboat cruise together in Europe.

This year, because of conflicting schedules, we could not get together until late October. But that worked out great. Emery had found a place in Colorado that would be beautiful in the fall, a large mountain cabin near Crested Butte. The mountain, the locals called it ‘Pleasure Mountain’ for reasons we would not learn until later, wasn’t a ‘Fourteener’ or anything, but the pics of the area were incredible online.

Don’t think of a wooden cabin in the woods. This was a 5-bedroom rustic ‘manor house’ with scenic mountain vistas, large gathering rooms, and two hot tubs on a wrap-around deck.

Nowadays, we were all fairly well off, so the exorbitant cost did not seem unbearable. The Cabin on Pleasure Mountain seemed the perfect place to relax and get reacquainted.

Little did we know the Cabin came with an unexpected houseguest. None of our lives would ever be the same after our visit to Pleasure Mountain.


CHAPTER 1
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It was all my fault. I had some things to finish up at the office and didn’t get back home until well past her carefully planned schedule. Larissa was not happy when I arrived so late, still needing to pack. By the time we left that Friday night, there was no way we would make our planned stop at Amarillo. The drive to Pleasure Mountain was 13 hours, way too long for night driving.

We ended up staying at a not-so-nice roadside motel in Quanah, Texas. The state is pretty empty in these parts. Having a car breakdown? Well, let’s just say we didn’t want to be caught there in the dark.

The challenge then became the 10 hour drive the next day. We were supposed to be there by noon on Saturday. We got up at 4 in the morning to get a jump on the distance. It was still dark, but we figured driving into the day would be safe enough.

Larissa called our friend Emery to make sure they knew we would be late arriving.

The drive was simply breathtaking! The flat lands of western Texas gave way to the foothills, then to the southern tip of the Rocky Mountain front range. That drive between Blueberry Peak and Wixson Mountain, through Salida, then over Monarch Pass into Gunnison, was worth the trip all on its own.

Such beauty! The mountain peaks looked poised for a fresh pack of snow to supplement the old that had survived the summer. The mountains, filled with trees of every kind, especially Aspen and Juniper, kept drawing us to scenic overlooks just to capture the moment. My wife and I had always loved road trips, and this seemed a perfect way to start our vacation.

By the time we arrived at the cabin, after stopping for gas and eating, it was nearly 4 in the afternoon. Everyone else was already there.

As we pulled up, the other couples came pouring out of the house. Greetings, hugs, friendly kisses and handshakes filled the next few minutes as we pulled our suitcases out of the car.

Everyone looked about the same. I laughed with Kevin, teasing him his hair hadn’t grown any back. The guy turned totally bald in his 20s. So good to see my best friend again. We hugged him and his wife, Emery.

And then there was Beverly… Her beauty always catches me by surprise. She was breathtakingly gorgeous and always dressed in the latest style. At mid-5 feet, with her long auburn hair, casually arranged in a ponytail this afternoon, and her expressive green eyes… and large bust…

Let’s just say, my wife has always teased me that if she ever had to worry about any other wife in the group, it would be her. I no longer even tried to hide my ‘admiration’ of her form.

Nothing had ever happened between us, of course… nor would it. Bev was my wife’s closest friend in the group… maybe her best friend in the world. But that didn’t mean I couldn’t look, right?

Bev’s outfit today was typical. A light sweater with a tight tank top underneath. The deep V-neck of the sweater showed me all I could want. She always seemed so quiet and reserved around others, seldom speaking first or inserting an opinion in a group setting. Her outfits, though… spoke volumes! They emphasized her ample cleavage and hugged her hips tightly. My wife always joked she hated her for the way her hips seemed to fall right back into place after her two kids. My wife’s? Not so much…

That Bev’s husband Mason was an arrogant ass… that was another matter. We all knew he had run around on Bev in the past, though his philandering days seemed to be over, according to what Bev told my wife. He gave me his customary bone-crushing handshake as we approached. That guy was something…
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By the time we had made it through the ‘getting back together’ gauntlet, I had my first chance to look at the so-called Cabin on Pleasure Mountain. It looked like an enormous log cabin with its dark hue of timber siding and green roof so common in Colorado. It looked built last week, yet ancient, having that timeless feel of so many places around here.

On the front, it faced a mountain stream with a gentle touch of rippling water against rocks. I would definitely NOT have trouble sleeping here!

Walking in the front door made Larissa and I both stop at the image. A massive living space greeted us. One of those ‘Great Rooms’ with living and kitchen bar space mostly open to each other. The only wall covered the kitchen proper. But it was the solid wall of glass across the back and its scenic vista across an expansive deck that caught our eye. We could see the hot tubs on the edge of the decks.

Oh yes, spending a lot of time sitting out there, drinking a cool one, looking at the surrounding countryside, would be a major part of this trip!

“Emery, this place is incredible,” Larissa said. “How did you find it?”

“Recommended by a friend. They brought their family out. They told me the…”

A new presence interrupted her story, as every eye turned to a man walking in from the back. Jesus! This guy took ‘rustic’ to a new level, with a full beard, long-ish hair, worn boots, tattered blue jeans and a flannel shirt. He looked like a cowboy just off a cattle drive. He seemed about our age and you could tell he worked hard for a living. These weren’t the muscles of someone lifting weights, despite his chest and arms bulging against that shirt as he stepped in, extending his hand.

“This is Randall,” Red said, as I shook his massive hand. “Our host for the week. He comes with the cabin to take care of… whatever needs to be done.” Larissa and I looked around, a little confused by the giggling from the wives that accompanied his statement. They all seemed to know something we didn’t.

He did not approach Larissa, simply bowing formally in a way I’d seen in the movies about that period, as if he was playing a part in a costume drama.

“Good to meet you, ma’am,” Randall said. His voice had a warmth to it, a friendly tone that invited us to be more than just his friend. “I’m here to help in any way you need.”

That brought another round of giggles… and confusion for us… as the crowd pushed us further into the room. Randall took our bags up the stairs. We followed him up, eager to get a shower after the long drive. They had given us the back room with the best view of the mountain. Kind of surprising, since we were the last ones to arrive. Very considerate…

“If there’s anything you need, folks, let me know,” Randall said, stopping at the door without entering, as we looked at the room with the windows facing the mountain. “I’ll come anytime, for any reason. And I mean, any reason you might need me.”

His eyes smoldered in a blatantly sexual way that left me speechless. What the fuck? What reason would there be? The fucking guy was putting the moves on my wife… right in front of me!

With that, he nodded his head, moving his hand up to his head, as if he was tipping his cowboy hat to us. That smile seemed so inviting, even though I could tell he meant it only for her. All I could do was stare at my wife. Her face blushed crimson at those sultry words. I wondered if I reached down her blouse, whether her nips would be hard pebbles.

Then he was gone. Anger exploded out of me. “Jesus, Larissa. That was pretty blatant. Should I find another room so he can join you without my interference?”

She startled, looking at me in surprise. “What? What do you mean by that?”

It felt like she didn’t even know what happened. “He came on pretty strong there. You ate it right up.”

“Don’t be silly, Niles. He was just being friendly.” Fuck, I just noticed… her hand was between her legs.

She noticed me staring down there, quickly pulling her hand away, moving to pick up a suitcase to hide her actions.

“Am I going to have to worry about leaving you in the house by yourself?”

Her face went from flush to red instantly. I stepped back at the flash of anger. “What the fuck do you mean by that?” she said. “He spoke to me in the door and now you’re accusing me of running around on you?” Her hands went up in the air in total exasperation.

Now embarrassed, I tried to hide it by picking up the suitcases, bringing them into the room. What was I thinking? She had never done that before. Why now?

“I’m sorry, babe. His manner… just caught me by surprise, is all.”

“What’s that got to do with me?” She was shaking her head in disbelief. “You’ve never been jealous before. And I’ve never given you a reason to be. Why now? Some rustic guy in a cabin going to sweep me off my feet, as if I’m some schoolgirl? Jesus, Niles…”

Walking over, I put my arms around her. “Sorry. I don’t know what it was. It’s just… I felt something I had never felt before.”

My hand gradually moved down to her sex, rubbing lightly. She gasped. “And don’t tell me you didn’t feel it too. You were rubbing this on your own while he was still in the room.”

“Okay… okay…” she said, moaning as my rubbing grew more purposeful. “He had a manner about him. Very rugged and manly.” Talking about being caught by surprise!

My wife had always been very sensual when we did it, though her idea of ‘willing’ was open to interpretation. We had not been active in many years.

But now… holy shit! I could see it all over her flushed face. I pulled my hand back, unbuttoning her jeans, pushing my hand down inside. She shuddered, grabbing onto my arm, though not trying to get it out. Fuck! She was sopping wet.

“See… you felt it as much as I did. He got you going.”

Her loud moan filled the room as my fingers spread her labia, finding the core. My lips silenced her as she melted into me. That guy got her going alright! It was as if I had become Randall. I gave those urges free rein as I used all my fingers to drive her higher.

“Imagine his hand pushing inside you, giving you what you desired,” I said.

She gasped at my words, but did not object or try to stop me. I couldn’t believe the thoughts I was having. Dirty thoughts of watching him do this very thing. I pushed garments down to her ankles, my other hand finding the tender bud in the rear. I rotated my finger against it, giving her even more in the front.

It didn’t take long. She whimpered with the rising pleasure, finally shaking as the release took control, shattering all her reserve. My wife trembled against me as a vision took hold… of his taking her across this bed, of her opening her legs in welcome. I was hard as stone.

Panting heavily as she leaned against me, her eyes came up to mine, a mix of wanting more and a surprise I had never seen before. As if she just noticed it, her hand wrapped around my stiff shaft… those eyes were now an open question mark.

“What was that?” she said, in between breaths. Her smile made me even harder as I throbbed in her hand. Such arousal!

“We’re going to have a lot of fun this week,” I smiled. “I wonder if the other wives had the same reaction?” This must have been why they were snickering earlier. They had already been through this.

“I don’t know what happened…” she said, sitting on the bed. “His manner, those words… I’ve never felt such a rush of desire.”

“I could tell,” I chuckled, sitting next to her. My wife and I had never been the ‘playing around’ kind of couple. She did like to read an erotic story occasionally on her Kindle app, but actually doing something with another? Not a chance.

Larissa was one of those women that took her early school lessons to heart. Very uptight, always making sure she behaved properly. We had struggled in recent years as my active imagination wanted to try some new things in our bedroom, especially now that the kids were out of the house. ‘Good girls don’t do that’ would always be her reply. I had finally given up asking. She called it being a ‘nice girl.’ The word I used was much less kind. Prude.

Now, with Mr. Rustic pushing at her edges, maybe we might have a breakthrough. Though, frankly, none of the things I had imagined included her sleeping with someone else. Not sure I was too happy about this sudden desire controlling us both.

But hey, what could happen? With all our friends around, we would seldom have moments alone.

She continued to stroke me over my jeans. Unless we were going to spend a lot of time here, I thought we better get back downstairs. “Let’s get that shower, go back down. We can continue this conversation later tonight.” I grinned, tweaking her nipple gently.

Larissa giggled, grabbing her jeans and panties off the floor, walking into the bathroom. I opened our suitcases, pulling out our toiletry kits, as she got the water started.

Even the bathroom was nice. They must have given us the Master Bedroom. The shower was a huge walk-in that could easily accommodate us both at the same time.

After she began shampooing her hair, a need took over. I wanted to do that! Pushing her hands away, I began a very sensual scrub while her hands found her body wash. Soon, that still semi-hard shaft had silky-smooth hands stroking until I was hard again.

Rinsing her hair, she flicked the water out of her eyes, getting back to work on my man-meat. This time with energy.

I fondled her breasts, loving the smooth feel with the soap. She pushed my hands off. “Put them behind your back. I want to do this for you.”

“Okay…” I said, surprised. My wife had never been very forward in bed. We had only had a few shower sessions like this in our 20+ years together. This time, she seemed focused. So I put my hands behind my back, thrusting my hips forward.

What came next almost made me lose my balance. She stood aside, rinsing the shaft. As soon as I was clean, her mouth enveloped my cockhead, taking me as far down as she could. I’m pretty good sized down there, well above average, judging from my past days in the school gym. Larissa had always struggled, getting me deep into her throat.

None of that mattered now. Her lips were hungry. She went down to her knees, stroking my balls. That mouth began a world-class blowjob. My wife… a blowjob! I could not remember the last time she had her mouth close to that thing. Not that we didn’t make love, but sucking on cock was not part of being ‘proper.’

The truth suddenly sank in. It was him! Randall’s presence drove this desire. Another equally unbelievable truth was that he had done the same to me. I felt strong, aggressive… manly… Grabbing her hair, I shoved my cock down her throat. She gurgled, yet did not pull away. It was like she wanted me to take control.

I sawed my shaft back-and-forth in her mouth. She let me, seeming to get more aroused while I did it. Before I could cum, she pulled back, pressing her breasts against the wall, sticking her hips out. “Take me… I need you inside me.”

Of course I would! Soon we were both groaning as I slammed myself into her. She gasped at the forcefulness, pushing back against each thrust. ‘Oh god… oh god…’ she kept saying.

When she came, the volume of her outcry brought my hand across her mouth. She had never screamed like that before! I didn’t want the others to hear us. My release wasn’t far behind, as I aggressively gave her all the seed I had.

We both collapsed against the shower wall as I pressed into her. I turned the water on her heaving flesh.

“Oh babe, maybe a little water will cool you down.”

She giggled, wiggling her ass at me. With her face still toward the wall, she whispered to me. “Any time you want while we are here this week… I offer myself to you. I mean it. Anytime. You say the word and I will come straight up here.”

What was I to make of that? My prudish wife… the always-needing-to-be-proper wife… now wanted to give it to me as often as I wanted? Holy shit! I don’t care if Mr. Rustic was the cause; I was all in!


CHAPTER 2
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When we finally came downstairs, it was like everyone gathered there knew what we had been doing. The wives winked at Larissa and the husbands seemed to find an excuse to pat me on the back. The warmth of a large fire filled the room.

I could barely believe what Larissa had put on, as if the tight yoga pants weren’t revealing enough. My wife was not heavy, but she had a 40-something… what’s the word… a fuller figure. Despite watching her weight and working out, two kids and the inevitable march of time had taken its toll on her hourglass shape. Her breasts remained firm, had even increased a cup-size after our second was born, she told me. Despite her ‘girls,’ as she loved to call them, never being that large, they remained full and well-shaped. I never had a complaint.

Tonight, though, she did something she had NEVER done before with our group. She came downstairs wanting to show them off, wearing a tight sweater without a bra covering her still hard nipples. Everyone in the room could see them poking through the material. I noticed several glances from the guys around the room.

It made me very nervous until she stood amongst the wives. They were all the same, as if they had worked out a plan. Tight pants and no bras dominated the group. Before I could figure out what was going on, Randall offered me a whiskey as he handed a glass of white wine to my wife.

Someone had ordered pizza and some light Italian from the nearby town. We sat around the table rejoicing in the renewed friendship. Only now… I don’t know exactly how to describe it… that friendship seemed to be warmer than ever. Deeper.

We never sat next to our spouses for these vacations. Never had. The idea was to mingle. The usual boy-girl/non-spouse seating arrangement became more meaningful as intimacy grew at the table. Hands touched in unfamiliar ways.

Warm laughter spread as always, though this time, it seemed like we directed the attention at individuals, not just the group. The jokes even seemed told in a more intimate fashion, instead of the raucous jokes & laughter that usually found its way at the NJ8 tables. More than I had ever noticed before, it was if I had paired off with the woman next to me. Tonight, Amber was my dinner companion, and Mason had no trouble entertaining Larissa.

Randall didn’t help any. He was serving the food and refreshing drinks. As he passed each of us, he always found a reason to touch. Reaching across to make a request, hand on shoulder. Tapping to see if we wanted a refill. Each of these touches pushed that closeness until sexual tension permeated everything.

When he touched me, I felt that same powerful surge we received in our room. It was all I could do not to lean over and suck Amber’s breasts right at the table. Hers were not large, by any measure, and she seldom wore anything revealing, yet tonight, like the others, she wore a semi-transparent silk blouse with nothing underneath. Several times, she caught me staring at them. This time, instead of being embarrassed, she smiled… a surprisingly ‘wicked’ smile of welcome. My eyes were free to look at what I wanted. That grin told me!

No one else mattered to me at that table except for Amber. We chatted about kids and life. How things were back in Chatham. Only they and the McMurray’s still lived there. But it wasn’t the chit-chat that had me entranced. Amber’s hands were roaming freely. Not openly sexual, mind you, just touching like she had never done before. Intimate strokes of affection on my arm, reaching her arm around me, her hand on my leg. When my hand dropped to her thigh, gently stroking, she did not stop me.

For god’s sake, what was going on here? We had all known each other for 20+ years. None of us, to my knowledge at least, had ever shared a sexual adventure with another from the group. Despite Mason’s reputation as a bit of a philanderer, it seemed inconceivable he would sleep with someone so close to home!

Maybe the wives knew what was going on? They talked a lot outside of our trips. I know my wife spent a lot of time on the phone with her friend Bev. But this? Open enticement to touching?

I wasn’t even sure how to adjust to it, though my wife was having no trouble. I watched her at the other end of the table. Larissa and Mason were having a grand old time. I lost count of how often he had touched her. The movement of her hand under the table had attracted my attention, too. She must be touching his leg. Fuck! That was hot!

My cock hardened even more as I thought about watching them together, especially when his hand moved to her lap. I somehow knew what that hand was touching.

The odd part was my own feelings. No jealousy or hurt threatened to erupt, like it did in the bedroom. Only arousal remained. As I looked around the table, the normal ‘all-group’ chatter had paired off into these mini-dramas of each non-married couple. Kevin chatted with Beverly, leaning close to ‘talk.’ Red had Emery in stitches over some story, though his hand left little doubt where it was touching.

What was going on here?
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After dinner, the guys went out on the deck, looking at the mountains outlined by a moonlit sky. It was an unseasonably warm evening. Red loved his cigars. He pulled a bunch out to share. Everyone took one but me. I found them disgusting. We caught up, as we always did. I tried to stay ‘up wind’ as much as possible, hating the smell of cigar smoke.

We even gently touched on some politics. Our group was almost a microcosm of modern America. We had a wide-range of beliefs… some very liberal, others quite conservative. We had to walk lightly when broaching those subjects.

The women stayed inside, chatting around the large sectional. No doubt catching up like we were. I wondered if they were talking about who was touching who at the table?

After another hour, Amber came out to the deck, pressing her chest against my back. I startled at the sensation, even though her hand came around offering something I hadn’t seen in a long time. A marijuana joint.

“I know you hate those disgusting things. I do too. Thankfully, Red and I stopped at a dispensary on our way in. Maybe a different type of cigar would work better?” she giggled.

The other wives followed her out. I learned later, two of them, including my wife, had already taken a marijuana-laced ‘gummie’ from that same dispensary. Another joint found its way into the rotation. The rest of us were soon passing the joints around like a bunch of young hipsters. What the hell? It’s legal in Colorado, right?

Hours passed as we enjoyed the friendship that always came on these trips. The marijuana somehow increased our comfort with each other.

But it also had its effect on two people that had driven over 10 hours today. Larissa came up, putting her arm around me. She was getting tired, suggested we go to bed. Then she whispered in my ear something about ‘putting out the fire I started earlier.’ I was sure she only said it to me, though everyone chuckled on the deck as if they knew exactly what she had in mind. We begged our apologies, heading upstairs.

That lady was on fire! We were humping like teenagers as soon as we hit the bed. I worried I had ripped her sweater when I tore it off her body. She giggled at the glaring lack of a bra when I took the sweater off.

She gave me a wicked smile that caught my breath, catching my attention as she slowly pushed down her yoga pants, revealing she didn’t have panties on either. Her glistening pussy sent my desire five notches higher!

I threw her on the bed, driving my face into that mess down below. She shrieked at the way I drove my tongue so aggressively, moaning. Her hands gripped my head, welcoming more.

Our eyes caught as I looked across her naked body. It was as if I had just met her and we were first learning to enjoy our touch. My tongue came out of her.

“Mason touched you here, didn’t he?”

She gasped, a worried look across her face, but when my tongue found her fold again, she knew I wasn’t mad.

“I had to push him away before I came right at the table,” she giggled. “Are you mad?”

“How far did you want it to go? Tell me…” My tongue went back to work as her hands moved off my head, pinching her nipples like she did that time I asked her to masturbate in front of me… so long ago. A deep sigh escaped as her legs moved wider, giving me better access.

My wife had never been one of those ‘dirty talk’ types. That was on the very long list of things ‘good girls’ didn’t do. Yet tonight, she settled back as I munched on the pussy she offered.

“It started innocently, his hand touching my arm. I looked over at you. The way you were fawning over Amber, I knew you would not even notice.”

I lifted my head. “Oh, I noticed…” driving my tongue back in for her to continue.

“You know, somehow I knew that. I felt it…” I looked up, surprised, as she shivered. “And I wanted you to see me. Is that weird? His hand moved down to stroke my leg a few times. When I did not react negatively, he grew bolder.” Fuck! This was hot.

My tongue drove into her opening, slashing as deep as it would go, then up her folds to stab at her clit. Her moans filled the room.

“Oh Niles… it was so… so… arousing. I felt his hand graze my sex. I hadn’t worn any underwear. Those yoga pants are so thin, I could practically feel his touch through the material.” She was panting now. The combination of the telling and my tongue taking her where she wanted to be.

“I felt bold… wild…” Her words were becoming ragged, harder to continue. “… willing to do anything… oh god… oh babe…” She cried out as a release filled her, shaking her tits on her chest. I didn’t take a break or even slow. My tongue kept up its relentless pace of torment. I didn’t even have to ask her to start again.

“It was when I put my hand on his leg under the table that he touched my… I stroked his leg, up and down, each time a little higher. He did the same. I had to suppress a whimper when he pushed on my sex for the first time. Oh babe, he’s huge… I traced my finger along his length.”

I couldn’t take it anymore. I scrambled on top, driving my hard shaft into her. Her yelp at the sudden change quickly gave way to more moans as her legs came around me, her heels pressing hard for me to give it to her.

“How big was he?” I panted into her ear, driving into her ruthlessly.

“So big… a fucking log… I wanted to wrap my hand around it, but I didn’t want him to react. Then he pressed against my pants, pushing the material into my opening. I wanted him inside me so much…”

I was desperate to cum now, though I didn’t want this to end, slowing my pace.

“Imagine that he has you in the shower like earlier,” I teased as I rode my bride. She gasped at the image, shuddering against my weight. “You get down on your knees, trying to get him fully down your throat. You can’t take it all… he doesn’t care… grabbing your hair… forcing himself deeper…”

Even as I pounded into her, I couldn’t believe the things I was saying. We had never talked to each other this way, especially while making love. Our sex was always tender and gentle. Not now! She didn’t want that any more than I did.

She was panting, squirming for me to thrust harder. “You are so filthy…” she whispered. “You want me to be one of those bad girls, don’t you? To let him stuff that log down my throat… in my pussy.”

I grunted my approval, no longer able to hold the jackhammer at bay. She could tell. Her arms came around me as I drove into her mercilessly.

“I am your bad girl… all yours…” she moaned. “I will be as bad as you want me to be this week…”

The climax that came shook us both with its strength. She trembled underneath me. I could feel the orgasm pull at her body. That was all it took as I unloaded my seed. My grunts brought more groaning.

We collapsed on the bed, both of us out of breath. I rolled to my side, pulling her into my arms as we tried to calm our pounding hearts. The sound of our breathing was the only accompaniment as I stroked her hair.

“What was that?” I finally said.

“Too much?” she whispered.

“No! Are you kidding? That may be the hottest sex we ever had.”

She purred, pressing herself deeper into my arms, head buried in my chest. As if she had to build up the courage, she paused, as if feeling my chest movement with each breath of recovery.

Finally, she pulled her head up as we looked into each other’s eyes. “I meant it, Niles… about being your bad girl this week.”

“You want that?”

“I know I should accept your advances more… that I turn you down too often… I’m sorry about that. I really am. It’s just… I always feel so guilty afterward, like I’ve done something wrong.”

“We’re married, Larissa. Married people are supposed to make love.”

“I know… I know… shaking that religious education has been harder than I ever imagined. But this place… don’t you feel it?”

“I do… something in the air. Though, somehow I think Randall is involved. I don’t know how. But when he came to help us with our bags… and at the table… I felt it. Very energizing.”

She put her head back onto my chest, as if she didn’t want to see my face when she said this. “Do you want me to be your bad girl? To do all those dirty things…” I could feel her trembling against me. That must have taken some courage for my resident prude.

I pulled her head back to look directly at me. “Only if you want to. I will have no trouble with it, but you’re the one that has all this guilt constantly flowing around. Can you do it and not have a moral crisis?”

“As long as you are with me, I can do anything… and will do anything you want.”

“Need to sleep on that,” I chuckled. “Let’s talk again in the morning when the dope wears off.”

She smiled, turning over to spoon against me. We almost always started our nights this way. This time… our spooning represented something more. An acceptance of unlimited possibilities. Definitely something about this place…
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Larissa shook me. “Wake up. You gotta hear this.”

I came out of my sleep, looking around. The sound caught my attention immediately. Deep moans of pleasure. These weren’t like we did before. It was something much more intense. I looked at the phone charging on my nightstand. It was 3 in the morning.

“I think it’s coming from Kevin & Emery’s room,” she whispered. Theirs was the one right next to ours.

We got quiet as the commotion continued. By god, Kevin was fucking the shit out of that girl! She went through groans, moans and whimpers so often I wondered how he kept it up! But it was her climaxes that filled the entire cabin.

The duration of her cries was the genuine mystery, like they lasted several minutes each. These full-throated cries of pleasure came in wave after wave, unstoppable. Each seemingly louder than the one before.

Larissa pushed herself against me. “Niles… so much… You think Kevin is that good?” What could I say to that? I didn’t have a clue.

My wife rolled onto her back, kicking the blanket off. Her fingers were all over her sex, one hand thrashing at her clit… the other driving in and out of her snatch.

“I can’t believe how strong my need has gotten. Suck my tits. Right now.”

I almost pulled back at the vehemence of her demand, but I did it. My tongue licked across her hard tip, teasing it.

“Suck on it, you bastard. Hard. I need relief.”

My mouth engulfed her full tip, sucking like a vacuum cleaner. My hand reached across, pinching the other one. All she did was groan louder.

“I can’t stop thinking about having that happen to me… wanting to feel the pleasure she is feeling…”

Her hands pushed against her sex as I pinched, slapped, and sucked on her tits. I had never seen my wife so desperate for release. Another full-throated cry came from across the cabin just as my wife let go with her own softer version. Her eyes were closed, absorbing her climax… and Emery’s… as if the two were related to each other. I wondered whether the other wives were having the same reaction.

When Larissa’s breath slowed, I pulled the blanket back up. She was asleep so quickly I thought it might all have been a dream… until another cry came from Kevin & Emery. Man, that guy can last. At our age?

After another blast a few minutes later, I finally fell back to sleep. I doubted they got any sleep at all. Truth is, I know she didn’t… everyone in the building knew.


CHAPTER 3
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The next morning, I awoke, welcoming the steady breathing of my wife beside me. I wonder how many times the noise woke her up that night. Kevin & Emery went at it for a sizeable chunk of the night. The guy must really be a stud.

The thing is… he’s my best friend in the group, has been for years… Still, I’ll be frank. ‘Kevin Eastlake’ and ‘stud’ had never been in the same thought before tonight. He’s relatively small… can’t be over 5-feet-8. He turned bald in his 20s, and had always tended to the heavier side. His job as a property manager kept him on the road a lot, constantly eating out, making that weight harder to control. Even his thick glasses were not the kind that young girls thought were sexy. They were just thick!

I’ll say this for Emery. Even in her mid-40s, she was still a good-looking woman. Her blond hair remained naturally blond. She kept it long, down to mid-back. Those sensual blue eyes and that body she always kept trim… oh yes, definitely a ‘looker.’

And from what Larissa told me, his wife had been wild in her youth. Kevin would often blanch as she launched into a story about the crazy shit she did before they got married, though he said nothing to stop the stories from coming. He didn’t seem to mind… even liked her that way. Larissa and I always figured her being a little ‘wild’ counter-balanced his too-conservative side. Made for a good match.

But this? Her wailing all night with multiple orgasms? You had to respect the guy’s abilities and stamina. Impressive, even! The other guys surely thought the same.

Getting up, hopping in the shower, I tried to be quiet. Didn’t work. The door opened, with her jumping in with me. This wasn’t the sensual shower of yesterday, but my bride wanted to talk.

“Some night, huh?” She asked.

“I’ll say… I didn’t think Kevin had it in him. Quite a performance.”

“It wasn’t Kevin. No way he has that stamina. He could barely keep up with the group on that Yellowstone hike two years ago.”

I stopped, staring at her. “Who else would go into their room and do that all night…”

Her look… knowing and certain… made me pause. Randall…

“It has to be him,” she said. “Fit and strong. I can’t say for certain, but that package seemed to push against those jeans.”

“So in the open, though… Where was Kevin?”

“Come on, Niles… the way we have been… the way I let Mason put his finger in me… we’re all feeling the same thing. It’s gotta be Randall. We’ve hung with these people for 20 years. Did you ever suspect the couples of playing around? He’s the only random variable. Has to be. Kevin was in the room with them, watching.”

I toweled off, obviously in a hurry. She followed my lead.

Larissa giggled. “Can’t wait to get down there and see the result, can you?”

“Jesus, that guy must be an incredible stud. Emery screamed like that for another hour after you collapsed. I kept going in and out of sleep with every blast.”

A sudden thought came to me, staring at Larissa. She had the same thought at the same time. I left it unsaid, not wanting to go there.

What if he came to our room? Would I let him in? The way my wife exploded last night, just listening to it, I knew there would be no way for me to say no. She would be all over him.

The group had plans to go into Crested Butte today, walk around the ski town, and do some mountain bike trails. I had been looking forward to that. The brisk fall weather was just what this group needed to cool the growing heat.

Even as I got dressed, I watched my wife as she deliberated on what to wear. When we left Dallas, she had packed a full wardrobe for a week, a garment mix for semi-warm days and cool nights. None of those plans had included days without underwear, I suspected.

All those plans were gone. I could see the calculating going on in her head. How much can I get away with before the other wives object? That had to be it…

I walked up to her, pulling her into my arms. “Were you serious about doing what I wanted last night? Being my bad girl?”

Surprised that I figured out her thoughts, her head turned down as a blush covered her face and chest.

“I told you to go for it, if you wanted to. Let’s go with your State U sweater without a bra. It’s fairly thin, should hug the girls nicely without being too transparent. For the jeans, I recommend you stay with panties. If something gets you excited, it will show without something to keep the flow in check. You don’t want to spend the day walking around, nervous about what might be visible.”

She reached in, pulling her State U sweater out of the drawer. Panties came next. I smiled as I finished getting dressed.

Once she finished, she sat on the bed. “You really think I should let the guys touch me if they want, like Mason last night?”

“Hard to say. Last night, all the guys focused on the woman beside them. I touched Amber quite a bit, though not as much as some…” I smiled as my wife’s blush deepened. Even though she was excited about these developments, the strength of those desires still embarrassed her.

“How about we try an experiment?” I said. “For dinner tonight, when we have the group meal, don’t sit next to Mason again. Try someone else. No one will think anything of it. We always switch around like that. When they come on to you, let them. Touch them back. It may have just been old Mason, the womanizer. If Red and Kevin both do it, you know it’s the cabin. Both those guys are as conservative as they come.”

She nodded acceptance of the plan. “It all seemed exciting last night when we were stoned. Now, facing the guys… and Bev… What do I say if she brings it up? So embarrassing to let him do that…”

“She won’t, because she was doing the same with Red last night… Amber kept looking over at him and Bev. I caught a couple squirms along the way. Amber probably felt left out, being the only one that didn’t get fingered.”

The confused look on Larissa’s face was priceless. We had definitely come a long way. In our over 20 years of marriage, my wife and I had barely talked about sex. She never discussed her fantasies with me. Whatever happened was always at my begging. That one time she masturbated in front of me ended in, at best, a soft release. I think she was more embarrassed than turned on.

Now, in only one day at the cabin, she had gone from ‘good girl’ to practically begging me to approve of her being ‘bad.’ It had to be Randall. There was just something about that guy. I felt it as soon as he stood at our bedroom door. And if he was the one that gave Emery all those orgasms over night, I knew there was no chance of stopping him if he asked to do the same to Larissa. She would never forgive me!
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We got downstairs relatively late, about mid-morning. Everyone was already there, including the stars of the night, Kevin and Emery.

No one said anything directly to them, but they gave new meaning to ‘public display of affection.’ I wanted to tell them to ‘get a room.’ They were all over each other, giddy like teenagers. She sat on his lap, draped across his shoulders as he sat on a chair. Touched and kissed him constantly.

When Kevin went out on the deck to see the beautiful day with Red, she couldn’t stand to be separated from him. We all saw her plant herself behind him, her arms reached around with motion… if you know what I mean. He turned to talk to someone, and I could see his hard shaft poking out of his jeans. No one in the group seemed to care.

Our two lovebirds kissed, stroked each other suggestively, even laughed more than needed at each other’s jokes. For anyone else, in any other circumstance, I would have told them to cut it out. Now… we were dealing with something I didn’t understand. Someone had seriously juiced their desire for each other, turning the volume knob all the way to max! I wasn’t sure they could stop, even if they wanted to.

If it was Randall, I had to give him this: it wasn’t for himself! She wasn’t following him around, wanting more of his ‘wondrous dick.’ He was there, helping with meals, offering assistance where needed… and touching… like he had done before. But Emery paid no more attention to him than the rest of us. All she could think of was her husband. And Kevin seemed the same.

Maybe we had it wrong. Maybe it wasn’t Randall, after all… Truth was, neither of us had a clue.

After breakfast, we talked about the day. Crested Butte was on the schedule. We always traded off riding partners. This trip, Red and Amber were going to ride with us. Unfortunately, Beverly said she wasn’t feeling well. Mason volunteered to stay back with her.

Kevin and Emery drove by themselves. I suspected they were not unhappy about that. Though, as soon as we were on the road, a quick glance in the rear-view mirror showed Emery on her knees, her head in his lap, body bobbing up and down in a very specific way. I guess they didn’t mind!

The town was a great example of a Colorado ski town, even out of season, with lots of shops for Larissa to indulge her souvenir fetish. The guys spent the afternoon doing mountain trails on rented bikes. It was a little brisk to be out as long as we were, though happily the unseasonably warm weather was holding up.

The trails were more challenging than I expected. Quite steep, with sharp drops on several corners. Unnerving…

Kevin was a bubble of enthusiasm. He never mentioned what happened last night. Larissa told me later that Emery never brought it up, either. No one else wanted to. We all wanted to respect their privacy. Yet, curiosity was eating me alive.
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This burning need to know got even more pronounced when we returned to the cabin. Beverly seemed just fine, despite her professed illness of earlier, but she and Mason were on some kind of high. Just like Kevin and Emery had been all morning. They touched constantly. I wondered if Randall had given them a visit this afternoon.

Dinner that night was a major hit. Randall’s famous ‘cowboy camp meal,’ he called it. Thick cuts of beefsteak, baked beans, and cornbread, all slathered with a thick white gravy. He had given a shopping list to us when we left for the day. The ladies turned their noses up at all the calories, but the guys had been riding all day. We were ravenous. Even Mason seemed to have a very healthy appetite.

That last piqued my interest. Why would he be so hungry? Okay, he’s a big guy. Two inches taller than my own 6-foot-2. Someone that size needs energy to keep going. Still, he had been doing nothing all day, while Bev was supposedly sick, sleeping. Yet the way he ate and the way they touched each other… it triggered something in me.

I am an analyst by trade and predilection. I often can’t stop putting pieces together. My best skill, I often thought. But this situation pushed connections in my brain, pieces falling into a structure… my analytical wheels were humming with all the input. First Kevin and Emery. Now Mason & Beverly. The latter two had been close to divorcing only a few years ago because of his latest affair. The only common element had to be Randall. What else could explain it?

The dinner was a real eye-opener in another direction. Whatever had infected our two ‘playing’ couples had infected the rest of us, too. We sat with different partners, like we always did. As suggested, Larissa moved over to sit next to Red, and I found a spot near Emery.

Just like the night before, after some initial group conversation, the couples paired off. I was deeply involved in a discussion with Emery about some movie she had seen. The touching did not wait for the discussion to end. Much of the evening, we were openly touching each other in quite sexual ways. My eyes kept scanning the others. Everyone was doing the same.

I loved the way Larissa would squirm when Red’s hand disappeared under the table. Tonight, she had become even more daring. The blouse was sheer, and she had worn another pair of thin yoga pants, which left nothing to the imagination.

My wife loved yoga… had lots of various outfits meant for stretching in those puzzle positions. This one was a new material that felt as if the wearer was naked, though it provided a modicum of coverage for modesty. It did that by being really, really thin! I did say a ‘modicum,’ right?

Red discovered that early in the meal. He had his hands underneath my wife most of the time. I could see it in her face and the way she squirmed. I wondered if those big fingers were stuffed inside that pussy!

And she wasn’t much different. I could see her arm moving up and down, as if she had pulled his shaft out of the baggy sweatpants he wore every evening. Her arm flexed like she was stroking him full-fisted.

Emery did not make me feel left out. By the end of the meal, every couple was practically mauling each other, with no one objecting. Twice, I noticed Randall standing on the side, watching. His smile told me he knew EXACTLY what was going on.

When Red pulled Larissa’s chin around, looking like he was going to kiss her, I stood up abruptly, gathering my dishes. It was as if a spell had broken. Couples shuffled nervously, straightening clothes and moving hands above the table.

Larissa grinned at me. She had been very close to actually kissing him… ready to become the ‘bad girl’ she thought I wanted… or that she suddenly wanted… I wasn’t sure at this point. I gathered dishes as Randall rushed over, insisting he would do it. I protested, ‘nonsense, we can help.’

No one else got up. The two of us gathered the dishes, taking them into the kitchen. Once we had them piled in the sink, I turned to him. He had to know what was coming because his grin made me wonder if he could read my mind.

We tried to speak softly, but with the wide door to the Great Room, it would be tough. I shouldn’t have worried. The couples were right back to their own ‘intimate’ conversations, paying no attention to us.

“Why did you interfere with my fun?” he smiled.

I ignored his question. “How do you do it?” I asked him bluntly, knowing I hit the mark when he didn’t ask, ‘do what?’

“I have a gift,” he said simply.

“It was you with Emery last night, am I right?” He nodded. “And you spent the afternoon with Beverly… that’s why they didn’t go with us… she wanted her chance with you?” He nodded again.

“Tonight I will be with Amber,” Randall said. “Red is quite excited about it. I noticed he almost moved ahead with your wife during dinner.”

I wasn’t sure what ‘ahead’ meant. “That’s another thing. My wife, I love her with all my heart, but she’s about as big a prude as exists. How did you get her to suddenly want to be a ‘bad girl’ for me?”

He looked at me closely, leaning in to whisper in my ear. “Nothing. I did nothing. All I do is give them permission. Everything else already exists inside them.”

He chuckled softly at my surprised expression. Larissa has always wanted to be this way? Where have I been all those years?

“How do you do that?”

All he did was touch me… holy fucking shit!

I came to an instant boner pressing against my jeans. All I could think of was Beverly, and the gorgeous body I had always wanted. He grabbed my sweatshirt as I turned toward the table. I’m glad. If he hadn’t, I would have run out of there, pulling her into my arms.

“You have a week here,” he said. “Let things go at their own pace. I don’t understand a lot of what people do nowadays, but I know what they hold inside. You love her… and you love these people you are sharing the week with. Trust me. You need to be careful. To go where you want, without destroying your relationships, you need to let the pressure build. You’ll see… Beverly will be yours before the week is up.”

I hadn’t told him who ‘she’ was, but he clearly knew.

“Go back to your friends. If you want this to continue, say nothing about me. Let things progress at their own pace. I hope you will accept my invitation when I come to your room tomorrow night.”

“Our room… that’s how you do it? Come and ask if you can come in?”

He nodded. “Go… be with your friends. I have some dishes to do.”

I walked out to find everyone out on the deck. Another round of joints was being passed around. The overt sexuality of earlier had not passed. All now seemed willing to touch new partners.

Mason was all over Larissa again. My former prude was ready to take on her ‘bad girl’ mantle as she pressed herself back against him. Beverly didn’t care, she was too busy with Kevin.

I suddenly wondered about the ‘gift’ Randall spoke of, and what he would do with Larissa when he came into our room tomorrow night.


CHAPTER 4
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We were on that deck late into the night. All very stoned. It got pretty cool, but no one noticed. Limits on touching had disappeared. Mason and Larissa were openly necking in one corner. Whatever had stopped her from doing this in the past was long gone. Kevin and Beverly were on the edge of the deck. Bev faced the mountains while Kevin pressed against her from behind. His hands roamed freely.

The only ones missing were Amber and Red. They had already retired for the evening. Both of them knew what was coming for her tonight, probably wanted to get ready.

Emery came up to me as I stood on the far edge of the deck watching the action, not the view.

“Something up here in the mountains, would you agree?” She giggled. “Maybe the fresh air?”

“Might be. You seem very… freshened.”

“I am… Last night was a revelation.”

“A new direction for you and Kevin?”

“For all of us. I noticed you before, talking to Randall. Learn how he does it?”

“Just offers permission, so he says.”

“No, I’d say it’s much more than that. That guy has… not sure how to say it… a talent? Magic? A Gift?” My quizzical look turned her face a bright red. “You’ll see. I’m not supposed to say.”

She pressed against me, her hand running down my side. “The thing is… he leaves you with… desire to explore new things.”

Her hand moved down to my hips, tracing along my belt, finally finding a home on the stiff rod she knew was there.

“I’ve always wanted to do this… to be with you. Larissa knows that, probably why she has always favored Bev. She knows I have trouble resisting… my impulses.”

My hand came up, stroking her breasts. She moaned at my touch, moved to the other side facing the mountains and away from the others. She pressed her back against me, her hands now moving up and down on my shaft behind her.

“I don’t know how I know this…” she said, leaning back against my chest as she worked my shaft through the material. My hands were all over her now. Nothing off limits. “… but we cannot take our clothes off. Anything short of that is okay.”

“What does that mean?”

“I’m not sure… maybe it’s part of his magic. He’s not ready for that yet. Soon, gorgeous Niles… soon.”

She spun in front of me, now paying direct attention to my rock-hard dick with her hands. Her bra-less nipples were so hard they threatened to rip through her sweater as I kneaded them. Her lips came up to mine as I kissed my best friend’s wife for the first time. I glanced over. Her husband wouldn’t notice. His lips were all over Bev.

Neither would Larissa. She was on Mason’s lap, her legs straddling either side, rubbing herself against his shaft in a very lurid way. His hands seemed confused, alternating between breasts and pulling her ass harder against him as they kissed. Being ‘bad’ was clearly no longer a concern for my wife.

Emery locked onto my lips, murmuring about her need to feel me inside her. I wanted that just as much. My new partner and I existed in our own universe after that. I wanted to look at my wife, to see what she was up to, but I couldn’t pull myself away from the woman I had lusted after ever since we met 20 years ago.

She was the hottest woman I had ever met back then. An ass to die for, large breasts, supple lips, long blond hair, and those hypnotic blue eyes. I also sensed an underlying wildness inside that told me she would be a hellcat in the sack.

I swear, she came on to me several times over the years, implying that if I made a move, she would be willing. There was no way that would ever happen. I never went out on my wife. It was a source of pride for me that we had been true to each other for all our years together. Even if I decided to cheat, it certainly wouldn’t be with my best friend’s wife!

Now, somehow, all those things were no longer a concern. I pulled her into me; the kissing growing frantic with my need. She responded in much the same way as our tongues danced.

Abruptly, I felt a change inside me, as if I had finally come to my senses. We came out of our lip-lock, looking around the deck. All the pairings had stopped at almost exactly the same moment. All eyes turned to the door. Randall stood there, smiling.

“Let’s have some dessert,” he said. That gentle, mysterious smile brought everyone out of their sensual trance.

I smiled, watching Larissa dismount from Mason. She looked around, confusion written all over her face. I knew exactly what she was feeling. A little confused, sure, yet still unbelievably horny. It was like she had lost herself, forgetting everything about who she was… and what she was. Despite that, the horniness remained.

Her eyes sought me out, making a beeline for where I stood next to Emery. Their eyes met as she came across the deck. There was no anger or discomfort. Larissa came straight to Emery, hugging her tight. They didn’t even notice me. If anything, my wife ignored I was there. The two women walked arm-in-arm back into the dining room. Now, I was the confused one!

Four tubs of ice cream with assorted toppings sat on the tabletop.

Wow, was I hungry! We all were. We dove into the ice cream as chatter sprang up around the table. Not about the sex or what we had been doing moments before. No one seemed to care about that. The talk was about the Black Canyon of the Gunnison River, the scenic highlight of the region. We were heading out there tomorrow.

And since I knew Amber was getting hers tonight, and my wife tomorrow, no one would mysteriously get ‘sick’ for the trip.

“Tell us about Black Canyon,” Mason asked Randall, presumably because he was a local.

“Been a while since I have been there. It is a nice place for looking at ragged cliffs and trees. Tough to get cattle through. We had to go around to the south, which provided much less rugged country. Our horses didn’t like that route much either. Once away from the river bottom, it got very dry.”

What? Cattle… Horse riding… When was he there? 1875?

“Please excuse me,” he said, as if he knew he had not said the right thing. “Niles, would you make sure the ice cream goes back to its proper place?” Then he walked out. I gathered the things needing the fridge, walking back to the kitchen. He was gone. Must have a place outside to sleep.
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Larissa was on me like a mongoose on a snake when we got back to our room. I had never seen her so full of desire. Despite my feeling the same, her need was… more somehow. Almost frantic. I let her do what she wanted.

And she wanted a lot. Everything from hands to lips was all over me. She took me deeper down her throat than in the shower, seeming more willing to go all the way down. I smiled as she worked at it. Mason was a lot bigger than me, according to her description.

Maybe I need to be her ‘Mason’ for a moment, I thought. I grabbed her hair, pushing forward.

“Suck that cock, my slut. I need it all the way down.”

She moaned, almost vibrating at the surge of need that filled her. I had never seen my wife like this. Lust oozed out of her. It was unmistakable. She wanted her lover to be just like this.

I pulled back, working it deeper with each plunge. She gurgled at each thrust, moving her mouth wider. Her ‘lover’ didn’t care about comfort. He wanted to be sucked. I grabbed her hair again, fiercely this time. No longer allowing her any leeway.

The moan of lust that came around my shaft almost made me cringe. She needed this, wanted it badly. I was face-fucking her now, having seen this in a porn video several times. Without my wife being willing to do anything with her husband, I frequently resorted to porn and beating off as an outlet. No longer. I used my hair grip to punish her mouth with my shaft. Each time, it went further in.

Finally, her nose touched my pubic hair, and I held her head there. She was struggling to breathe. I didn’t care. She was going to get much worse from Mason. I knew that somehow.

“Your mouth is mine to use as I desire. Not yours. Is that clear?” She nodded, her face turning bright red from the lack of oxygen.

I pulled back suddenly, ordering her onto the bed. She heaved with the need for air, but moved toward the bed while she did it.

“On your hands and knees,” I barked at her. She shuddered again, getting into position. That sex was hungry for some dick. Her moisture from humping Mason covered her entire sex. Now it was my turn, confident she did not need a warm-up.

My shaft plunged forward. Her cry of pleasure filled the room. I pushed her head down on the bed to muffle the sound. Her whimpers grew more frantic as I gave it to her hard.

That first blast almost shocked me. My ‘prude’ had finally found her inner ‘dirty girl,’ just the way she wanted it. Her entire body vibrated as I continued my plunging.

The main surprise to me was how long I lasted. I pounded her into oblivion, thrust after punishing thrust. She simply couldn’t get enough, cumming again and again. I thought for a moment about taking her ass right then. There was no question she would allow it. My bride was long past saying no.

Just couldn’t do it. My job was to pleasure and protect, not use. Despite her never letting me do that in the past, I sensed how vulnerable she was at this moment. Randall was right. One step at a time…

I picked up the pace, feeling my release coming. As the ropes sprayed into her canal, Larissa shook almost violently. She hungered for my seed, needed it more than anything ever. Her pussy milked my shaft, squeezing every drop out of me.

We collapsed onto the bed… Larissa rolled over, opening her arms to me. We kissed for a long time before falling asleep. My wife and I had never felt closer. Holy shit, what had gotten into us?
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More noise filled the cabin in the middle of the night. This time, I knew for certain what was happening. Amber had a distinct voice, high pitched and could be loud when she wanted to be. She DEFINITELY wanted to be loud now! Her cries of pleasure reverberated in the building.

The difference this time was the noise from Redmond. His grunting was almost as loud as her moans. At least three times, I was pretty sure those grunts meant he had cum. I wondered where Randall was during those.

I was so wrapped up in the listening that I didn’t pay attention to my partner. Her hands were back to her snatch; fingers stabbing inside and rotating on her clit. Need was the only thing she could think of.

At first, I just watched. Then I decided my ‘dirty girl’ needed some more stimulation.

“Red’s cock is massive. You can’t get your hand around it as you guide him inside you.” She groaned, her fingers moving faster. The sounds from down the hall seemed to grow more intense, driving my wife deeper into her fantasy.

“That red hair looks down on you, wanting you… needing your desire. You reach up to him with your arms, pulling him down on your body, eager to take his weight, to be trapped for his need. ‘Fuck me hard. I need every inch,’ you say to him.”

A loud grunt came from down the hall. It was as if that noise was an electric shock. Larissa groaned herself, exploding on her fingers. Last night, this little masturbation release was gentle compared to the others we had done. Now, her cry filled our room, as she shook on the bed, quivering with the strength of the blast.

“Ooh… my dirty girl seems ready to get fucked by someone…”

Her heaving slowed as her head turned to me. That hungry look of desire was something I had NEVER seen on her face before. She reached her hands up to lick her juices off her fingers, those eyes never leaving mine.

For the first time, I felt a twinge of concern. This week, we have Randall to control the flow. What is it going to be like when we return to Dallas? Is she going to want more of this? To be ‘dirty’ more often… with others?

Even within our group. She had already latched onto Mason. After dinner and now this, I knew Redmond had joined the stable. Only my friend Kevin was left. Her other two guys were tall, strong, ‘manly’ men. I wondered if Larissa would go for the more-geeky type like Kevin.

There was no doubt we would find out. And this very evening. More moaning from the other room drew us away from our reflections.

“You’ve made it through Mason and Red, dirty girl. Are you ready for Kevin?”

“I’ve been thinking about that. He’ll be harder.”

“Why?”

“Because the two of you are so close. And because Emery will want you in return.”

“I’ve already had her last night during our deck time,” I chuckled. “Amber the night before. Looks like Bev is on tap.”

“That seems so clinical, like he arranged it all without choices.”

“That’s not far from the truth, babe. Have you ever felt a desire like this before? Tell me… when was the last time you masturbated like that? Anytime… in front of me or not? You think you just got the urge to touch yourself suddenly?”

Larissa settled back on the pillow, stopping herself from licking that last remaining juice off her fingers. She looked at her hand like she didn’t know what it was doing there.

“There’s something going on in this cabin,” I said. “Randall is pushing us all to do this stuff, loosening inhibitions and restrictions we had all placed on ourselves. I can tell you, honestly. I have always seen Emery and Beverly as very attractive, even hot, back in the day. Amber is not much different. But coming on to them, wanting to go to bed with them? Fondling them openly in front of their husbands? Never. It’s hot. No question about that. But I can’t help wondering why. What’s his end?”

Her head turned away from me, a flush of embarrassment. I knew what she was thinking. I pulled her eyes back to mine.

“Don’t turn away, or turn inward, my love. We’re in this together. I was the one openly fondling Emery on the deck last night. And who can forget you straddling Mason’s lap, rubbing yourself against him? You like that position… did you cum for him?”

She tried to turn her head away, but my firm grip on her chin wouldn’t let her. Her embarrassment at riding him to release must be very strong.

“That’s what I thought. So we have two choices here. We can stay, see how this plays out. Have some very sensual fun with friends we have known and loved for years. Or we can pack up and leave tomorrow first thing. You can feel it yourself. It’s only going to get worse from here.”

“Is that so bad? If we stayed?”

“Not bad at all. I want to see your ‘dirty girl’ run free. The challenge we will face then is what’s next? What happens when we return home? Will you want to play more? Or is this a ‘what happens in Colorado, stays in Colorado’ thing?”

She rolled over facing me, her hand gently stroking my shaft, still hard from watching her masturbate. I could see the resolve on her face.

“I think we should stay… see where this goes. Is that okay with you?”

My smile brought her a little comfort as her stroking became more focused. Funny, after all our years together, I had gotten very good at reading her body language and facial expressions. This week, I was seeing some looks that were new to me.

Now, that face, moments ago so full of concern, turned back to that hungry vixen I saw humping Mason. The uncertainty was gone.

“I want to stay. I want my time with Randall… and with the guys, even Kevin. Emery told me one time he is a great ‘carpet muncher’.” I gasped at her use of that slang. Fuck me… ‘carpet muncher?’ “But right now, I want you to fuck me… give me everything you have.”

My wife was tugging on my cock, pulling me to be on top. Instead, I rolled over, pulling her on top of me.

“It’s all yours… to use as you like.”

She was impaling herself on my shaft before I could react. This gal was hungry for some dick. I wondered if she really cared whose it was at that moment.

My hungry wench had her needs that night. She came and came as she bounced on my rod, crying out with each blast. I rolled her off for a moment, grabbing her panties off the floor, stuffing them in her mouth. She startled at that, but seemed to understand, not trying to remove them.

The Randall gift for her was almost unlimited desire. For me, it was longevity. I grabbed her hips, pounding upward as she came. Over and over. Yet it took a long time for me to cum myself. Just long enough for my bride to collapse on top of me, worn out by the constant cumming.

We cuddled close as we fell asleep. As I lay there wondering about the future, I knew we would stay. Our desire to explore had grown so strong both of us wanted to see where this would go.


CHAPTER 5
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The next morning, we were up, showered, and downstairs before anyone else. It was as if the decision made last night had energized us for the day… and for what was to come.

Larissa seemed especially eager. Her outfit could only be called ‘revealing.’ She had on a tight T-shirt that she typically wore under something. This time, she walked out with nothing over it. I could clearly see the outline of her areolas through the thin material. And instead of jeans, she had on a pair of yoga shorts with ample ‘camel toe’ to entertain the troops.

I warned her Black Canyon would be cold this time of year, that she should dress with something heavier. She just giggled. ‘I’ll change when we leave,’ she had said.

We could hear Randall already up, getting breakfast ready. I walked to the fireplace, making sure it was heating the room. A night chill had descended on the space. I could already see the impact on my wife’s nipples, sticking through the T-shirt, as she walked straight into the kitchen. I could only laugh. My vixen was in full ‘huntress’ mode now.

I moved over to stand in the kitchen door, watching her go. She was presumably ‘helping’ him get ready, though flashing and touching seemed to be more what she had in mind. Randall looked over at me once, winking.

He cocked his head, listening for other noises in the cabin. When he heard none, he spun Larissa in front of him, pulling her top up. A hand on each breast. His squeeze on each nipple sent shock waves through my bride.

“Are you ready for my visit this evening, young one?” he said. He knew I was here, but didn’t pay any attention to me. “You want to feel me inside you… to receive the pleasure I have already given to your friends.”

Her whimpering would not stop as she nodded. “Please… I want that very much.”

“All it will take is for you to invite me in when I knock. You, not him. Open the door completely naked. I will expect much from you. Are you willing to give it?”

“Yes,” she whispered in a pleading tone. I could tell those hands on her breasts were pushing every lustful button my wife had. She had sensitive nipples, but this… was on another level! The pulses of pleasure would not stop as he pinched and pulled.

Her panting grew dramatic when he pulled back, tugging the garment off her shoulders, laying it on a side table. Her eyes looked back at the stairs nervously, worried about being seen.

“I will warn you when the others are awake. Until then, you will remain like this.” Larissa nodded she would. “Go set the table,” he said. She practically bolted out the door.

“That one is ready,” he whispered, so she couldn’t hear. “You were serious about her resistance before? What was the word… a prude? New one for me. Seems very open now,” he grinned.

“Not your doing?” I asked, a little confused.

“That is not my way. I do not force anyone. I am… another visitor called me a ‘trigger.’ I allow the release of what is already there. Like your Larissa. In the future, you need to be the trigger she needs to let go of all that… I sometimes struggle with modern words… baggage? Is that the one? Inner barriers that prevent her from being what she wants to be?”

“Just the right word. My Larissa definitely has her baggage,” I laughed.

“I do not!,” Larissa said, giggling, as she walked back into the kitchen. She stopped, seeing my open grin. “Okay, maybe a small tote bag.”

That brought a burst of laughter from me, but only confusion to Randall. I used my hands to describe a small hand-held piece of luggage.

“Ahh… a small amount of ‘baggage.’ Funny. The language today has so much… slang, I’m told they call it. Words that say one thing, but mean another. Sometimes difficult for this old brain.”

Larissa and I stared at each other. He wore old clothes, but Randall wasn’t any older than us. Maybe even younger. I shrugged. This guy often spoke in riddles.

She took another load of plates and silverware into the main room. Randall stepped right behind me.

“You cannot openly share the women until after I have had them all,” he said. “Your wife is mine to use as I wish. No one else may have her until after tonight… including you. She is mine!”

The power almost made me step back! He wasn’t kidding. This was not a request. I shuddered at the pulse of something terrible flashing through me. A dread of consequences. There was no way I would test that resolve as our eyes locked. I finally nodded my acceptance.

Noise came from upstairs. “It’s time,” Randall called out to Larissa. She came back in, putting her top back on, even though it covered little, just as the others came down.

My wife wasn’t alone. The clothing choices had become decidedly revealing this morning. Amber and Emery also had see-through tops. Beverly wore a sweater so tight it might as well have been invisible, the way it hugged her girls.

And the group behaved differently as well. The touching of the last two nights, while open in front of the spouses, had been one-on-one. Semi-private, if you will. Now, everyone seemed free to have hands go wherever they wanted.

The guys took full advantage. The ladies didn’t mind, even made their own brazen touching. While we mingled in the great room, the ladies milled about, going from guy to guy, as if giving each his chance to enjoy their charms. They took that chance. One friend after another had his way with the other wives. They pulled them in for hugs and kisses, finding open access to their crotches as the wives had open access to theirs.

I sure enjoyed all the action. Both my freely touching the other wives and watching my own. Larissa kept looking back at me in a teasing way. My ‘dirty girl’ was finding it easier to let go every day we were here.

Something had happened last night. All the partners crossed a new threshold to openness. No one minded who touched who. It had been an exhilarating night.
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We spent the day at the Black Canyon of the Gunnison. Let me tell you, the online pictures did not capture the grandeur of the narrow canyon with its sheer rock cliffs and dramatic vistas of the Gunnison River basin. The canyon is only 1,100 feet wide at the Chasm View.

Traveling along the south rim, the NJ8 could only stare breathlessly at the spectacular ‘Painted Wall’ on the North Rim. Amazing streaks of white rock slashed across the face of the 2,700 foot cliffs, as if some giant painter had wanted to create a masterpiece!

But it wasn’t really the scenery that attracted our attention. It was something much closer to hand. The restrictions on touching and revealing seemed to disappear once we left the house, though ‘no penetration’ seemed to remain. Everyone seemed to understand that, though I never figured out how Randall did it.

The group took full advantage. Regrettably, Kevin and I were stuck driving. Emery and Mason sat in my back seat, necking and fondling openly. He had her blouse up around her chest, sucking her bare nipples while she stroked his massive shaft, newly free of his jeans. Emery kept leaning down, as if she wanted to take him in her mouth, but something always stopped her. She finally gave up trying.

Beverly sat in the passenger seat, her pants pulled down to the floor, fingering her naked pussy brazenly. After she whimpered her release, she leaned over, stroking my rock-hard shaft while guiding my hand to pinch her nipples. Let me tell you, that was hard to do while trying to keep an eye on the road.

And an eye on my wife in Kevin’s car driving in front of me. She was in the back seat with Red, straddling his lap as they kissed and she ground herself against him. Occasionally, she would come up for a breath, winking at me in the car right behind. She loved her new freedom and wanted to make sure I knew it.

When we stopped at a lookout, I pulled up beside Kevin’s car. I could see Amber in the front seat, quickly adjusting her top, pulling her pants up. She must have been doing exactly what Bev had been doing in my front seat.

“Having fun?” I whispered to my wife as I pulled her aside, walking into a cafe in Gunnison on our way back.

She looked back at the others, not wanting them to hear. “This doesn’t feel like Randall pushing us anymore. Something has happened. How far are we going to take this?”

“How far do you want it to go? You seem pretty focused on the other guys, despite knowing Randall will give you the long, hard one tonight. After that, not sure. But I think my slut would love to have a certain man deep inside her.”

She blushed. There was no doubt who I meant. I expected her to switch with Emery on the way back to get some quality Mason time.

Maybe it was Randall’s pushing that had put us here, but now all I could think about was watching my wife get plowed by our friends. Both Red and Mason had staked their claim on that desire.

Sure, I wanted some part of the other wives as well, though watching my wife being pleasured had taken on a sharp focus. I thought about that much more than my own pleasure.

The lively conversation at the cafe could not hide the rising sexual tension, as if we all needed to get back to it.

On the way back, Beverly hopped in front with Kevin while his wife cuddled next to Red in the back seat. In my car, my breath caught as Amber sat in front and my wife crawled in next to Mason.

We weren’t even out of the parking lot before their lips found each other. She straddled his lap, pulling her top up, inviting him to do what he wanted. He pinched and pulled at her girls while she humped against his shaft.

His eyes met mine in the rearview mirror. It wasn’t the taunting leer I had expected, bragging about what he was doing with my wife. This was something different, as if they were both performing for me. They used their pleasure to drive mine.

Amber didn’t help my throbbing rod, either. She had her pants down around her ankles and spread her legs, draping one over the seat back. This gal really got off showing herself to me. Her fingers found her clit and traced along her folds. Yet, the prohibition against entry remained strong. When Amber tried to push her fingers inside, she grimaced as if she was fighting to do it and something was preventing it. She never did.

The same inhibition was happening in the back seat. Mason had his pants down, yanked Larissa’s off. She straddled his lap, rubbing their naked skin mercilessly against each other. Neither could get him inside her, no matter how much they wanted to. That warning of ‘she is mine’ filled my head as I shook ‘no’ to Mason, mouthing, ‘don’t do it.’

Thankfully, they gave up, going back to kissing and fondling. Her husband is going to really give it to Bev tonight. He’s got to have a serious case of blue balls building!
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All the active touching of the day had built my own sexual tension to a fever pitch, made even more exciting by knowing Randall would come to our room when the day was over.

The weather turned a little cooler that night, so everyone bundled up for the now-nightly joint sharing out on the deck. While we were out today, several of us had visited a dispensary in Gunnison to pick up supplies. Larissa did not like the smoke, so she stayed with gummies, though she wasn’t about to miss the touching that continued out there.

We passed three joints around on the deck. Stars sparkled in a clear sky that night, outlining the blackness of the surrounding mountains as the joints did their inevitable work.

The setting, friends, and dope added to the willingness to continue the touching of earlier. Gone were the separate pairings from the previous nights, exploring the charms of new partners one-on-one. The sharing was now a group thing. Anything was possible as the women moved from man-to-man, touching and being touched.

Yet, somehow, everyone knew… Each partner understood the rules without being told. Back in the cabin, clothing was required again. Despite the transparent tops, they were not allowed to come off or be pushed aside to reveal the warm flesh underneath. How we knew that was an even bigger mystery, but we all did.

I never figured out how Randall did that. He allowed the touching of body parts as long as it was over clothing. Kissing, fondling, straddling hips to grind pussies on hard shafts. Any of it was acceptable.

As we moved back inside, jackets flew off and the intimate sharing became even more active. There was almost no talking as the sharing continued. Each wife shifted among the husbands, occasionally even to their own. Nipples were pinched, crotches rubbed, and shafts stroked. All over the clothing.

The movement of partners around the room seemed random, yet it flowed constantly. Each partner understood that movement was the key. Emery was the first to cum, as Mason turned her to face the room, pinching nipples and rubbing her clit through the thin slacks she wore. I sensed she had nothing underneath. Her cry of pleasure electrified the room.

The rest of the ladies followed suit, as if we had ripped away whatever inhibition remained, leaving their sexual need bare for us all to see. Any resistance to public display or modesty was gone. Their need was free to be tapped at the will of their partner.

Soon, moaning came from every corner… including Larissa’s. However, in another one of those mysterious things that everyone seemed to ‘know,’ my wife was not allowed to cum. If she got close, the guy instinctively pulled back. I smiled at her as the frustration grew as they edged her ever higher. By the time Randall arrived, she was going to be ready to explode.
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The night dripped with sexual tension when we all sensed a growing difference among the guys, as if they could not hide their own internal desires any longer.

Mason became more forceful in demanding the ladies do what he wanted. Not selfishly, just when it was their turn with him, he ‘took’ what he wanted from them. My wife responded to this control in ways that surprised me, groaning as she surrendered to his forcefulness. All the wives had the same reaction, including his own. Bev was clearly used to being dominated by him.

Red was almost as bad. He controlled them just as firmly, though his focus of control wasn’t so much taking what HE wanted as pushing the ladies as they responded to his touch. He dominated them for THEIR pleasure, not his.

My own approach was more mutual sharing. I seldom pushed them to do what I wanted. Instead, I guided them for our mutual pleasure. Larissa had always said I was a sensitive lover, easily picking up on the subtle signals that my partner would give.

But it was my best friend Kevin that surprised all of us. It turns out, he had a deep submissive streak. Over the years of their marriage, Emery had become his controlling mistress, just the way he wanted it. And apparently the way she wanted it as well. Now, with her reduced inhibitions, she let the rest of us see the way he was, too.

We later discovered he had been like this in his and Emery’s private bedroom for years. He seldom had any say in their sensual interactions in bed. Emery dominated him completely. She got even more forceful when the kids moved out of the house. His cock had even been locked in a chastity cage for a month one time, while he was forced to give her whatever service she demanded.

We discovered all this when his wife pushed him to his knees, telling him to grasp his hands behind his back. Nervously, he looked at the other guys, worried about what we would think. It had to be hard, especially with controlling personalities like Mason and Red in the room. Yet, the same powers that were opening the women had its grip on him as well. I could see the need to obey fill him, his body shuddering as he dropped to his knees, eyes firmly on the ground. This was obviously a practiced motion.

Emery pushed her breasts at him, then ordered his lips to tease her through the thin slacks she wore. From that moment on, all the wives sensed his new place in the rotation. Each serviced Mason, allowed Red to do whatever he wanted, and shared the touching equally with me. For Kevin, each wife now took control of his actions. He eagerly complied.

Only my wife struggled with that. She had her own submissive streak and needed her sense of being controlled. Yet, she surprised me as she came up to Kevin the first time. She turned her back on him, leaning forward, spreading her ass cheeks apart with her hands. The yoga pants were so thin I could see her most private place as she pushed it in his face.

“Use your tongue to please me,” she barked at him. Kevin did not hesitate, pushing it where she directed. By god, THAT was hot! Watching him lick her ass got me going something fierce.

Amber was rubbing me at the time. She must have felt the throb. She leaned forward, whispering in my ear, “That is so hot to watch. I wish I could suck your cock to relieve that need.” Instead, she actively stroked me, pulling my mouth down to her sweater-covered nipples.

The women moved around the room, relishing the different approaches at each stop. Frustration grew as our desire for more built, pushing against whatever this control was preventing us from moving further.

My wife more than the rest, it seemed! Fairly panting for her need to be fucked by the host, she went into the kitchen for a bottle of water. When she didn’t come back, I followed her, thinking she needed some active comforting.

When I came to the door, I found Randall standing pressed against her. Her top was above her breasts, exposing them to his hand. The other hand was pushing inside her jeans as she frantically pulled at the buttons and zipper to get them out of the way. I could hear her internal moans at what he was doing down there. Oh yes, my bride wanted him inside her!

He looked at me as I entered, turning his attention back to my wife. “Go up to your room now. The others will go to bed soon. You two need to get ready for me.”

When Larissa turned to look at me, I had never seen a look like that on her face. Those glassy eyes, so full of lust, shook me somehow. Like I had finally understood where this was going. My wife was going to fuck this man… and soon.


CHAPTER 6
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The surprise for me, as Larissa and I walked arm-in-arm up the stairs, was my arousal. My wife visibly vibrated with her need, but me? I was almost as bad. My cock pressed against my jeans.

She noticed, reaching over to stroke the shaft through my jeans. “You want this as much as I do, don’t you?”

“Is that bad… me wanting to watch another man fuck my wife?”

“Not for this wife,” she giggled. “What are you going to be doing… while he does it?”

Despite her need, and Randall’s influence over it, I recognized there had to be a certain anxiety about the whole thing. She had to wonder what we would be like as a couple after she did it. Or worse, after I watched her doing it. The cries of the women told us of complete abandon, an uncontrolled lust that pushed the other wives. It had to be a concern. How would I be with her if she did that?

I wasn’t sure myself, despite my entire body trembling with the need to see it. I just hoped I did nothing that would embarrass her.

“How would I know? Whatever he says, I guess.”

“You think he wants you to touch him?” she frowned.

I shrugged, no longer sure. “For now, let’s get you ready,” I said. “Showered especially. The way you’ve been humping those guys, you gotta be a messy girl down there.”

She giggled as we entered our room, immediately pulling her clothes off. This one is ready!

I got in the shower with her, but not to have sex. That was not permitted. I scrubbed her entire body, making sure she was ready. I even pulled up a pair of scissors and my razor to trim her pubic hair. Larissa kept it somewhat trimmed. I sensed he would not like it completely bald, so I just trimmed it to maximize the pleasure for her.

What the fuck?! I’m trying to come up with better ways for my wife to enjoy being fucked by Randall? A phrase came to mind from my porn watching over the years. Cuckold… am I a cuckold? A man who got off watching his wife get fucked by others?

It had never occurred to me before. Now, it was ALL I could think about! When she came out of the shower, as I dried her off, visions of what he would do and how the two of us would react filled me.

She had just picked up the blower to dry her hair when we heard a soft tap at the door. She rapidly brushed her hair a few strokes.

My wife stood in front of me, our eyes finding the cascading emotions that wouldn’t go away.

I wrapped my arms around her. “I will be here. Let yourself go where he takes you. It should be quite pleasurable, if the other wives’ screams are any guide.”

“And you… I will be with you long after Randall is gone. If anything happens that you cannot accept, please stop us. I don’t want this coming between us later. Promise me?”

“Don’t worry about me…” I promised. “Now get to the door before he thinks you are not coming.”

I chuckled at her sudden panic at him leaving. She rushed to the door.

Larissa took a couple of deep breaths, trying to calm herself, opening it fully to show her nude body in front of him. Randall stood there, looking at her open display.

“I told you to answer the door completely naked. You may have nothing on your body.”

She looked down at her nude frame, a little confused, until her eyes caught a glint of gold on her finger. Understanding came… with a bit of panic. She hadn’t taken that ring off for a very long time. Her gaze turned to me, pleading for help.

I walked over, holding her left hand up. The stone and band came off smoothly. I symbolically put my ring with it on the nightstand. “You have my permission. A ring won’t make any difference.”

With that formality done, I heard Randall at the door again. It had been wide open this whole time.

“I would like to enter your room, to have my way with you. Do you accept that?” Randall said calmly.

“Yes, please come in.” All Larissa could do was tremble. She stood in front of him, naked and ready. As if the hard nipples weren’t enough of a giveaway, I could see the glistening of arousal already forming on her sex.

I had returned to my place on the other side. He did that curious holding his hand up to his head, as if he was tipping his hat, closed the door behind him, turning toward my bride.

Randall moved in front of her, down on one knee. His hands traced up from her feet. Her face flashed deeply as light strokes slowly found her soft skin, moving behind her knees, then up her thighs, through her sex.

These were not normal touches of skin. Each touch filled her, penetrating her very soul. I could see it on her face. Her knees subtly moved apart. Not from his direction. Her need took a spike as his presence pushed at her. She glanced nervously at me at the beginning, worried about what was happening to her.

That was the last she noticed me for a long time.

Larissa eventually closed her eyes, struggling to breathe with the sensual assault. Goosebumps covered her entire body. He was touching her so lightly, she almost started giggling. Yet it was something more, something deeply erotic. This guy worked her like a world-class violinist, drawing magic out of a Stradivarius. He was awakening her skin for pleasure, drawing her last resistance out, to allow him complete control of every cell she had.

Randall gripped her breasts, one in each hand, the clench strong yet somehow light. He was pulling each breast toward him. She could not help leaning forward, offering them to his caress, as the nipples found resistance between his rough fingers. Those nips didn’t need any encouragement. They were already rigid, now sticking out like pencil erasers, pulsing at his touch.

He lowered his mouth, suckling gently on each, while his hands firmly milked them upward. Her head tipped back at the assault of pleasure, as if he had plugged her into a sexual energy machine, turning the knob to full! I could see her body trembling. He was taking control of her in a way she could only have imagined before experiencing it.

He stood suddenly, taking her in his arms. As his lips claimed her, Randall swept her entire body into his embrace. Her eyes flew open in shock as she gave herself completely to his grasp, erotic pleasure exploding out of her. Her eyes found me…

Oh my god… will there be anything left for me when he’s done?

Randall lowered her to the bed. My wife was no longer in the room. What remained was an open vessel of pure sexual need. Nothing else.

He turned to look at me, beginning to take his clothes off. “If you want to take your garments off, fine with me. I will have you get involved later, if you’re willing. Surrender your seed to your hand if you wish. You’ll be able to do more. Part of my gift,” he winked, turning back to my wife.

I had to stare at his massive cock, much bigger than Masons. Long, with girth to spare, he fell on Larissa, pushing himself inside without hesitation.

My wife bucked against him, clearly needing him to fuck her. She shook as he did, driving hard. Her hips pushed back as the moaning began, quickly turning to groaning and whimpering as he savaged her pussy with repeated thrusting.

That first cry of release had to be heard all over the cabin! I wondered if this was like us listening in to the other wives. There was no letup in his pressure. She came again… and again.

I couldn’t believe what was happening. Listening to the other wives was one thing. Watching your own felt so much more… erotic… as if each of her blasts hit me just as hard.

My cock pressed against my jeans. I tore my clothes off as fast as I could, sitting back to watch, stroking myself.

I looked at the clock already. An hour had gone by. A full hour! How long can this guy last?

Larissa was wheezing, her constant cumming now at the price of breathing. He pulled off her. That cock, coated with her juices, went flaccid rapidly. He nodded for me to come over to the bed.

My wife pulled me into her arms, hugging and kissing me like I had just escaped a life-threatening event. Even though she could barely breathe, she held me close.

“Oh, babe… so much… I never felt…”

“Shh… it’s okay,” I reassured her, stroking her hair, helping her settle back on the pillow. “Rest now. He thinks you need a break.”

Instead of collapsing from the exhaustion as I expected, she pulled me on top of her, gripping my rock-hard shaft to guide me inside.

Holy fucking shit! Her pussy was an inferno. So warm… scalding hot! She groaned at my entry, pulling me to her. Heels pressed against my ass.

“Take me, my love. I need your cock in my pussy.” Pussy? I almost laughed out loud. Who is this woman and what has she done with my wife? Until we came to this cabin, my wife had never even said a slang word for my penis, to my knowledge. Now, it’s tits, pussy, cock…

For now, I only cared about her frantic need, slamming into her full force. Our entire relationship changed at that moment… something I cannot explain to this day! Everything before paled to what we became. Randall touched us both on our shoulders. That’s it. Just a touch.

A surge came through us both. I could see Larissa felt the same as her eyes flew open, locked on mine. I quivered at the need for my wife that filled me. She desperately pulled me onto her body, wanting the same. Our lips touched…

Hard to explain what happened… it was as if our souls merged into one. Our mutual love and caring poured into each other. I was suddenly WITH her. Attached, inseparable, intimate… I became one with her in a way that not even 20 years of living together could have done.

I groaned at the surge of pleasure I felt… No, not pleasure. Fulfillment, completeness, perfection. My life had suddenly become something different from before. Just being inside her, touching her. I wanted every bit of her. The cum blasted out of me like a firehouse, a release that pulled us even closer. My wife whimpered with her own cry of release, begging me for every drop.

It seemed like I couldn’t stop cumming. Rope after rope found every crevice of her canal. Panting on top of her as we both came down from that incredible experience, I rolled off, my head turning toward Randall.

Even now, I can’t believe what I saw. He was standing on the side, waiting for what he knew would happen. As soon as I rolled off, he stepped toward the bed. Between when he stepped toward the bed and when he arrived, his shaft went from flaccid to a steel post, seemingly at will.

Eagerness filled my beloved’s eyes as her arms and legs welcomed the man who had done so much. The touch we had before was gone from her eyes.
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The next several hours went by in a blur. Our humping, my cumming in my hand, her repeated cries of release. He would pull out when she needed a break. I would jump onto the bed, smashing into her again. Our coupling refreshed her, bringing her extra energy for the next round. He would step up, touching us again. Each time he did this, the rejoining seemed stronger than the one before.

I came multiple times watching them, exploding all over my stomach. Yet, every time inside her felt like I came buckets again.

By the time we lay exhausted in bed, Randall looking over us with a smile, we both knew we had experienced a life-changing event. One that we would cherish the rest of our lives. Our bond, already fairly strong before, had become steel-reinforced concrete.

He sat on the bed, putting his clothes on.

“Time for me to go. Enjoyed it. Always do,” he smiled.

“This is what you did for the other couples, too?” I asked, surprised. All we heard were the bellows from the repeated climaxes. No one would talk about the experience.

Larissa was long past talking. She just lay there, staring at this person who had taken her to places… To this day, she cannot describe how she felt when he was inside her. ‘Otherworldly,’ she now calls it.

“Some need one thing, others something different.”

“Not all humping?”

He smiled. “No, not ‘humping.’ People nowadays sure have different ways of saying what we used to call a ‘poke.’

“What else do you do?”

“Like your friend, Kevin. He is not good at… ‘humping.’ A funny word that… He has a small shaft and is nervous about that. His wife doesn’t care, I know,” he grinned. “But he does. So gradually his desire went in a different direction. His need to be controlled by his woman was surprising to me. I helped him become comfortable with that new direction.”

“Is that why he became submissive in front of us last night?”

Randall looked at me, that same confusion as the baggage comment earlier. “That is what you call a person who needs control to have enjoyment. I had heard of such things… never seen it. I was confident he would be comfortable if he allowed himself to accept his nature. I simply allowed him the choice. Your group is unique in that way. Very comfortable with each other. At least in my… narrow experience. A lot of people that have come through the house over the years would not have been so nice to your friend. Many would have mistreated him for those choices. You didn’t. You allowed your friend to be who he is. I enjoyed that.”

He stood. “Time for me to go. Starting tomorrow, this will be a fun cabin for you folks. All restrictions will be lifted.”

Larissa and I turned to look at each other. All restrictions?

“Niles, thank you for letting me use your woman. I don’t get many chances for pleasure anymore. This one was special and I think you know why.”

I had no idea what he meant by that, but had to ask. “You didn’t cum, did you?”

He smiled as he walked toward the door. “One of those odd quirks of fate. The same gift that brought me here, that gave me the ability to get hard whenever I want, also compensated by not allowing my own… release, I think you call it, right?” He opened the door. “Have a good night.”

I stared at Larissa for a moment. Randall had NEVER been in our room, as far as that look said. All she could see was me, and I felt exactly the same way. In every way that mattered, this woman and I were now one.

As soon as the door closed, she did not hesitate, rushing over to the dresser where I had placed her wedding ring. Pressing her still naked and abused body against me, I could see the redness where he used her for so many hours. None of that mattered. She handed the rings to me and extended her left hand. I sat up, saying, “with this ring, I, Niles Jenkins, take…”

Her smile was almost more important than the way her hand trembled. As soon as it seated on her ring finger, she kissed me gently on the lips, pulling back to take my face in her hands.

“I will never take that ring off again… for another man, at least,” she said. “Even if Randall wanted to come back in for another round. Loved his pleasure, but not compared to how I love you. This ring is my testimonial for you to see. Forever and ever…”

A fullness had descended on my soul. I had only experienced this once before, the day she accepted my hand in marriage. I would henceforth call her ‘My Beloved’ when talking about her to others. My life changed for the better that day.

I just smiled, pulling her to me as I reached down to pull the blankets over us as we cuddled together. Life is good… With her at my side, I could weather any storm. We were both asleep moments later.


CHAPTER 7
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When we woke the next morning, the noise from the Great Room told us everyone was already up. I looked at the nightstand. It was already mid-morning.

Larissa came downstairs in the same shameless top she wore last night, seeming unconcerned about her flashing the room with her tits. Shit… I still can’t believe her sudden willingness to do all this.

“Why are you dressed like that?” Beverly teased, shooing her back upstairs. “We’re going shopping in Crested Butte. Did you forget?”

Larissa looked guilty as charged, rushing back upstairs, returning in her usual conservative jeans, blouse and heavy sweater, a coat over her arm. The temps had gotten down to the low 30s last night. She would need it. Moments later, all the wives walked out the door in a bustle of excitement about the day with each other.

I headed for the kitchen for some much-needed coffee. Randall already had it going in the old-fashioned coffeepot. He winked at me, walking back into the alcove. I thought of something I wanted to ask him, only to find him gone when I went out there. Must have gone home, I thought. A pretty long night for the guy.

Thoughts of this man and his ‘gift’ came to me as I leaned against the kitchen cabinet, taking a few sips of the brew while I stared out the kitchen windows. I couldn’t help wondering how he did it. Not only was he insightful about what each of us needed. He also seemed able to convey that message profoundly with a simple touch.

Larissa and I were now more comfortable and ‘together’ than we had ever been. I knew it in my very bones. That had happened when I was inside her and he touched us both at the same time. I wondered if that touch did the same for everyone.

The vista of mountain meadows, outlined by clear blue skies, captured my attention for the moment. But I came back to Randall again. How else could I explain the epiphany I had last night, discovering my love again, as if for the first time? Or how our long-time friends, who had barely made an off-color joke with each other in the past, now had the wives comfortably running around almost naked and husbands touching whoever they wanted… however they wanted?

It was Randall. Had to be. He was the only random variable in our equation. And the way he did ‘his thing’ with each couple seemed to add to the excitement we had with each other. I knew without a doubt that, if given the chance, my wife would bed all three of these guys… especially Mason. After last night, I was even certain she would give Kevin what he needed.

And here’s the biggest surprise. Despite our sudden relationship renewal and closeness, I wanted her to have them. To get fucked long and hard by all of them. For her to be the ‘dirty girl’ of her dreams… or at least of her Colorado dreams.
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The guys seemed dumbfounded by the downtime, as if they had never relaxed before. The first hour we spent online… checking work emails, sports scores, whatever we wanted. We shuffled around a lot, constantly moving as if we had something filling our thoughts, but were unable to bring it up.

Along the way, Kevin went outside for some fresh air. I followed. He was my closest friend. We needed to talk about what happened last night. Luckily, the weather was in the 40s by this time. I could go with just a heavy sweater.

“How you doing, Kev? Been thinking about last night? Must have been pretty tough letting us all in on your secret.”

“You know… not too bad. I have Randall to thank for that. He taught me to accept who I am.”

“A smart guy, that one,” I chuckled. “How did he do it… getting you that comfortable?”

“Well… you asked. He went at my ass with his belt. Hard! More, he held me down with his hand, not allowing me to budge.” He looked nervously into the cabin through the large windows. No one looked our way. He pulled his pants down just enough for me to see the stripes of the lashing he had received.

“I had always begged her to punish me for some fault or another. Any reason I could think of. It was all meant to drive me into the submission that I craved. She refused, not wanting to hurt me. Yet, I think it was his hand on me, not the belt, that took us both deeper into understanding each other. That man is STRONG! I couldn’t move at all with just his hand pushing against my back, completely trapped. His touch got me going repeatedly. The combo of control and the belt… fuck… I got me so hard! Emery gasped when she saw my hard dick sticking out, even while he… I can’t believe I’m telling you this stuff.”

“Actually, my friend, that’s why I came out here. I wanted you to know that your secret changes nothing to me. You’ve been a close friend for many years, and I hope you will remain so for many more. The way things are going this crazy week, I may be next in line to paddle you.”

I was trying to make it a joke. Yet, Kevin’s face cracked a smile that told me he would not object to that.

He sighed, nodding, thanking me. “Emery… I love her, but she only does the Domme stuff because I need it. She’s always been reluctant to be too hard on me, or to be too controlling. No matter how many times I tell her this is what I want, or that it really gets me going. After last night though, she… it’s as if my desire to submit has finally sunk in… for her! After he hit me so hard, he handed the belt to her. Said nothing, just handed it to her. He touched her gently, the same way he touched me. Fuck! That bitch laid into me like she was tanning leather! By god, it hurt!”

“Isn’t that what you wanted?”

“Of course. Yet, she’d never done it like that before. Don’t you see? It was Randall’s touch that changed her somehow. He did it for me… for us. He knew what we needed. After she was done using the belt on me, I was practically comatose, shaking on my knees, so alive with the arousal and my first real push into submission. I longed for her to stroke me… provide some relief to my cock… so hard.”

Kevin stopped, seeming a little embarrassed suddenly, or maybe just overwhelmed with that vivid memory.

“Go on,” I said. “We’ve all had our ‘Randall’ experiences.”

He nodded to me. “No, even then, he recognized that wasn’t what I needed… or wanted. Randall grabbed my wife, threw her on the bed, and fucked the shit out of her. I had never seen anyone raped like that and cum so hard, screaming for more. Emery went wild, crying out with the pleasure, wrapping her arms and legs around him, hungry for more. Her screams were so loud I thought everyone would hear it.”

I chuckled, nodding my head that we had heard all the screams.

“Once she came enough, according to Randall, at least, he judged she needed a break. As soon as her breathing settled down, he handed her the belt again. He pulled me up on the bed, pushing me down so my ass was exposed to her again. That hand was across my back, trapping me in place. I trembled at the need I had for her to use that belt on me.”

Kevin’s voice shook a little as he turned away from me. I had already noticed his cock pushing out against his jeans.

“Must have been pretty exciting,” I said. He ignored my question, as if he was actively reliving the night.

“Yet when she started wailing on me again, Randall… he reached up, staying her hand. ‘When training a stallion, you need to guide, not hurt,’ he told her.”

Kevin shook his head in disbelief at what had happened. “I’ll never forget it, Niles. I was up on the bed, hands and knees. My head flat to the bed, his hand holding me in that position while he gave her detailed instructions on how to hit to maximize the pain without injuring me. In between their fuckings, a Mistress was born. She took complete control of me… had me crawling around on the floor… licking her feet… amazing shit she’d never been willing to do before! When Randall took her after that, she forced me to sit at the end of the bed, so I had to watch the whole thing. One time, she had Randall on his back. She got on top, thrusting his cock inside her so I had to watch every inch go in. It may have been the hottest thing I’d ever seen!”

I shook my head. To each his own, am I right?

“What happened after he left?” His broad smile told me he had heard my wife last night.

“That was the genuine surprise of the night. After all that… his fucking her so roughly, and her welcome abuse of me… Emery and I made love. Slowly, tenderly. She apologized for not paying attention to my needs in the past, promising to be the Mistress I needed in the future. That was the night she decided I should come out to you all. I approved of her doing it.”

“You looked a little nervous about that,” I said, recalling his furtive looks at us.

“More than nervous, especially around a macho jerk like Mason. I thought he would be all over me. It never happened. And Red would never care. He takes life as it is. He’s always been that way.”

My body shivered as I first realized how cold I was. “Hey, bud; getting too cold for me out here. Going to head back in. Coming?”

“Nah, I’m good. Like the coolness. Gives me some time to think about what’s coming.”

I reached around with a manly hug. “I’m glad you trusted us enough to know, my friend. It meant a lot to Larissa and me, really did. This is my promise that you can trust us. Might even have to break out a belt for you.” I smiled as I walked in. He just chuckled, shaking his head.

Indeed, we had all come a long way.
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The wives were gone fully four hours. I have never understood how they can just shop from store-to-store like that. It would bore me to tears! That’s not all they did, of course. They went to lunch, visited the nice downtown for Crested Butte, then drove out to a sex shop on the edge of town. At least, that’s what Larissa told me later.

While we waited, I had time to catch up with Red and Mason. Red’s career had been hopping lately. He was an investment banker specializing in small commercial banks. Lots of those wanting to become part of bigger institutions in these weird market days. He closed a record number of deals in the last year. They paid off their house in Chatham with their last bonus. Boo-yah!

Mason did not have the same good news. We all knew his troubles. It had been in the news and all over social media. His company had an ad campaign that went wrong, pissing off a bunch of customers, and a firestorm of controversy. After our week together, he had to fly straight for Seattle to meet with a PR group promising to help them get through this.

We talked about Chatham, sports (the Giants were off to another dismal season), and our new lives in other cities. The same ‘guy talk’ we had done hundreds of times before.

None of us was particularly interested in discussing what had happened with their ‘Randall time.’ Though all were eager to discuss what was happening tonight. Everyone seemed to know that the old limits were off. That the ‘passing around’ was going to get much more ‘active,’ as Red laughingly called it. All seemed very interested in giving my Larissa a run around the block… wanted to make sure it was okay with me.

I laughed that I had no objections, though it wasn’t up to me. That would be her decision. They looked at each other, bursting into laughter.

“You kidding?” Red said. “That one is raring to go. On our way to Black Canyon, she practically rubbed my dick raw. That one needs to be fucked.”

Mason chuckled. “How come you’re leaving her so hungry for some strange down there in Dallas?”

THAT ARROGANT PRICK! Anger flared, as if all the emotions of the last few days merged into that one moment. I stood up, flexing my fists at my side, trying to calm down. Mason sat back on the loveseat, surprised at my reaction.

I wasn’t about to listen to any of that shit. “You ask a question like that again, or even imply it, I can guarantee that her answer will be ‘no’ for the rest of the trip. Am I clear?”

“Hey, Niles… Buddy… just a joke,” Mason said, his hands up, waving his surrender. Red had stepped across the room, worried he would have to tear us apart. “Didn’t mean any…”

“It wasn’t a joke, and we both know it,” I interrupted. “You don’t have to be an arrogant ass all the time, do ya?”

That set Mason’s anger aflame. I was smaller, though not by much. Being called an ass had been all he needed.

Before Mason could come back with anything, Randall appeared at the door suddenly, shaking his head, like he couldn’t believe what he was hearing.

“You know, when we were on a drive,” he said to us, “our Trail Boss had a way of dealing with squabbles like this. He put the two squabblers in a ring of the cowboys and didn’t let them out until they had settled it. Usually with their fists. If they didn’t settle it, the cowboys would. With their fists. No one wants to listen to that shit.”

Mason was on the loveseat. I had just come off the sofa. Randall walked over, pushing me to sit back down. Such strength! Kevin wasn’t kidding strong! I practically flew back onto the sofa as if he had shoved a small child. I glanced at Kevin, who had rushed in from the deck at all the yelling.

Randall stood directly between us. “I think there might be a better way.” He placed a hand on each of our shoulders.

The rush! Holy shit! Emotion poured into my head. I couldn’t stop them. It was as if I could read Mason’s mind.

His comment embarrassed him… made him worry about it hurting our friendship, though not about losing access to Larissa. He meant it as a joke. At the same time, I could see Mason reeling from the same surge of feelings in his own head. About my surprise at the way Randall affected my wife… her finally agreeing to be a ‘dirty girl’ if I was willing… how excited it made me.

Randall stepped away, walking back into the kitchen, and was gone. We simply stared at each other. A classic ‘what just happened?’ written over all our faces.

Mason spoke first. “I’m sorry, Niles… really. No harm intended…” He looked away, almost in shame, like I had discovered one of his personal faults. “My humor… sometimes… I always have trouble with people misinterpreting my jokes.”

“I know…” I laughed, nodding. “Guess you got the same Randall treatment as I did.” Mason nodded back. “I’ll remember that next time you throw one of your bullshit alpha jokes at me. Give it right back. I’m pretty alpha myself,” I winked.

Mason smiled. “Thanks, Bud. Really didn’t mean anything by it.”

By this time, Kevin had come over, trying to move the conversation away from the heated exchange. “What are we going to do, guys… tonight, I mean? Are you all feeling it too? Like whatever is happening here has taken off the shackles. We are free to play. Are we all good with that?”

Before anyone could answer, the front door opened, women pouring in with bags and laughter. Thankfully, Larissa did not have a huge bundle of bags. I always joke about needing a second mortgage to cover her shopping needs. Emery, though… she came in with many bags and even some small boxes. I knew Kevin was thankful they had driven.

“Hey guys,” Emery said. “We had such fun.”

Amber joined in. “So many fun shops. We had lunch at this Asian fusion place…”

“… and stopped at a fun sex shop on our way back,” Larissa added.

All their eyes turned to Kevin. He took a step back, wondering what that meant. The wives all knew, as giggles exploded out of the four of them.

“You’ll see,” Emery giggled, touching her husband with a light kiss. “We might have some real fun for you.”

All eyes were on Kevin now, his face flashing bright crimson. But that was a long way from saying he wasn’t interested. No one missed the sudden bulge appearing in front.

“Now that we have you altogether, why don’t you come in here and sit?” Beverly said, pointing to various places for the guys to spread out in the Great Room.

Randall appeared at the kitchen door, smiling. Bev continued, “Randall, why don’t you get the fireplace stoked? It feels a little cool in here.” He tapped his forehead with a flick of his wrist, that curious ‘tipping of the hat’ gesture he always used. He obviously knew what they had in mind.

Bev continued. “We have some outfits we want to model, don’t we, ladies?” Giggles flashed across the room, heads nodding as they migrated to the stairs. “You guys wait here. I’m pretty sure you’re going to like these.” They rushed up the stairs, laughing and giggling.

The men sat around, staring at each other. The anger of before had dissipated, leaving a heavy sexual tension as the meaning of her statement seeped into our thoughts.

“Do you think…” I started.

Red interrupted, as if continuing my thought. “… that the shackles really are gone?”

All eyes turned to Randall, who had the fireplace blazing.

“What do we do?” Mason asked Randall. “Just let it happen?”

“Why ask me? This is between your group. I’ve done my work. The rest is up to you.”

The guys looked at each other in total confusion. Randall chuckled to himself, turning toward us sitting around the room.

“Why not let them control the action?” he said. “Allowing access is their proper place. Is that not so? They must have a plan. I’d bet good money it’s all they talked about… all afternoon.”

We heard laughter on the landing at the top of the stairs. It was as if Randall simply vanished. He was standing talking to us, then he was out the kitchen door.

Our breath caught as they walked down the stairs. All of them were completely naked! All those breasts, in various shapes and sizes, bounced suggestively as they walked across the room, each of them choosing a guy. They stood in front of him, totally on display. None was in front of her husband.

As I stared up at Beverly, my wife was in front of Red. I was certain none of the husbands had expected THIS!


CHAPTER 8
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Iwas staring up at Beverly, but I could not stop glancing around the room as well. All the women were moving in front of their chosen man, displaying themselves enticingly, except Amber.

Emery was as gorgeous as ever as she stood in front of Mason. My hands had already traced much of what I saw there. The revealed truth was so much better. Handsome breasts, still firm and poking out proud. She had the flattest stomach of all the women and still thin hips.

Amber was clearly nervous, the only one not actively moving. She was what they used to call ‘voluptuous’. Now, I think they call it curvy. She thrust her perky tits out in front of Kevin, holding her hands behind her back. She was holding something there. I couldn’t quite make out what it was because of the angle.

Larissa… fuck… my wife was raring to go. Her nipples were hard little pebbles. I could see the inside of her thighs dripping with her arousal. She must have been thinking about this all day. Her round ass made me want to rush over and grab those globes. Hours of gym time and yoga had left them perfectly shaped and hard.

Beverly reached up, pulling my eyes back to her, smiling. She easily had the largest breasts of the four, with enormous areolas and nipples to match. Her buds were tight and hard, poking out at me. I blushed a little, apologizing softly for looking elsewhere.

“Lots to look at,” she whispered, smiling her understanding.

Emery coughed to get everyone’s attention. They had apparently nominated her as the spokesperson.

“Gentlemen,” Emery said, catching everyone’s attention. “Now that we are free to play as we wish, your wives decided to take the first step.” She had to stop as the ladies giggled in front of the men, knowing what was coming. “I doubt if we will leave the cabin much as we close out our week.”

The men chuckled themselves, offering leering looks to each other… and to their respective wives. Excitement grew as the women looked at Emery, nodding their approval for her to continue.

“We drew straws. Our plan is to take you up to our rooms for two hours. We openly give ourselves to you for our mutual pleasure. You will have the entire two hours to share in that pleasure. At the end of that time, Randall will knock on each door. The men will clean up, then return to the same place where you are now. Is that clear?”

We all nodded enthusiastically. I think all of us were ready to rush upstairs, dragging our willing partner with us.

“There is one exception to this arrangement, however,” Amber said. The women looked at Kevin. I swear he shrank right in front of us, suddenly nervous. “Since we now know our friend’s tastes are a little different, the arrangement will be reversed for him. YOU will have your way with us, and WE will have our way with him.”

Amber held out a leather collar they had purchased earlier at the sex store, wagging it at him. The other women converged on him, pulling at his clothes, unbuttoning, pulling them off. Soon, he was the only guy naked, standing in front of the women, as their hands went wherever they wanted to go.

He looked nervously around at the other guys. It had to be nerve-racking. No matter how much he enjoyed this stuff, being stripped in front of the other husbands had to be embarrassing. Unfortunately for him, he had a weathervane which predicted his internal thoughts with firm accuracy. His shaft poked out in front of him, throbbing with his growing need.

Ember walked over to the stack of boxes from their shopping. Out came four leather cuffs. She kept two, handing the others to Beverly. As they put them on his limbs, Larissa stepped up, whacking the top of his cock four times with the back of her hand. You could see the other guys cringing with sympathy pains.

But not Kevin… he groaned loudly, as if every fantasy he’d ever had was coming to life. Four naked women stood around him, fastening on cuffs, using his cock. That shaft only seemed to get harder! Oh, yes… he wanted this.

Amber stepped forward, pushing on his shoulders, guiding him to his knees. His eyes would not leave the floor. Emery reached around, guiding his eyes up to look at Amber in front of him.

“Do you accept our control over you for the rest of our time in the cabin?” Amber said. “To do with as we wish? To direct you in whatever whim we have? To obey our every command?”

He looked up at his wife, a question of need, as if he had given control to her and needed her permission to give it to someone else. She nodded her approval.

“What is your safeword, my sub?” Emery said.

“Red, Mistress,” he replied immediately.

“We have all heard it,” Emery said to the group. “He is ours until he says the word ‘red.’ Not asking for us to stop, not ‘I can’t take anymore,’ nor any other protest that he can’t go on. Only that one word changes the flow. Is that clear to everyone?”

A chorus of agreement flew around the room. Kevin was shivering now, on his knees, his wife talking about him like he was a sexual plaything to be used as anyone wanted. Yet that cock… the thing couldn’t be harder.

“Do you accept this collar as a symbol of your obedience to the rest of us?” Amber said, waving the collar in front of his eyes. “Even to the guys?”

His voice wobbled, but the response was clear. “Yes, Mistress.”

Amber held the collar around his neck, adjusting the size to match, fastening it closed. Once it seemed in place, she displayed her handiwork for all to see. Our naked friend…my best friend… had a cuff on every limb and a collar around his neck. He was going to be immersed completely in this submissive world he craved. I hoped he was ready.

“Go to your room,” Amber barked at him. “Go there now, crawling on your knees. We have a surprise for you.”

Kevin did not hesitate, crawling across the floor and up the steps. He disappeared into his room.

Emery turned to the guys as the women moved back to their previous partners.

“I have never had a man do anything with him, before Randall, of course,” she grinned. “If any of you are interested, he will do anything you ask. And I mean anything, short of the safeword. Just let me know if you are interested. I’ll make sure you get a chance.”

Glancing around, I seemed to be the only one that perked up at the prospect. Macho Mason and Big Red looked like they wanted to run far away.

Emery noticed. She came over, winking at Beverly in front of me. She straddled my lap, whispering in my ear. “When it’s my turn with you, I want us to share the time with Kevin, if you agree. You can have your way with me while I force him to watch. I love the idea of tormenting him while we do it. That would be fun, don’t you think?” I nodded it would.

She wiggled her exposed ass to the room, then got up, returning to Mason. “Shall we go?” she asked, offering her hand to him.

He didn’t even reply, sweeping her into his arms. He carried her up the stairs. We could all hear her cry of surprise when he flung her onto the bed, closing the door behind him.

Neither Red nor I wanted such a display. We rose, guiding our partners back to their rooms. I winked at Larissa as our eyes connected, before she walked into the room for her first new dick in over 20 years. I had every confidence Red would give her everything she wanted.
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Even as I closed the door to Beverly’s room, I still couldn’t believe how this week had turned out. For 10 years, our group of friends had been making these trips. None had even brought a hint of… let’s call it impropriety. I barely hugged the other wives, even if we were relatively close emotionally.

Especially with Beverly. She was Larissa’s closet friend. They spoke on the phone frequently. My wife had counseled her when one of Mason’s affairs came to light. She flew down for a weekend, leaving the kids with her parents. We got drunk a lot, the three of us talking deep into both nights she was in town.

I had lusted after this gorgeous body for many years, but never once dreamed, or even attempted to make it anything more.

And now? She was already naked, sitting on the bed, waiting for me to join her. My mind was full of what Larissa was doing… the surprise with Kevin… the near blow-up with Mason… so much had happened this week already.

Beverly patted the bed next to her. I sat down.

“Kind of weird, right? Us being here… like this,” she said.

“I was just thinking that myself. I remember the weekend you stayed with us after Mason… well… you know.” She smiled, needed no reminder. “After our kids went to bed, you started running around in those sheer nightgowns… You are a beautiful woman. Did you do that just to taunt me?” I smiled, reaching up to flick her nipple lightly.

“I needed someone to find me attractive that night,” she giggled. “Larissa recommended the gown… said you could not control where your eyes went. She was right. I got more attention from you that night than the previous five years from Mason.” I must have blushed red.

“You really helped me that weekend, Niles, yet you didn’t put any pressure on me by forcing something to happen.” Her hand found its way up my leg. “I wish I could have given you the gratitude I wanted that weekend. Your wife wasn’t ready.”

I choked at her words. “You wanted to sleep with me and Larissa that weekend?”

“So much… Didn’t you notice how my top kept flying open… allowing you to see down my gown? Or how my panties disappeared the second night?”

Of course, I had noticed both, but still couldn’t believe she had done it on purpose… with Larissa’s blessing.

“But Larissa said she didn’t want to share?” I asked, amazed my wife had never mentioned this, or that she had encouraged her friend to flash me so often. The gown even had a slit up the left leg. It had gaped open several times that weekend, revealing her shaved slash inside.

“She just wanted to be the right wife for you. ‘Proper’… you know the way she is.”

All the while we were talking, our hands could not stop moving. She, being already undressed, spread her legs as my hand moved up her leg. Her breasts seemed to sway in continual motion as my fingers found those nips so inviting.

“Not this week,” I laughed, standing up in front of her. “Take my clothes off. You’re supposed to be here for my use over the next two hours, right?”

I sensed her hunger immediately. It was all she could do not to drop on her knees in front of me, grabbing at my belt.

Suddenly, I felt a rush inside as she unfastened my belt. As if Randall had just touched me.

OH MY GOD… so much more than that… it filled me. As if he had become part of me. It was frightening and exhilarating at the same time.

I shuddered as Bev dropped to her knees, frantically pulling at my pants, helping get my shoes off. The hunger in her eyes was unmistakable as she pulled the underwear down. This slut wanted to be fucked.

The power inside me! Fuck! I was on fire with need… to give her my dick, long and hard. There was something else… a presence. My mind was having a conversation in my head.

‘It’s you, isn’t it?’

‘Please allow me this chance. I noticed your… openness to me earlier.’

I could only shake with the desire that I knew came from him.

“Touch me,” I said. She reached up. I barked, “Stop! Only your mouth.” She trembled, looking up at me, feeling my control. I knew from discussions with Larissa that Mason was quite dominant, and that Bev liked that. And Randall certainly did.

Her mouth took me in almost whole. Larissa had told me Mason was enormous, wide and long. Bev confirmed that here. She had no trouble with me.

‘What do you want from me?’

‘To find a release… it’s been so long. I want to surrender my seed… your seed… to these women. Let me share your pleasure.’

‘What do I get in return?’

‘I will make your cock an instrument of pleasure. You will stay hard as long as you want, last longer than any other husband. You will become a legend with these wives. They will worship you for it.’

hat the heck… A little fear seeped in… that he wouldn’t leave when the night was finished.

‘I cannot leave the house. The longest I lasted inside before was 12 hours.’

It was a little frightening having him in there, especially his replying, as if he heard my thoughts. I closed my eyes as Bev’s mouth began working my cock. This lady sure knew how to do it. But I wanted this as much as he did. The power and desire he gave me was stronger than anything I had ever felt before.

‘I accept your offer.’

The powerful surge of a few moments before became a torrent, as if I had just taken a hit of steroids or speed or something… My cock pulsed, as if his presence even made my pleasure more intense.

My mind was reeling… finding new connections… pieces of thought…

“Fuck,” I said, almost yelling into the room. Bev startled, looking up at me.

“Did I tell you to stop?” I barked down at her.

She returned to sucking, now frantic. I stroked her hair, feeling his presence in my every move.

I knew it was him talking as much as me, but I wanted this… needed his boost.

“I’m going to fuck you for the entire two hours.” Her eyes flew up, listening to me while she continued sucking me. “I’m going to do everything you wanted to do on our weekend in Dallas… everything I have wanted to do ever since I met you.”

I could feel something in her, something more… her need had somehow been turned up a notch… or three.

‘Was that you, turning her on more?’

‘You glow with my drive. It feeds her, pushes at her mind, allowing more pleasure. She senses what you offer her now… cannot deny her own need. Remember Larissa as I entered her on our night. That is what she will feel.’

I yanked on her arms, pulling her up. She was like putty, willing to do whatever I wanted. Pushing her on the bed, on her hands and knees, I shoved her head roughly, flat against the bed, leaving her totally open to what I wanted with her hips in the air. And I wanted all of it!

My dick slammed into her. We both groaned at the surge in pleasure, as if every inch of our joined flesh was on fire for each other. My pounding just made her groan more until she shouted her first release to the entire cabin. I pulled out, worried others could hear.

Rummaging through her drawers, I pulled a pair of panties out. She was looking up at me, frantically wanting more. I reached over, shoving the panties into her mouth. Bev shook, confused at what was happening.

“Leave them in. No one else is to know what I can do.”

And I was back inside. Now, I was unstoppable. Plunge after plunge. I controlled this pussy. It belonged to me. I had felt nothing like this before. Bev thrashed underneath, cumming again and again, as I gave her everything I had.

I suddenly wanted to cum. Not that I needed to, I just wanted to… as if I sensed it was time… for her.

‘Are you ready?’

‘I have waited for this so long.’

It was as if I had a switch in my head I could turn off and on. When I decided to cum, all the mechanisms started aligning. I slapped her hard on the rear.

“Time to give you my seed. You want it, don’t you?”

She pulled the panties out of her mouth. “Yes… yes… I want you to cum in me. Give it to me…”

My blast was otherworldly. The sensations bellowed up from my toes to fill my entire body as I held myself still inside her. Each rope brought another cry out of Bev as she orgasmed hard against me.

‘Holy shit… that was something.’

‘Thank you, young man. I have wanted that for… so long.’

I rolled Bev on her side, pulling her into my arms as I cuddled close. I knew my relationship with my friend would never be the same. It would be very hard for me to avoid being inside her again, with or without my host’s artificial boost.

She looked up at me. “You are an incredible lover. I can see why Larissa didn’t want to share.”

“It’s not me,” I assured her. “It’s this place. Doing something to us all. You must feel the same… influence.”

She nodded, cuddling closer. “I’d like to feel it again,” she smiled, reaching to touch my cock. It was hard almost instantly. We went at it again and again, for most of our remaining time. She frequently rode on top, allowing me to give those amazing breasts all the worship they deserved.

A few minutes before the two hours were up, I felt another tingle inside.

‘Time for me to go. It has been a pleasure.’

‘We can do this as often as you can.’

‘I will return for your next session.

I felt the drain immediately, his presence gone. Moments later, Randall knocked on the doors of every room. Pronouncing the two hours was up.


CHAPTER 9
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That night, the group went out for dinner. Curiously, we all sat next to our spouses, contrary to our usual habit. Not very surprising, I guess. We needed to reconnect.

Larissa and I sat across from Emery and Kevin. Wow! They both had a serious night. Emery had taken everything that Mason could give… which turned out mixed! She came many times, though he did not last a long time. Even so, this wild woman seemed sated.

Red apparently gave my wife all she could handle, too. He fed her submissive side, allowing her to be taken just like the ‘dirty girl’ she wanted to be. Yet, right now, at this table, she clung to me as if she thought I was ready to leave her.

Not a chance would that ever happen. Only death was going to tear me away from this one. Every time she touched me, I knew the reverse was also true. No matter who she made love to, she would come back to me in the end.

But it was Kevin that had me going. Amber had apparently found her calling as a Mistress. What Kevin didn’t know was that Emery had purchased a bed restraint system at the sex shop. The wives installed it when they went upstairs. When Amber didn’t have him licking her until she came, she had him tied to the bed with a full range of striking instruments ready to use. His cock even got lots of repeat use, though she denied him release until the very end.

Kevin was a little sore in places, he said, though nothing that wouldn’t heal by tomorrow.

“Tomorrow?” Emery laughed, looking at the rest of the table. “When does the next two-hours start?” she asked the entire group.

All the wives chimed in as one, “Tonight! We leave tomorrow.”

That got the chatter flying around as the wives revealed who won who in the next draw of wives.

Unfortunately, Red had declared himself out. He was 10 years older than the rest of us. Didn’t have another round in him. His wife joined him. All that striking had worn Amber out, too.

That left my wife with Mason, me with Emery and Beverly with Kevin.

But Emery had already made plans for the next round.

“Niles has agreed to join me in your new dungeon, my sub. He is going to fuck me silly while his wife gets her turn with Mason.”

I looked at Larissa. She blushed, even though I could tell she was eager. Ever since that first night, when she sat next to him at dinner, she had been lusting after this guy. It seemed time to grant that wish.

Funny, isn’t it? Ever since our session together with Randall… when another man fucked my wife… all thoughts of jealousy and discomfort had disappeared. Nothing would ever shake us apart again. In fact, I have relished her times with the other men. Wanted her to have as much pleasure as she could.

Emery was focused only on her husband. “Are you willing to join us, Bev? Be the Mistress for my needy sub?”

“He may not like me,” Bev said. “I plan to be a severe taskmaster.” It was all she could do to keep from laughing at those words, especially as Kevin grinned widely, nodding his head up and down. ‘Yes, please,’ was the obvious message.

When we returned to the cabin, my ‘guest’ rejoined me. I felt the surge of power and pleasure refill me instantly. My new friend had found a welcome host.

‘You ready for another round?’

‘I can last forever.’

‘But have you ever taken someone in the asshole before?’

‘A woman would do that?’

‘Many women do nowadays. Emery has already asked me. She wants to be on top of Kevin while he is strapped to the bed. Then have me take her in the ass.’

‘She has done it before?’

‘It only requires what we call lubricant, or lube, to ease the passage. Having both holes filled down there feels amazing, so Emery says.’

My wife grabbed my arm, walking me to our room. “Who are you talking to?”

“What?” I said, genuinely confused.

“You were nodding your head, having a conversation. I could see it in your eyes.”

‘Don’t tell her…’

‘I will never lie to this woman for you or anyone. That better be clear or you can get out right now!’

A distinct silence formed as he absorbed my warning.

‘Don’t ever bring that up again.’

“It’s Randall,” I told her matter-of-factly. She gasped.

“On our overnight with him, when he touched us, he discovered I am ‘open’ to him somehow. Only two other people that have entered the cabin have had that capability. As you know, his gift does not allow him to cum, but it allows him to project his mind into other people… with their permission, he says. He wanted me to cum while he was in my head. It worked. He really enjoyed my release and he… he really gave it a boost. So good!”

“That’s how you gave it to Bev so hard, isn’t it? She said you were the best lover she’s ever had… since… you know who. I love ya, babe, but you ain’t no Randall in the sack.”

I burst out laughing, pulling her into my arms. “And I don’t want to be. He will only do it while in the house. If I can give some pleasure to our friends, then all the better. It’s a heady experience, being possessed to make love. That guy really knows what he wants.”

“How’s he do it?” she asked.

“No clue, but he can’t multi-task. Earlier, when he came around to give the two-hour knock, he had to leave me to do that.”

“Will you make love to me again before we leave? So I can feel what it’s like?”

“He claims I can get it up many times with him involved. How about now?”

“Now… ah… I need to take a shower. I have Mason in just a few minutes.”

Her simple embarrassment made me laugh. “Go, you slut. Get that shower. You definitely don’t want to miss out on that.”
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I went out on the deck to let the cool air calm my soul. I needed calming. His continual presence in me had lit some kind of fire, juicing my lust to incredible levels. There was a power to it, but also a drain. It filled me, pushing me to do ever more. I also needed some privacy. Smaller doses were needed.

Rather than continue the conversation in my head, I walked into the kitchen. There I found him frozen in place, as if occupied elsewhere.

“We need to agree for you to leave me when we are done playing. I cannot take you in me all the time.”

A calmness filled me. I breathed a deep sigh of relief. He was gone.

His face suddenly became animated again, his body turning back to the sink. He crooked his head, continuing to wash the dishes as if he had never stopped.

“Why? I enjoyed feeling that again,” he chuckled. It was like nothing had happened.

“This body cannot take your level of lust all the time. I get burned out, or worse, will start going after people to satisfy these urges. That doesn’t work for me.”

He looked over, as if assessing his options, then nodded his acceptance.

“My apologies. It has been a long time. I… enjoyed the newness of real touching.”

Before I could say anything, he nodded complete acceptance. “I can hear every word in the house,” Randall said. “When you are ready, just say, ‘I am ready.’ That will be your permission to re-enter.”

I nodded my agreement. “How do you do it?” I asked.

“One of the previous hosts called it ‘possession.’ I do not know what that means.”

I pulled up my phone. “According to Merriam-Webster, it’s the act of residing in a place. I guess that fits, but you are more coming for a brief visit. Let’s call it ‘coming for a visit.’ What work for you?”

Randall nodded just as my watch went off.

“I don’t understand many things I see nowadays,” Randall said. “Didn’t have much of an education.”

My watch went off. It was almost time for our evening session. “Gotta go. I’ll give you the sign when we’re ready.

I walked into the living room. Mason was already sitting in the same place he was before. And then there was Kevin… buried deep in his submission now. Mason and I were fully dressed, at least. Kevin was completely naked, cuffs on each limb and a collar on his neck.

Well, Mason wasn’t fully dressed. Kevin was trying to suck on the cock sticking out of Mason’s pants, while Mason stroked his hair lovingly.

“What are you doing?” I asked Mason sternly, clearly unhappy.

“Hey, he’s our sub too, right?” Mason answered. “Not just the ladies. I had some fun blowjobs in college from a dorm roommate. Thought I would see if he would do it.”

“Did you agree to this, Kev?”

“Yes, Master,” he said, pulling his mouth off just long enough to speak, then right back on it.

“Have you ever sucked a cock before?” I asked, almost disbelieving what I saw there. Kevin did not pull back again, only shook his head ‘no’ while going up and down.

“Stop it, before the girls come down.” Mason pushed Kevin off his knob. That condescending smile made me want to smack that smirk right off his face. What an ass!

“Don’t do that again, Mason. Just because he’s willing doesn’t mean he should. Emery is his Mistress. You need to ask her permission first.”

Mason shrugged, unconcerned about protocol.

“Thanks for the blow, Bud,” Mason chuckled to Kevin. “Really got me ready for Larissa.” That smile told me it was another one of his half-joke/half-taunts.

I didn’t bite. “You’ll be lucky to keep up with her.”

He frowned at me, not biting on the taunt, adjusting his pants to get ready for the ladies coming down. The days of my letting him get away with his usual shit were over.

Just as I thought that, the ladies appeared on the steps. As promised, Amber remained in her room with Red, but the other three were all naked and ready. Kevin had returned to the floor, on his knees, hands fastened behind his back.

Larissa went straight to Mason, cuddling right next to him on the sofa. Her ample breasts pressed against his arm. He reached up, pinching one nipple gently. Her eyes were all over me as I smiled, nodding my best for her time with Mason.

Beverly came up to me, pressing herself against my side. I batted her huge tits from the bottom, causing them to bounce several times. She giggled, but did not pull away. Larissa was no longer looking at me. She smiled at her friend, clearly enjoying our touching.

Emery walked up to her husband on the floor, stroking his hair. “Ready for another round, babe? Your friend is going to fuck the shit out of your wife. And we’re going to force you to watch the whole thing. You ready for that?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, his eyes never leaving the floor.

That guy has got this bug bad. I helped her get him off the floor. With both hands tied behind his back, he struggled to get traction.

Mason yanked my wife off the sofa, into his arms, like he had done with Emery earlier. Without waiting for the rest of us, he walked to his bedroom, carrying my wife with him. All the way up, my eyes were locked on Larissa. The hunger in those eyes just made me smile. She was finally going to get VERY dirty. She winked at me as he moved into the room, closing the door.

When Emery looked at me, I said, simply. “I am ready.”

He must have been waiting for me. In an instant, the surge of power and PRESENCE returned.

‘Welcome back.’

‘I am going to take a woman in the ass. Didn’t know you could even do that.’

Emery had Kevin by his shaft, leading him up the steps. That was a surprisingly awkward position, keeping his hips forward like that. Beverly just walked in front of me, swaying her hips to make sure I knew she was there.

As soon as we hit the room, Kevin was back on his knees, this time facing the bed. Emery and Bev must have already discussed a plan because they went right to work. They fastened hands and ankles together behind his back. Then some kind of leather strap hooked to his collar ran through his arms to his ankles. They cinched this tight so he could not bend over.

Randall must have sensed my confusion.

‘It’s called a hogtie. They use it to force the person to look forward.’

‘You’ve done BDSM before?’

‘Not sure what that means, but times were a little different when I grew up. You learn stuff you sometimes don’t want to.’

‘It sure looks uncomfortable.’

It might look uncomfortable, but Kevin’s shaft told us a different story. He was stiff as a post.

All along the way, in the back of my mind, my guest was talking. It was a little disconcerting at first, and not a little distracting. After a while, I got the message. He was trying to help me put on the best show for the woman. He had read her with the delicate procession of deep experience.

‘Let’s put on a show for Little Kevin.’

The stream of direction came so fast I couldn’t keep up.

‘Throw her on the bed… Angle her so he can see every move…. She’s ready. Take her hard.’

‘Calm down. Let me drive the bus for a while.’

I had to laugh. I would’ve done all those things anyway.

‘What’s a bus?’

‘Shit… not our concern now. Just come along for the ride.’
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Emery was kissing her husband, fondling his cock, teasing him about what was to come. I yanked her off the floor. I couldn’t believe the strength my guest gave me. I lifted her easily. When she was on the bed, I went for my second favorite position. Hands and knees, coming in from behind.

I had her in position, moving forward.

“Fuck me, I need it… give it to me hard,” Emery cried to the room.

Man, this one liked to fuck. That I can do, especially now. I’ll fuck this bitch until she can’t tell what day it is! I could hear Randall chuckling in the background.

My plunge inward found almost no resistance. She was sopping wet. Her head came off the bed with a scream of pure pleasure.

“He’s doing it, babe… he’s fucking your wife.”

I looked back. Kevin was quivering on his knees.

I laid into her, thrust after thrust, hard, punishing stabs of hard meat. She couldn’t get enough, moaning with pleasure, cumming again. In between thrusts, I spanked her buttocks, leaned over to twist her clit and yanked on her nipples. She thrashed underneath me, unable to stop the flow of sensations I was forcing on her body.

Another blast came, then another. I thought she was going to pass out. She dropped her head to the bed, allowing me to take what I wanted. The next blast was my trigger. I allowed myself to let go, spraying my release as she screamed with the added heat into her sex.

Then I made one of the worst decisions I had ever made. I had watched a few cuckold porns over the years. The wives always taunted their husbands. I wanted to see if that would work with my friend.

“Hey, Kev… look at me fucking your wife. She’s finally getting the dick she deserves.”

That’s when everything changed. I heard a shriek from my internal guest.

‘What was that?’

Kevin started quivering again in front of me, but it wasn’t him that had the reaction. It was Emery. She pulled off me, turned around, literally shoving me off the bed.

“You motherfucker,” she screamed at me. “You don’t talk to my husband that way. We’re here for him, not you.”

Beverly seemed as surprised as I was. I stumbled across the floor, trying to get my balance. If momma ain’t happy, ain’t nobody happy, I guess.

My hands went up in surrender. “I’m sorry, Emery. I saw it in a porn once. Thought he might like it. I promise. Won’t do it again.”

She was trembling almost as much as Kevin, the anger eating away at her. I know it had to be mixed in with shame, being in this position with her husband.

Emery took a deep breath, closing her eyes to find some calm. When they opened, I almost stepped back. Fierce was the gaze of the warrior maiden.

“I don’t care whether he likes that or not. I go a long way to accommodate his needs. He loves this stuff. I know he does, so I do it. I like it quite a bit myself. But humiliation will never be part of the bargain.”

Her face turned fully to her husband. She was speaking to us both at the same time. “This man is my husband. I love him more than life itself. He’s going to be my husband in as many futures as we have together. I will not have him treated that way.”

I turned to Kevin. Tears for this incredible testimonial poured down his face. I had never seen my friend cry before.

“I am so sorry, Kevin,” I said. “I didn’t intend to hurt you or you, Emery. Just a bad call on my part. It will never happen again.”

In the back of my head, my guest would not let it go.

‘What was that all about? I’d have pulled a gun and shot your ass… if you talked to me that way. That kind of language is fighting words.’

‘Let it go. Just a mistake.’

Beverly understood that something had to be done if we were even going to salvage our friendship. She reached around, stroking Kevin’s cock, which had deflated a little. His moan attracted his wife’s attention. Emery shuddered, trying to get hold of herself.

I saw a decision being made. Emery got up, unfastening the cinch, bringing her husband up on the bed. As if they had practiced this, Bev and Emery had his hands and ankles fastened to the four corners of the bed restraint, pulling it tight so he couldn’t move at all.

Bev moved between his legs, sucking his cock down her throat. Emery went to a drawer, pulling out a clip of something, fastening one on each of his nipples. His groan caught all our attention. From that same drawer, she pulled a blindfold, throwing it at me.

I knew what she wanted. I put it around his eyes, tying it behind his head.

Emery grabbed my arm, pulling me into the hallway, quietly pulling the door behind me so her husband couldn’t hear us talking.

“I’m sorry, Niles. I overreacted. You said a mean thing, but Kevin and I have watched the same type of porn many times. Please… I love him. He needs this. I know that. But I want him to have it with some dignity. Okay? Please allow him that.”

I pulled her into my arms, hugging her close. Tears fell down my chest. “We’ve been friends a long time. You know I consider your husband my best friend. I would never do anything to humiliate him. I only ask forgiveness for that… mistake… and offer a firm promise to never do it again.”

She hugged me close, looking into my eyes. “Thank you.”

When we walked back into the bedroom, Bev was sucking his cock while yanking on the nipple clamps. I thought Kevin was going to have a heart attack; he was moaning so loudly.

Emery leaned against my chest. “Enough about him,” she shouted into the room. “I want to do something for myself. Please fuck me in the ass.”

If it was possible for Kevin to groan louder, he did at that moment. Knowing what was coming for his wife. I wondered if it helped to have his eyes covered, unable to actually see it.

She pointed to the bottle of lube on the nightstand. I nodded my acceptance.

Emery scrambled on top of her husband, impaling his shaft inside her hungry pussy. She took over the nipple torment by twisting the clamps against the tender flesh, leaning forward to allow me access.

I tapped Bev on the shoulder, telling her to sit on his face. He’s going to get the full treatment. She moved around to the front. Emery used her hands to signal for her to wait.

Lubing up my stiff rod, I moved between his legs, dripping the cool liquid on her rear bud. Fingers made room for what was to come. When she felt ready, she pushed my hands away, leaning down on her husband.

My cockhead pressed against her opening, forcing its way in. She groaned once, then grimaced. “He’s doing it, babe,” she cried out, “… taking my ass.” Soon, the head popped through. A sigh came out of her lips as the fullness moved deeper.

“He’s fucking my ass. While you’re inside me.” She started rocking, encouraging my movement. I could feel him moving through the thin membrane separating us inside her. He had to feel it, too. A moan came out of his lips now.

“Fuck her,” he cried out. “She loves that. And I’m not big enough to stretch her. I want her to get everything she wants.”

A gasp came out of her mouth as she gave herself to the motion and her raging emotions. Her hand guided Bev to get up. She straddled his head, dropping until her pussy completely covered his airways. She held herself there until he squirmed for breath, pulling up for him to do some deep heaves, then back down. Once he got used to the rhythm, his tongue went to work on her pussy.

All four of us now played our role. It didn’t take long. Emery screamed a release as I timed mine to go with her husband’s. Bev came moments later.

We all collapsed on the bed, though I knew two people that needed some alone time. Bev and I unfastened Kevin from the bed, took off his collar, cuffs, and blindfold. We folded his arms around his wife, then Bev and I left them.

I sure hoped I had not destroyed my friendship with two of the people that meant most to me.


CHAPTER 10
[image: ]


Beverly shivered in the hall. We were both still naked. I took her back to my bedroom, pulling out one of my sweaters for her to use. It hung so low it could have been a dress, but it provided the needed warmth.

I put on another sweater and sweatpants. Telling her I needed to use the necessary, I went into the bathroom, closing the door.

‘Time for you to go. I need some private time.’

‘That was a different session. Tough to have great sex and be so mad, I suspect.’

‘Took a toll on them… and me. Ignore the two-hour thing. The only one left playing is Larissa and Mason. Let her have fun as long as she wants.’

I almost heard him nod in my head, and then he vanished.

Bev and I walked downstairs, arm in arm. It had been a night of highs and lows.

I fixed us each a drink. She took wine. I had the Jameson we brought along.

We sat in front of the fire, cuddling close. It took us a few moments to get anything going. The shock of the night had left us both drained.

“I hope she’ll be okay,” Bev said.

“Her? You mean him?”

“No, you goof. I don’t think he has a bottom limit. She gave him that stupid safeword years ago. He’s never used it. Emery’s the one that it takes a toll on. Not every time. She told me she’s starting to like some of it. But sometimes… like this… she realizes how deep it goes for him. Scares her, I think.”

“Larissa told me Emery hired a Mistress to help,” I said. “He didn’t like it, I guess. They stopped playing for several years after moving to Colorado. Only starting again recently. I just hope I didn’t trigger anything that has long-term consequences.”

We heard a noise upstairs, doors opening and closing, steps coming down. It was my wife. She was wearing her heavy robe from our room. I looked at the clock on the wall. She hadn’t even made it to two hours!

I worried for a moment if she would see this as a compromising position. Bev naked under my sweater, me barely dressed, sitting here on the sofa, cuddling close in front of the fire.

It didn’t seem to matter. She got her own glass of wine, sitting on my other side. I lifted my arms up, putting them around both women.

I looked down at Larissa. “You going to tell me?”

“I wore him out.” She couldn’t stop giggling. “He’s up there snoring now.”

“Told you,” Bev said, giggling with her. “He starts strong but can’t maintain the pace. That cock is a pleasure… more for when he grabs my hair, forcing me to suck on it… than when he’s inside me. I really enjoy the sucking. He just can’t last long enough to finish more than one climax inside.”

She shrugged. “Just the way it is.”

As if she just discovered we weren’t in the right place, Larissa pulled up beside us. “How come you’re out here?” Our faces gave it away. “What happened?”

The two of us tried to give an abridged version of the disaster of our night.

“Oh, babe… I’m so sorry.”

A look passed between the two ladies. I kept going back and forth, wondering…

“All may not be lost,” my wife said, standing up in front of me. She dropped her robe to the floor, naked in front of her friend. Beverly stood next to her, pulling my sweater over her head.

“Why don’t we go up to your room…” Bev said, caressing the swell of her friend’s breasts, “… to see what comes up.”

“I am ready,” I whispered. Larissa looked at me oddly, wondering why I said that.

Randall knew, rushing into me, as I closed my eyes, feeling the power and PLEASURE flow through my body. God almighty, I loved this! These ladies wouldn’t know what hit them.

‘Welcome back.’

‘Thought we might be done after your screw-up.’

‘Don’t remind me. The ladies want to play… your kind of play.’

‘We can do that.’

I stood, taking the two ladies in my arms. “Let’s do it.” They picked up their clothes. We were in bed moments later. My guest gave me stamina for both of them. By the middle of the night, I had fucked them in every opening. I snuck into Emery’s room for the lube. These two learned a new meaning of screams for pleasure.

The surprise of the night was Emery and Kevin. At something like 3 o’clock in the morning, our door opened. In walked a naked Emery, pulling her husband by a leash on his collar. They must have heard us. She dropped on the bed, between the two women. They both pulled her in, stroking her, trying to make her feel better.

It worked! Soon, the three of them were necking and stroking each other. I got out of bed, pulling Kevin up on the small loveseat in the room. We sat there watching them until we were both hard as stone.

The women saw us during a break, inviting us to join them. Our partners had found a second wind. Kevin ate them to multiple orgasms, even ate my seed out of them. Emery loved that, cumming hard when his mouth touched her freshly fucked snatch.

By 5 in the morning, we all fell asleep, entangled in each other’s arms. By the time we woke the next morning, the disaster of the previous night seemed like a distant memory.

This was our last day in the cabin. I was pretty sure everyone would want to come back. Our long night of debauchery had sealed that as a reality.

We all sat down for a meal, fixed by Randall, including grilled burgers and hot dogs. For some odd reason, he would not cook the burgers on the outside grill. Kevin and I did it. The eight of us sat around talking about the next trip.

Red was the first to bring it up. “I think we should come back here. Come on, where have we had more fun together than here? How about making it an annual visit? We can come back, have our fun for the week, then return to our regular boring lives afterward.”

That got ideas flying, and a consensus grew. This same time of year, every year. No different from if we all bought a timeshare condo together.

All the women, including Emery, endorsed the idea. After I had given it to her so hard on the bed with the two other women, she seemed to have forgotten the other problems. And Kevin seemed not to have noticed. We were friends like we had always been.

Even Mason, of the bruised ego, agreed that this was the most fun he had in years.

Emery called the management company, putting a deposit down for next year, the same week. They were happy to have the booking.

Mason and Bev were supposed to be the first to leave. He had a flight to Seattle. Larissa pulled her friend aside, whispering. Next thing you know, she’s riding back to Dallas with us. She’ll catch a flight back to New Jersey when his company crisis is over.

I told Emery we would be glad to drop the key off. The company was on our route back to Dallas.

Tears and heartfelt departures filled our next hours. As each departure came, we hugged and told everyone we looked forward to next year.
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Larissa and Bev stayed in the car as I ran into the management company to drop off the keys.

“Hope you had a great time, Mr. Jenkins,” the assistant said. “We have a hard time renting that place.”

“I don’t know why,” I protested. “Great location, spectacular views, and we loved the touch of the host providing key services.”

That caught her by surprise. “Host?” she said. “I am not aware of a host for that property.”

She walked back into the Manager’s office, returning with an officious-looking woman, introducing herself as the Property Manager. She looked genuinely worried.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Jenkins. There must be some mistake. No host is provided for that property.”

“Then who was it? Named Randall… about our age… dressed like he works on a ranch…”

It was obvious neither one of them knew anything about the man, but there was something in the manager’s eyes… she knew about him. Or at least had heard about him.

“Okay then. My mistake,” I said.

The wives couldn’t believe it when I told them in the car. It became an even bigger surprise when we stopped for lunch at a local cafe down the street.

We were laughing and recalling special things that happened, mentioning the Cabin on Pleasure Mountain during the discussion.

Abruptly, all the talking ceased as the patrons stared at us. I got very nervous, looking back and forth between them. We packed our stuff up, ready to flee if something happened.

A guy at the next table leaned over. “Did you say you stayed at that cabin up there on the mountain?”

“Yes,” I replied. “Why?”

“Did you see him?” Another patron said. Now, every ear in the place turned our way, people gathering around our table.

“See who?” Bev asked. We were really getting concerned now.

“The ghost in the cabin,” a man said. “Everyone around here knows about the ghost in the Pleasure Mountain cabin.”

Now, we were the only guests that mattered, the patrons wanting to share what they had heard about the ghost.

“They say he walks through walls and appears to people in their bedrooms at night,” a woman said from the gathering crowd.

“Spies on them, they say. People have seen him in the kitchen,” another said.

“One family came running out in the middle of the night when he walked into the bedroom of the parents.” That last caught our attention. Could it be?

The statements went on and on. At first, we listened incredulously, trying to make the connection between the Randall we knew and this ghoul they portrayed. The three of us exchanged looks. Somehow, without saying anything, we decided not to mention our meeting the ‘ghost’. We knew he was a man like any of us, just with a certain ‘gift’ that we had grown to love.

“No… no ghosts during our stay,” I said to the throng. “It was a little chilly this time of year, otherwise, we had a good time. Nothing supernatural.”

A groan of disappointment swept through the cafe. The crowd expected some new piece of gossip. Hearing none, they returned to their seats, and I asked for the check.
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When we got back out to the car, I made a snap decision, heading back up the road to the cabin.

“Why are you going back there?” Larissa said. “We don’t have a key.”

“He does,” I said. “If he is a ghost, then he has to be there all the time.”

On the way there, the pieces of evidence mounted that he was, in fact, supernatural. As if all our memories, now that we had a guidebook, fell neatly into support of this theory.

Bev and Larissa were searching the web for any reference to a ghost that seemed fully alive and warm blooded. He touched all of us. We would have known if he was cold to the touch.

There were some mentions of a ‘haint,’ a southern tradition of a supernatural being that could walk among people, but that’s all we could find. In all the horror movies, even if the ghost appears as real, it’s cold around them, or they look like they did when they died, gruesomely bloodied or slashed across the neck with a knife… or something. It did not portray them as normal people.

The house was dark and silent when we pulled up. None of us was sure how to get in. My connection to him was still there, growing stronger as we approached the house. He was there, had to be.

So I took the direct route, walking straight up to the kitchen door, knocking sharply.

“We know you’re in there, Randall. Let us in. We need to talk.”

No response.

“Come on,” Larissa said. “We mean you no harm. Just want the truth.”

The three of us banged on the door for fully five minutes before it suddenly opened. There he was, our cowboy, looking just like he did before.

“What truth?” he asked.

We poured into the house. Everything was dark inside. Lights went on as we settled at the breakfast table, evaluating our former love partner with a fresh eye.

“When did you die?” Bev asked.

“1880.”

We couldn’t help but gasp.

“What’s all this shit about being the host? Part of the house?” I asked.

“What else could I say?” Randall protested. “Telling them I was a spirit, trapped in the house, wouldn’t work. No matter how many times I assured them I meant no harm, that I just wanted to… you know. One young child of a visitor told me I could ‘hang’ with them… that word certainly had a different meaning when I was his age,” he chuckled.

“How did you get trapped in this cabin?” Larissa asked.

“That I cannot say for certain. I was on a cattle drive, heading for a new railhead they had established in Salida. Came down with what I now know as dysentery. As close as I can tell, they buried me here, on the site of the cabin. Over the years, weather and wind covered the grave site. They built the house right on top of my remains.”

“Like Poltergeist…” I said to the ladies. We had all seen it when we were kids. “There was a movie in the early 1980s,” I told Randall, “where developers didn’t want to spend the money to move bodies, so they built houses right on top of them. The ghosts started haunting families that lived in them.”

I could tell Randall wasn’t making the connection.

“That is one thing that really fooled us. We honestly never made the connection, despite your ‘gift.’ In almost all books and movies about ghosts, they always appear gruesome and torn-up, like they were when they died. Or white and pale. You… you look perfectly normal. You’re even warm to the touch.”

“Can’t explain that one. The cabin was built in 1993. When the first group moved in… not sure how to describe it, I appeared here. I was a little confused, walking around the house. They thought I was a thief, called the sheriff. I hid in the alcove. My grave must be right above there. No one can see me when I’m in the kitchen alcove. After that, I was more careful about revealing myself.”

“You don’t have to be careful anymore,” I said. I stood, smiling, extending my hand. Even in his day, the handshake was a universal greeting of welcome.

“Good to meet you. Niles Jenkins.”

Randall smiled back, extending his own. “Randall Graham.”

The ladies stood, coming up to hug him. I could tell it touched our new ‘friend.’ Maybe for the first time in a century, he could feel comfortable being who he really was.

“When did you settle on the host thing?” I asked. “A clever way to cover your presence.”

“Thank you,” Randall chuckled. “It seemed the best way. And once I discovered my gift, all it took was a few touches and…” he smiled at the ladies, who blushed as I laughed.

“You have a gift alright…” I burst out laughing. “How did you discover that, anyway? Seems like a stretch for a ghost.”

Randall smiled at the memory. “One family was here for a week. They had three generations. The daughter was tired of traipsing around the mountains. Decided to stay home for the day. I asked her if she needed anything, touching her lightly on the shoulder when I did. This was the first time I actually touched someone. She shuddered when I did it.”

He chuckled to us, as if finding the contrast between what we had been doing all week and this first touch was amusing.

“I ran from the room, uncertain what it meant. But she knew. Some time later, she came into the kitchen dressed in a nightgown that left nothing to the imagination. She must have brought it for her husband. After the touch, she wanted me even more. That was when I discovered I could get it up when I wanted and, regrettably, that I couldn’t deliver my seed any longer. By the end of the week, I had been through every woman in the house. You should have seen…”

Bev stood suddenly. “I’ve heard enough.” She pulled her shirt over her head, unsnapping her bra. Her gorgeous melons flopped in full view, nipples already poking out with her need. “I think we should revisit those gifts before we go, don’t you?”

She pulled at Randall, dragging him to the living room, draping herself over the sofa back, spreading her ass in invitation. The house was freezing, since we had set the temp lower after we left, per the management company’s instruction. While Randall took the rest of her clothes off, and his own, I put wood in the fireplace. The warmth of a fire soon roared into the room.

My wife was tearing her clothes off as Randall slammed into Bev draped across the back of the sofa. Larissa moved behind a naked ghost, feeling his hard ass as it flexed with each plunge.

“We should do a movie,” Larissa said. “About a sensual ghost that likes to fuck.”

By this time, my clothes were off. I draped my wife next to her friend, matching Randall thrust for thrust.

But my mind wouldn’t let the details go. As I gave her every inch of dick I had, I asked, “When did you discover you could ‘join’ with people, like you did with me?”

He answered without missing a stroke. The damn guy was a machine, never even needed a breath. Beverly was groaning and cumming repeatedly as he pounded into her.

“I touched an older man back when the cabin first opened. He must have been in his late 60s. They were there with kids and grandkids. He agreed to allow me entry, and we had a great time with his wife that night. The next morning was the most fun. They were like young lovebirds again… their adult children wondering what happened. The wife kept saying things like ‘what got into you last night, Fred?’ There I was, standing right next to them, serving dinner. Only the husband and I knew the truth.”

He tapped me on the shoulder, suggesting we swap. We both pulled out, moving to the other partner, plunging right back in. I could tell a qualitative difference between the responses of Beverly when I entered. Her moans were not as intense, or cumming as frequent, but she didn’t seem to mind, looking back at me smiling.

This was the real me making love to her. Our long relationship. The history of emotional support and love. Our session this week. All of that piled into that look she gave me.

I pulled her off the sofa back, moving around the front. Sitting down, I invited her to rejoin me, waving my slick shaft at her. This time, her legs were on either side, straddling me. Our lips found each other as she moved her hips for the renewed pleasure.

We both looked over at my wife after she came again for Randall. Her look at us… she seemed happy that I had found a place with Beverly. And happy for us all that we had discovered Cabin on Pleasure Mountain, where we could let ourselves go.


EPILOGUE
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“Would anyone like to say a few words before the unveiling?” I asked, looking at the New Jersey 8 gathered there for the dedication. Nine years had passed since that first visit to the Cabin on Pleasure Mountain.

Mason stepped up first. “This man allowed me to reconnect to my wife in ways I thought we had lost. I will always be grateful for that.”

Larissa, Beverly, and I looked at each other, exchanging soft glances. He’s right. Things have changed a lot since that first week.

Beverly had come home with Larissa and me, staying nearly two weeks while Mason handled his PR crisis. The first week, after returning from work, the three of us would hop into bed together. Eventually, the action slowed. My man-meat could only take so much. But my wife wanted me to become closer to her friend. She often left us alone, going grocery shopping or something, while we made love.

I understood where that comfort came from. After the Randall touch, our relationship was so rock-solid she didn’t mind me adding a third to the mix. Beverly could never disrupt what we had. I chuckled at the memory of that hot two weeks.

As I watched Amber come up to speak, I wondered if Mason ever suspected his wife’s relationship with her best friend was much more than ‘just friends.’ During that two-week stay, those two friends had discovered a deep and abiding love, enjoying each other’s touch as much as they liked mine.

Several times, I came home from work to discover them in bed with each other, clearly making love. The first time this happened, I jumped into bed with them. We had quite a session.

After that, I don’t know…call it a feeling. When they were together in bed; they wanted to be with each other. My presence only disrupted what they had. This was about them, not me. We still played a lot, but when they were together like that, I left them alone. My wife cried like a baby when Beverly left for home. They had become very close.

I needed to focus on the dedication. All these memories were getting me off track.

“Randall helped us get in touch with a side of our relationships we did not even recognize… until he showed us the way,” Amber said. “Now that he has, I am so grateful… for all of you, and for him. He made this breakthrough possible. My relationship with Red has never been stronger, even as he welcomes me into the arms of my other men here. Randall taught us how to do that.”

Red added nothing to his wife’s statement, simply nodded his approval.

We all knew it was true. Those pesky memories would not let me go. Our group travel plans changed forever after our stop there. We started getting together every year, not every other, and we always did it at the Cabin on Pleasure Mountain.

We would arrive in the cabin, greeting everyone, including Randall, and seldom had clothes on after that. It wasn’t just partner swapping either… though there was plenty of that. Our week at the cabin was a partner-free zone. Anyone could sleep with anyone they wanted.

The Great Room became the center for our new swinging lifestyle. You seldom came down without naked bodies littering the furniture, with Randall often a part of the mix. Even sleeping arrangements became confusing. Wives would often swap for an overnight stay. I especially enjoyed the Emery overnights. Randall would do our ‘merging’ as I fucked her until she couldn’t keep going.

Our third year, we moved the date to July so we could enjoy outdoor sex on the deck. Randall couldn’t join us there, but he watched with interest. Over time, I became quite popular with the other wives, with my mysterious ability to stay hard for so long.

I wasn’t the only one having these memories as I surveyed the gathering of friends. Randall had done so much to strengthen those bonds of friendship. Tears were already forming as we gathered closer around each other.

Beverly stepped up next. “He taught us how to live our lives to the fullest,” she said. “How to appreciate each other, in our own unique ways.” She looked over at Larissa, a wry smile of affection. I wondered at that moment if Mason ever suspected they were more than just friends.

Though, I chuckled at that thought. It didn’t matter. That was the miracle of Randall and his impact on our group. The way Larissa and I had become so locked into each other, she could sleep with whoever she wanted. I wouldn’t mind. That bond had remained as solid as it had after those first sessions. Mason must feel the same about his wife.

And, in a sense, I had gained a new partner for life. Beverly became a frequent guest in our Dallas home. Whenever she wanted, or needed to, she would call up Larissa and be on the next plane out of Newark. She was always a welcome guest for both of us. We seldom wore clothes when she was in the house… if you know what I mean.

Beverly finished her comments as they pulled me back to the proceedings. Kevin declined to speak, as did my wife. They were just too emotional to come forward.

Emery stepped up instead. “The tragedy of his end will live with us forever. I just hope he finally found peace.” She started to cry, unable to continue.

That was why we were gathered together. As a dedication to the loss of our favorite ghost.

The sexual bliss for the NJ8 lasted only eight years. One of the periodic forest fires that swept through Colorado found the Cabin on Pleasure Mountain one dry spring day. We found out when the management company called to apologize. They could not honor our reservation for the coming summer. The building had burned to the ground.

And as far as we knew, Randall was consumed with it. We never saw him again.

It was my turn. For some reason, I had become the leader of the pack. Or at least of the playing side of it. They all knew I was connected closely to Randall, but no one but Larissa and Beverly knew how.

I stepped up, a warm breeze blew through this gorgeous July day in Colorado.

“First, I wanted to thank him directly. Randall, if you can hear me, rest in peace. We have nominated you as an official member of the New Jersey 8. We all mourn your loss.”

I had to wait for a moment to let my emotions settle, looking at Amber, who had done most of the work making this possible. She smiled back at me.

“Second, I want to thank Amber for spear-heading this effort. We all wanted to give him the tribute he deserved, but you made it possible. I know he would have appreciated it.”

Clapping greeted her. She nodded acceptance of the tribute. Amber had indeed worked hard to talk us into this. We had pooled our resources, purchasing the property where the remains of the house stood. We paid a company to clear out the remains of the structure, making sure to watch for any bones they might find. They did. About 10 feet down.

They cleared the land, returning it to the pristine state it occupied before the house arrived, taking care to bury the body in a respectful manner. Then we donated the land to the bordering state park, with a proviso that the land never be developed.

“And now,” I concluded, “it’s time for the unveiling.”

I stepped up, tugging on a soft cloth. In the middle of the ground where the cabin once stood, we had erected a large tombstone, one long overdue.

We gathered around to celebrate a life that had seen much sorrow during his living years, but ended up bringing joy to our group in ways none of us could have predicted. The New Jersey 8 would be in his debt forever.

We all smiled at the epitaph:
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