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It is purely natural for a wife to sometimes be sexually attracted to other men.

Only a jealous husband refuses to help his wife pursue those attractions.

Only a fearful wife refuses the natural emotions inside herself.

True love has no place for jealousy or fear.

Husbands, love your wives and help them realize their natural desires.

Wives, flirt when you feel those instinctual attractions, and explore fully the liberty of love.

~ Unknown
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CHAPTER 1
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Pearce Rollins saw his wife staring out the window while he finished filling the tank. He followed her gaze.

Four guys were laughing and hollering outside the minimart, hovering around their Jeep Cherokee loaded with camping gear.

Becky leaned her head out the window and looked back at him. "Honey, those campers are cute."

He smirked. They're college kids. Why don’t you ever look at men in their thirties? He grunted at her. "Quit gawking like an overeager cheerleader."

She stuck her tongue out at him and bounced back in her seat to face forward.

Pearce had been married to her for eight years.

He settled into the driver's seat of the Subaru and said, "Aren't they a little young for you?"

She pouted. "I didn't mean anything by it. Don't get all jealous. I just thought they looked like they're having a lot of fun."

"I'm not jealous. It's just that you're my wife."

She gave him an impatient look. "I've seen you checking out chicks dressed in shorts and skirts."

"Well, that's perfectly normal. Looking isn't cheating."

"And I wasn't cheating looking at them, either." She crossed her arms.

Pearce frowned. Not a good sign. "You seemed to have an unusual interest in them, is all."

She threw up her hands. "They looked like they were nice kids and having a good time. What's wrong with laughing?"

"I don't know; is laughing usually described as cute?"

She blew a breath up her face against a blonde curl.

I sighed. "All right, all right. Look, I'm sorry."

She pouted. "You don't have any problems pointing out chicks in tight shorts, but if I point out some cute guys, oh holy hell..."

Pearce frowned, knowing she was right. They hadn't made it this far in their marriage without having a good understanding of each other and making compromises. He started the car, but sat idling. "Okay, look." He held up his hand. "I promise this week not to be jealous."

She arched an eyebrow at him. "We're going to be secluded."

"Doesn't matter. I promise."

She rolled her eyes. "Whatever."

He touched her leg. "I mean it. I'm sorry."

They had a game they played when having an argument such as this. A solemn promise followed by consequences for failing. The consequences were meant to remind the breaker of the purpose of the promise: the punishment fits the crime. If the crime kept occurring, then no sex for a month.

She made a resigned face, and nodded.

He put the Subaru into gear and they headed off up the mountain road.

~ ~ ~
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Lewis and Clark Trails Campground was busier in the early part of the year and mid-summer. They had chosen late August to both avoid the crowds and enjoy the cooler weather.

Sweaty camping was just yucky.

Becky was tying her hiking shoes. "What if the spot's taken?"

"This time of year?" Pearce shook his head.

"Sure, why not? We can't be the only ones who don't like the heat."

Pearce rolled down the window and paid the camping fee. They wouldn't be using their spot except to park. They would, however, use the restrooms and showers.

Pearce had in mind the lakeside spot they had used before. It was up one of the long hiking trails from the campground and offered spectacular views of the crystal blue lake. Nestled on a ridge over the lake was an enormous boulder. Successive hikers had made it into a well-worn campsite with a nice firepit and well-placed sitting rocks and logs. The trees were tall enough that the entire site was shaded and very private.

He looked forward to a nice, relaxing week with his wife and some good playtime. A little frolic in the lake, some tent-antics. Yeah. Just the ticket.

They opened the back and began dragging out their heavy backpacks. His was heavier than hers. She carried much of the lightweight stuff; he was more muscular and could handle the weight. He helped her put on her pack, settling the weight and adjusting her straps.

"Good?" he said.

She nodded and gave him a ready smile. She had put on her ballcap.

Pearce grinned at her. She looked sexy in her shorts and cap. He lifted his pack and shrugged into the straps.

Becky grunted, lifting a little from the back to help him.

He adjusted the straps and wriggled his shoulders. "Yep, good to go."

She said, "You remember which path?"

"I remember."

They set off, moving with the stiff bounce of their hiking boots. At thirty-six, Pearce felt strong and fit – even if his light brown hair was thinning drastically on top.

The pine smells and cool breeze made for the perfect hike.

Still, they were panting by the time they had reached the top of the trail almost a half hour later. Through the trees, they could see the brilliant blue water of the lake.

Taking a very small side trail, they wended their way through ferns and up a large ridge. The lake was below them now, just thirty or forty paces down a steep trail to their left.

The boulder was ahead. It soared from the earth maybe fifteen feet into the air. The trees made a nice circle around it and the branches overhead let in little patches of sunlight.

Pearce beamed. "See? No one here."

Becky moved to a sitting rock and rested the bottom of her pack on it. Then she undid her straps. "I think I'll take a dip after we set up." She wiped her brow.

"Sounds good. Let's do it." Pearce removed his pack and they began digging in to hers to remove the tent.

The three-man tent was designed for fast erection. They used the extra space for clothing and food.

Settling their packs against each other, they began unpacking the contents.

She said, "All right, I'm going to change."

Pearce watched her climb into the tent. He smiled, thinking of a little nighttime activity later.

She came back out in her bikini. She wanted to lay out a little if the sun permitted and try to get a tan.

He knew she wouldn't get one that lasted for more than a few days. She was too pale and would just pink a little before settling back to white. But he wasn't going to argue her running around in a bikini.

He watched her go down the trail to the edge of the lake.

They had been up here before and seen the campsite. At one visit, the site was already taken by an older couple – bikers by the looks of them. The man with the gray beard had motioned around the rock. "There's another campsite on the other side."

They hadn't wanted to share the spot, but it was the best they were going to get that year. Which is why they had resolved to come later in the year.

Most families now had kids in school and the summer vacation time was over.

The campground, a twenty-minute walk below them, had almost been empty.

Pearce scoured the surroundings for firewood; it was easy to come by. Fallen logs, branches and twigs were so plentiful that he didn't think campers in this one spot would ever make a dent in the supply. Some areas of the forest there were tangles and unpassable. What was taken was replaced by more falling.

He built up a good supply and began the fire.

Becky came back up looking refreshed.

He said, "How's the water?"

She was pebbled with tiny goosebumps. "Cold." But she was grinning.

"Think it'll be my turn."

"Okay. I'll break out dinner." It wasn't late in the day, but up where they were the sun set behind the mountains early.

He moved close and gave her a kiss. Then he ran his fingers between her legs and pushed the material of her bikini up into her pussy. The cloth was still wet.

She laughed. "Naughty man." She rubbed at his shorts while he pressed more and more of her bikini into her.

He hummed happily, wiggling his fingers around.

She tensed. "Careful, the material is kinda thin."

They both heard the small ripping sound.

He withdrew his hand. "Oh, shit."

She made a face. "Bah." She felt around. "It's all right; it's just separated at the seam."

"Lemme see." He reached his hand back and gently felt around. "Yeah, on the edge. Sorry."

She laughed. "That's okay. This was a cheap set anyway."

He moved his fingers around and then slowly toyed with her pussy again, pushing the material back into it. More went in, this time. "Hey, I kinda like this."

She coughed and pushed him away, laughing. "That's enough. Go for your dip. If I let you play all day, there won't be anything left of my bikini."

He chuckled. "That was the idea."

She rolled her eyes and waved him on.

He trotted down the path as fast as he could and down to the water's edge. A little inlet with trees growing right up to the shore provided a little bit of privacy, unless someone went for a long swim out in the lake. The far side was too far to see details. A stream fed the lake several paces away and from which they could get water higher up.

He took off his shirt and waded in.

The water was cold, but not too cold. It was when he got out, feeling refreshed, that the breeze hit him. He shivered.

He made his way up to the campsite while putting on a clean t-shirt.

He was just approaching when he saw four men spread out from the other trail and gawk with open mouths.

Pearce hurried the last few steps into the campsite.

Becky was kneeling half in and out of the tent, reaching inside and rummaging for something. Her ass was in the air and her bikini bottoms still mostly pushed into her hole. The tear was obvious, showing the side of her pussy.

Pearce panicked; the guys were staring. He said loudly, "Hi." He tried to move in front of his wife to cover her ass.

Becky said, "I'm here, honey."

He twisted slightly and cleared his throat. "Visitors."

She squawked and turned. There wasn't much room in the mouth of the tent and the whole thing shook as she hit a strut. She flopped over, landing on her ass.

Pearce tried to stand in front of her. The guys were leaning around him and moving apart to see. The side of her pussy was exposed all the way to the lip.

One of the guys said, "Wow."

Becky got up quickly, blushing a deep and blotchy red.

One of them said, "Oh, sorry. We uh..."

A short one said, "This was our camping spot."

The first one said, "Not anymore it ain't."

Pearce said, "Yeah, taken." He recognized them now – the cute guys from the gas station.

Becky said, "Sorry, guys. But there's a spot on the other side of the boulder."

The boys looked at each other. "Oh..."

Pearce wanted to stomp on her foot. He smiled instead.

The most handsome of the guys who looked like he was in charge nodded. "All right. You got here first. Um, sorry about, um..." He scratched his head glancing at Becky. Then he stuck out his hand. "Finn."

Pearce shook it. "I'm Pearce and this is my wife, Becky."

Finn pointed. "Short guy there is Matt. Sasquatch there is Andrew—"

"Andy," said Andrew.

Finn ignored him. "And he's Wayne."

Wayne looked kind of shy. He was staring at Becky's bikini with a bright blush.

Finn said, "Guys, let's go." He said to Pearce, "Sorry about... Umm..."

The guys moved away whispering to each other but were easily heard.

Matt said, "Dude, did you see that? You could almost see her whole pussy."

Andrew said, "She's a hot one."

Finn said, "Would you shut up?"

Wayne moaned. "I wish I woulda gotten a picture."

Andrew said, "I did. I'll share it with you."

Their whispers moved around the rock.

Pearce blew out a breath. "Fuck, why didn't you change?"

Becky whispered, "I didn't think anyone was going to be around."

"Were you deliberately trying to show off your pussy?"

She dropped her mouth open in shock and anger. "No."

"Are you sure you didn't linger down there on your ass when you saw they were those guys from the gas station?"

Her mouth closed and firmed. "No. But..."

"But what?"

Her eyes fumed. "Is that jealousy I hear?"

Pearce opened his mouth and then closed it. He made a disgusted noise.

She nodded at him. "Mm hmm."

"Hey, look, it wasn't me down there flashing everybody."

She poked him in the chest. "It was an accident and you're jealous. You promised not to be. There will be punishment."

"What? How?"

She firmed her lips into a straight line. "They'll be camping over there on the other side. Looks like we might be sharing a campfire with some new friends."

"Don't you dare."

Her mouth dropped open again. "Double punishment. Do you really want to try for three? And a month of no sex?" Her eyes squinted and she leaned close, danger dripping from her voice. "Come on, you know you can do it. Make it three and I'll walk over there right now just like this."

Pearce snapped his mouth shut. Fuck.

She smiled. "That's better." She trailed a finger over his t-shirt. "Who knows, might be fun talking to them."

He very carefully kept his mouth shut.
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CHAPTER 2
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Pearce glowered for the next hour. The sun was beginning to set. He had watched the guys spread out to search for firewood.

Becky, having changed into shorts, prepared the soup.

Dinner was quiet as they listened to the reflected sounds of the guys laughing on the other side of the huge rock.

Pearce finally said, "I don't think you should go over there."

"I was going to invite them over here. Our pit is bigger."

He scowled. "I don't want four guys checking out my wife—"

"Is that jealousy again?"

"It is not."

She glared at him. "Is too. I think I'll be inviting them every night to share our fire."

"Becky..."

She frowned. "The pot needs to be rinsed."

"I know, I was going to do it."

"No, I will. Because you're being jealous."

The stream feeding the lake in this spot was on the other side of the boulder where the guys were.

"Becky..."

She gave him an angry glare. "Your promises mean nothing?"

He wanted to break a rock in half, but he wasn't angry at her; he was angry at himself. Dammit. "I'm sorry."

"That's a start. You still have to suffer the punishment. Think I'll change for it."

"Becky, don't be putting—"

She held up a finger. "Don't tell me how I'm going to punish you. I hear jealousy again. Speak one more word and I put the bikini back on."

He opened his mouth and then shut it, quickly. It wasn’t that she wore the pants in the family, it was that the grieved party in their game called the shots on punishment. If he felt grieved, she suffered. When she did, he suffered. It was up to the person who felt grieved and they had both agreed it was a sound plan that avoided arguments over stupid things.

She smiled, "That’s a good boy." She patted his knee and got up.

He watched her get into the tent and zip it. He heard her changing.

When she came out, he almost said something. She was wearing a tiny tube top over her flat chest and her skimpiest jeans shorts. She said, "How do I look?"

He considered his words carefully. "Tasty."

She giggled, then her face got very serious. "Good. Because they're going to see me in this as your punishment." She took his bowl and set it in the pot with hers. Lifting them, she waved her fingers at him.

Pearce watched her walk around the rock. From behind, he could see her ass cheeks hanging out from behind. A good two inches of cheek showed underneath. She's going to show them her ass? Why didn't I keep my mouth shut?

~ ~ ~
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Pearce paced. He could hear the guys talking, but couldn't make out words. Becky had been over there far, far longer than the time it took to rinse the pot and bowls.

He sighed and walked around the boulder.

Becky was sitting, laughing at something. She was sitting naturally, knees a little apart.

Pearce frowned. The four guys were sitting opposite her, sort of close together - looking at her. He knew they would see all the way up her legs to her crotch. The jeans covering it was too thin to adequately hide everything; he had admired her in them before.

As he came around the edge of a sitting log behind the guys, he could see her legs weren't open enough for the guys to see anything but the crotch of her jeans.

She looked up at him and smiled. "Hi, honey."

Finn said, "Oh, hey, Mister Rollins. Have a seat."

Pearce was taken aback by the sincere respect he heard in the young man's voice. "Oh, um, sure." What’s this? Buttering me up so he can keep staring at my wife?

Becky said, "We were talking about their hiking club."

"Oh? Club?"

Andrew, the tall one, nodded solemnly. "In college."

Pearce said, "What college?"

Finn said, "Eastside Christian."

Pearce raised his eyebrows. Christian boys. Good, my wife is safe. "Ah yeah?"

Matt, the thick muscular one, said, "Yeah, we come up here twice a year to drink and take in the beauty."

"Drink?" Pearce frowned.

Finn grinned. "We have a full selection of Scotch and Rum."

Wayne pouted. "Yeah, I had to carry them all."

Becky giggled.

Pearce said, "Isn't drinking a sin for a Christian?"

Matt grunted. "Maybe for some. The first miracle Jesus performed was turning water to wine so the wedding party could keep going."

Andrew said, "A lot of weird churches out there claim otherwise. I think they'd rewrite the Bible if they could."

Finn laughed and nodded.

Pearce blinked. "Ah, well..."

Finn said, "We were going to break it out tomorrow evening if you want to join in. You're both invited."

Pearce was shaking his head. "Nah, I don't think—"

Becky glared at him with furious warnings in her eyes. "We'd be delighted."

He shared a look with his wife and knew he was skirting open-jealousy. He clamped his mouth shut. Why do I have such a problem with this?

Becky gave him a critical eye and then opened her legs a little more. She turned a smile to the boys. "How long are you going to be camping here?"

"The week," said Finn.

Becky clapped her hands together. "So are we."

Pearce saw Wayne's mouth open; his eyes were directed at Becky's thin strip of jeans covering her pussy.

Andrew said, "You're welcome at our fire."

Becky shook her head. "Oh, no. Come over to ours tomorrow. We insist."

Finn flashed a nice smile at her. "All right, we will."

She rose, "See you boys tomorrow."

A disappointed chorus of goodbyes met her preparations to go. Then four breaths caught as she leaned down to pick up the pot and bowls. When she turned, all four boys and Pearce had a spectacular view of her little ass-cheeks hanging out of her too-short jeans.

There were a few wistful sighs before Pearce rose to follow her.

Back in their camp, he grabbed her arm. "Why were you doing that?"

She looked at him with serious eyes. "Doing what?"

"Flashing them everything you had?"

"I'm fully covered. It was your punishment."

"I don't like it."

"Why not?" She raised her eyebrows, cocked a hip and placed her fist on it.

"I don't want a bunch of kids gawking at your ass."

She leaned forward and tapped a finger against his chest to her words. "There's that jealousy again."

He sighed in frustration. "I don't want you exposing yourself like that. It has nothing to do with jealousy."

She laughed. "Of course it does."

He stopped talking because he knew she was right.

She smiled at him. "That's better. You're going to dig your punishment deeper and deeper unless you make a commitment to keep your promise."

He hugged her. "I'm sorry."

She hugged him back. "So..."

It was her way of suggesting some fun stuff. He grinned. "Uh, yeah."

~ ~ ~
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Pearce slid into her quietly. He whispered, "Ah, yeah."

She whispered back. "You got excited fast. Was it those boys checking me out?"

He froze, his cock twitching. "No. You feel pretty wet."

She giggled. "I had four cute guys checking me out."

"You liked that?" Pearce frowned in the dark of the tent.

"It was flattering."

"Don't I flatter you enough?"

She reached up and kissed him. "Yes."

"Then why do you need other guys to feel—"

"It was nice, Pearce. That's all. It was fun being the center of attention."

He grunted in thought. "I guess."

"It was harmless."

"They saw your ass."

She snorted. "Big deal. Ass cheek is everywhere on a beach."

"We're not on the beach; we're high in the mountains with four probably very horny guys just around the rock."

She giggled. "Sounds like fun."

"Fun? What?"

"Teasing them. Relax."

He pumped harder. "You belong to me."

She clung to him. "Of course I do." She giggled again. "I wonder if any of them are masturbating over there thinking of me?"

Pearce squeezed his eyes shut and tried to muffle his groan. His cock burst inside her, sending his squirts fast and hot into her pussy.

She gasped and shivered. "Wow, what was that? Did that thought excite you or something?"
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CHAPTER 3
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Morning was a mix of birds singing and distant laughter. Pearce was out first and hiked down the trail to the showers. His wife wanted to sleep in a little and would be down later.

He showered at the Lewis and Clark Restrooms under a Lewis and Clark showerhead. He wondered if either Lewis or Clark had gone into business making showerheads in their retirement. Did they have showerheads back then? Gravity-fed? He was sure they did.

He hiked back up the trail slowly, avoiding becoming overheated.

Wayne passed him going down on the way back. The kid blushed. "Hi, Mister Rollins."

He stopped. "Pearce. Don't be so formal."

"Oh." He looked down and laughed. "Guess I'm just used to it."

Pearce waved and continued up the trail. Back in the camp, Becky was stretching outside the tent. She was wearing a t-shirt and sleeping shorts, her ballcap on her head. He said, "The water is still tepid." It always was.

She shrugged. "A lukewarm shower is better than none." She reached down and grabbed her towel and small bag.

Finn was coming around the rock and heard. "Yeah, none of us can stand going without one."

Becky smiled. "You're going?"

He nodded.

She said, "I'll walk with you."

Pearce wanted to say something, but didn't. What could I say to that?

Becky kissed him on the lips and then walked off with Finn.

He glanced at the food pack and then down the trail. He wanted to follow them, but in the end resisted the urge. He began making breakfast.

~ ~ ~
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He heard Becky's voice a little over an hour later. Breakfast was ready, and the scrambled eggs just done.

She was being pulled by Finn, their hands clasped. "I'm okay now, thanks." She flashed the boy a smile. She was wearing her jeans shorts and tube top again.

He nodded at her and let go.

Pearce waited until she had put her things away and settled next to him. He motioned with his head. "What was all that about?"

"What was what?"

"The hand-holding?"

"Oh, these flip-flops suck on the trail. I slipped twice. He was nice and helped me up the trail."

He grunted. "Huh."

"He was very nice." She nudged him.

"What'd you talk about?"

"His schooling. How he wants to go into the army as a chaplain after college."

"A chaplain?"

"I guess so."

They were eating.

He said, "Well, as long as he was nice."

Matt and Andrew passed by heading to the showers. They both said, "Good morning Mister and Mrs. Rollins."

Pearce and Becky waved.

He took the cooking gear past the rock after they finished to rinse in the stream.

The four college guys had four small one-man tents and four hammocks strung up between trees. It almost looked like a big spider web. Finn was in one hammock, reading a book. He waved.

He rinsed downstream from the dug-out drinking-spot and made his way back.

Finn called out, "Do any fishing?"

"Yep, but Becky doesn't."

He nodded. "When you going?"

"Probably in a few minutes."

Finn rolled out of the hammock. "Mind if I follow?"

"Oh, no, sure."

"I'll grab my gear."

Pearce didn't wait; he still had to get his. In their camp, he said to Becky, "Going fishing. Finn's coming along."

She gave him a bright smile. "That sounds nice. I might come down a little later and sun."

"All right."

Finn came into the camp with his tackle and collapsible rod. "All ready."

Pearce nodded and then leaned down to kiss Becky. "Try not to burn."

~ ~ ~
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Pearce chuckled. "I don't know."

Finn tossed a hand. "I mean, come on, there's a billion lakes and mountains in America and Lewis and Clark went to them all?"

He shrugged. "I guess they got around?"

"Yeah, and then they discovered the Lewis and Clark Restrooms, I'm sure."

Pearce laughed. "I guess that does sound sort of ridiculous."

"Well, think about it. The Lewis and Clark Campground? What? Did they pull their Winnebago in one day when Sacajawea said it was a good spot to camp?"

He laughed harder. "Uh..."

"They couldn't have possibly covered every single trail and campground attributed to them in eight lifetimes."

Pearce snorted and cast out his line.

"Ten."

He chuckled. "You know, you're right. There's probably well over a million trails and camping spots with their name on it. Plus restrooms, rest stops, lodges, bike trails, fishing holes..."

Finn looked perturbed. "It's ridiculous, I tell you."

~ ~ ~
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The sun was past its zenith when Pearce had caught his two fish. "There's dinner tonight."

"Those are nice."

"Enough for leftovers tomorrow. Good refried with a squeeze of lemon."

"I still need another. I'll catch you later."

"Sure thing, Finn. Don't let the fish pull you in."

The kid chuckled.

He made his way through the trees around the edge, heading for the rock Becky liked to use to sun. He saw the rock though the trees and stopped.

Becky was laying back on it in her bikini. She had only brought the one and it was torn at the seam in the crotch, thanks to his rough fingers. The other three college campers were sitting beside her, talking to her about something.

He moved closer, peering around trees.

She was flat on her back, legs together to hide the tear. But her eyes were closed.

The boys were nudging each other while they talked to her. Phones were out and they were taking pictures. Matt fiddled at his crotch, adjusting himself.

Pearce fumed. Dammit. Why couldn't she have worn something more concealing? He moved out from the trees and made his way to the rock.

Phones disappeared.

Andrew said, "Oh, hey, Mister Rollins."

"It's Pearce, Andrew."

Andrew frowned. "Andy."

He nodded. "Yes, Andy, sorry."

Becky was smiling at him. "Catch any?"

"Got two. Maybe you've sunned enough? You're starting to pink a bit."

She gave him a suspicious look but then looked at her arms. "Oh, yeah. I guess so." She looked back and forth between him and the three guys. She held out her hand to Pearce. "Help me up."

He pulled and she kept her legs together until she was standing. Thank god for some sense of decency in you...

She gave him a knowing look.

The three were staring at her little ass in the bikini.

He guided her past him and he followed her up the ledge. From behind, he could see a hint of the tear. He would have to tell her about being followed from behind if she was going uphill.

She was back in her jean shorts and tube top for dinner. She reached for the pan. The paper plates went into the fire.

He said, "I'll do it."

"No, that's okay. I was going to invite the boys over."

He opened his mouth to say something but she gave him a warning look. He let out a breath. "Okay."

A bright smile lit up her face.

He watched her little ass cheeks jiggle out from under her jeans as she went around the rock.

She came back ten minutes later with four guys in tow, each holding a bottle of alcohol and wearing grins. Finn had a big poncho blanket around him. She said, "Settle in, boys."

Pearce threw some more of the larger bits of wood into the fire.

She settled next to her husband while the boys all took the other side, facing her. But she kept her knees together.

At least at first.

She chose rum and was handed a bottle for a swig. Matt had to get up and stretch to reach her.

Pearce chose rum, also. Sounded tastier than Scotch.

Andrew was griping about the Supreme Court.

Pearce was trying to follow his reasoning. "How is it unfair?"

The tall boy threw up a hand. "Try getting a Christian elected to the Supreme Court. A real Christian. Almost impossible. Everyone starts crying that religion has no place on the bench. But three Jewish justices?"

"Aren't the other ones Catholic?"

"Oh, sure. Anyone can claim to be Catholic. American Catholicism has been neutered. Anything goes. They're even afraid to mention Jesus for fear of offending someone. Most of the Catholic justices take their leads from the Jewish ones. What, only Thomas is a holdout? He might be the only real Christian on the bench."

He shook his head. "Why does it matter?"

Finn's face was earnest. "The battle against Christian expression has been going for decades and even longer. The Jewish minority complains about Christmas carols until they're banned but do you possibly believe any Jewish activity would be banned? Where's the fairness?"

Matt said, "Then there's the acceptance of muslim calls to prayer and using public property in Michigan. If Christians held prayer services at city hall anywhere in the US, the ACLU would shut them down."

Pearce shrugged. "The times are always changing."

Wayne grumped. "Not for the better."

He shrugged again. "What's the use complaining about it? Adapt to the opposition and overcome."

Silence descended on the four college boys.

Finn nodded. "Maybe."

Pearce swigged back another drink. "Look, America has almost made a cottage industry of complaining and finger-pointing. Emails circulate daily about the latest outrage. Clinton will be impeached for it, then Bush. No, we need to hang Bush. Then Obama comes in promising to change it all, but it's exactly more of the same."

Wayne was nodding.

Pearce said, "It's all show. The criminals at the top want everyone fighting."

Andrew grunted. "Yeah... they do."

He passed the bottle. "If Christianity is your focus, take it to the people, not the government."

Looks were shared.

Matt looked thoughtful. "Yeah... Maybe."

Becky took a bottle from Matt again and said, "So maybe we can talk about the latest wardrobe malfunction, instead?"

Pearce knew she hated politics. He looked at her funny. "Let's not." I don't want to talk about her bikini.

She was looking at him funny, then recognition hit her face. "I mean, like Britney's or Miley's."

Finn chuckled. "You really get into all that?"

She giggled. "Um, no. It's just better than talking about politics."

"Oh, sorry. I guess we get carried away."

Pearce said, "It's easy to. Blame everyone and everything."

Andrew said, "It's big on campus."

Pearce thought, Like a disease spreading...

Finn said, "Becky said you own a franchise?"

"Yeah, a hoagie joint."

"Good money?"

He moved his head to the side and back. "We're on vacation for a week..."

Andrew chuckled.

It was dark and the air was chill.

Becky said to Finn, "You came prepared."

"I use it in place of my sleeping bag. It's all wool and warm."

"Shoot, next time I need one of those. We didn't bring blankets."

Finn opened up the side of the poncho. "You can sit under it, if you want. Plenty of room."

Pearce opened his mouth to say no.

Becky was already up. "Oh, thank heavens. I think my teeth are about to chatter." She sat down against him and he pulled the poncho shut – his arm around her shoulder. She said, "Thank you."

Wayne looked stunned and as if he regretted bringing a blanket.

Finn said, "Is that okay?"

She leaned a little more into him and took a bottle. She nodded. "Very warm." She took a drink. When she passed the bottle, she settled back against his arm.

Finn shifted his arm to get more comfortable. His arm gripping the poncho was around her neck and his hand hanging down in front. He said, "Oops, sorry. I didn't mean to do that."

Becky giggled. "It's not like I have anything up there anyway."

He looked embarrassed. "Oh, well... Um, they're fine."

"I have almost no boobs at all. There's nothing there to touch even if it wasn't an accident."

Andrew was frowning. "Dude, you touched her boobs? Her husband is sitting right here. Not cool."

Matt grumped. "Wasn't like we could all see it."

Pearce opened his mouth, frowning.

Becky was watching him with an eyebrow raised in expectation.

He shut his mouth.
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CHAPTER 4
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Pearce felt trashed.

So did everyone else.

Becky was giggling and hiccupping. Then she said, "I told you nothing was there."

Finn laughed. "Sorry."

"It's all right, touch it all you want, but you won't be getting anything out of it."

His hand moved under the poncho.

Becky giggled. "See? Nothing there." Then she gasped. "Um, no, not under the top." She jerked under the poncho and Finn jumped.

He grunted. "Hey, no fair tickling."

She blinked at him. "What are you talking about?"

He said, "I'm ticklish, I can't help it."

Pearce felt jealousy, but saw the evil twinkle in Becky's eye toward Finn. They're just playing...

Finn jumped. "Hey!"

Becky was laughing, her arm moving under the poncho. Finn began squirming violently. Finally he pulled Becky down across his lap on her back and attacked her sides and armpits.

She squealed and laughed, poking her finger up into his side.

Finn was laughing. "How many arms do you have?" 

The poncho pulled off of Becky from the waist down because she was flailing her legs. Matt and Wayne had a great view of her crotch and the barely-there jeans covering it. Both boys dropped their mouths open.

Becky squirmed, still fighting to get in some tickles. But she knew when she was outmatched. "All right, all right, I'll stop."

Both she and Finn were panting.

Pearce felt really dizzy.

She said, "And I'm getting cold again."

Finn said, "You want back under the blanket? No more tickles."

"Oh, all right." She straightened and settled next to him. The poncho came back around her.

Andrew said, "I think I'll lie down for a while." He had been sucking down the Scotch.

Becky said, "Is this all you boys have? How's it supposed to last the week?"

Matt winked at her. "We have plenty."

Pearce tried to stand. He groaned. "Think I'll lie down for a bit, too." He made it to the tent and crawled in. He was asleep before he could think about it.

~ ~ ~
[image: ]


Pearce tried to cover himself with something; it was chilly. Then he remembered he had left Becky out there. He raised his head and looked out. Then he rolled and leaned his head to see.

The boys had left except for Finn. He was still sitting with Becky by the fire. They were talking about something, her head resting on his shoulder.

The poncho moved slightly where his hand would be hanging down over her breast.

Pearce froze, if a shaky dizziness could be frozen.

Becky turned her head and she and Finn kissed. It was a light kiss – something exploratory.

Pearce couldn't breathe. He felt a twisting in his gut – an alien worm of jealousy growing and gnawing at his insides. His shoulders tickled with the tense sensation of suspicion.

His wife broke the kiss and leaned her head against him again. She said, "That was nice." Her words were slurred.

He could barely hear it over the low crackling of the fire.

Finn said, "You're a beautiful woman, Becky. Pearce is a lucky man."

She smiled and snuggled her head into the boy's neck.

The poncho continued to move over her breast. But they didn't kiss anymore and nothing else happened that Pearce could see.

When she came to the tent an hour later, she pulled off her tube top and shorts. She got into her t-shirt without bothering with panties or sleeping shorts. She climbed into her bag and dropped almost immediately into a deep sleep – her arm out and draped over Pearce's chest.

~ ~ ~
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Pearce awoke early, feeling as if someone had packed his head with fuzzy confusion. Did I really see her kiss Finn last night? Had he been groping her? Why hadn't I said anything? Does she love him or something? Was she boozed out of her mind? Do I even ask?

He went for his shower, almost running. He knew in his heart she would take the opportunity to run to Finn when he did.

But when he got back, she was still asleep where he had left her. I worried for nothing? He sighed heavily and set about starting breakfast. Oatmeal this time.

She climbed out and rubbed a blonde curl out of her eyes. "Uhhh... Did I oversleep?" She had pulled on her sleep shorts.

He checked his watch. "No, not really."

Finn and Matt walked by, heading to the showers. They waved.

Becky perked up a little. "Guess I'll hit the showers, too." She collected her things and hurried off after the boys.

Pearce ran a hand through his thinning hair. What now? He got up and paced.

He followed after a few minutes, knowing she wouldn't be in a better mood until she had bathed. He walked down until he could just see the building with the showers.

Matt came out first, heading up the trail.

Pearce moved into the trees until he was sure he wouldn't be seen.

Matt passed.

Finn had come out and was leaning against the wall of the building. Becky came out a moment later and they began walking.

Finn took her hand. They were smiling and talking about something. Suddenly, Finn pulled her off the trail.

Pearce frowned. What's this? He stepped out, looking down the slope. He could see them moving into the trees on the other side.

Crouching, he moved towards them. A flash of them here and there grew until he stopped behind a tree. He carefully leaned so one eye could see around it.

Finn had her up against a tree, kissing her. She was gripping his forearms as his hands gripped her waist. Their heads moved together for a few minutes, and then he broke the kiss.

He heard Finn say, "Thank you."

Becky giggled. "You're welcome. Bring back memories?"

They were walking, coming towards him. Pearce edged around the tree the other way.

Finn said, "Yeah, I guess. It still almost seemed like I dreamt it."

"No, we kissed. You were stroking my boob and it felt nice."

Pearce heard a light slap. "I was really doing that? I'm so sorry."

"No, that's okay. It was nice."

Pearce continued to edge around the tree, risking a few single-eyed peeks. They were back on the trail. Finn's hand was on his forehead.

The boy said, "I'm really, really sorry."

Becky laughed. "Would you stop it? I said it was nice. I just didn't think you'd get anything out of it."

Their voices were starting to dwindle.

He said, "I don't know; I slept with a hard-on almost all night."

Becky's giggle got more distant.

Pearce clutched at the tree. They had kissed. He had fondled her boob under the poncho. But then she had come to bed and held me. What's going on here?

He walked back up the trail after he knew they were gone. He went past the camp and to the lake. Then he followed the wandering trail along it to the small trail leading up between the campsite and the water's edge.

Becky smiled brightly. "There you are."

"Ah, just went down to the lake to take in the view."

She pulled the pot of water off the rock at the fire's edge. She poured some in both their oatmeal bowls. "Yeah, think I'll lay out again."

He accepted his bowl.

They ate sitting together on one of the logs.

He sat, not talking, thinking about her. She's sitting next to me and touching – as if she still loves me. But she was kissing Finn fifteen minutes ago. What's the deal? This doesn't sound like how it is on TV. He nudged her and said, "Love you."

She smiled and leaned more against him. "I love you, too."

He risked his better judgment. "I had this crazy dream you kissed Finn last night." His heart hammered in his chest. There, it's out.

She giggled nervously. Her voice was airy and dismissive. "Oh really? That's sort of an odd dream."

Pearce frowned. And this is an odd convo. So, she's willing to hide the fact she did kiss him from me, but still tells me she loves me and seems like she means it? How far would she go in hiding whatever she was doing?

She got up a few minutes later and went into the tent.

Pearce took the bowls and washed them.

Andrew and Matt were sitting at their fire and waved to him.

Finn was in his hammock, that poncho covering him. He gave Pearce a friendly smile.

Yeah, smiling at what? That you kissed my wife? His heart began thudding again in his chest. How far would Becky go? Kissing only? More touching? Would she get back under the poncho tonight? He washed the bowls.

He walked back to his camp, giving the boys no more than a friendly smile.

Becky was just leaving. She turned at his sound and waved. She had her towel wrapped around her waist covering the bikini bottoms.

Pearce smiled and waved back. At least she's being modest. But would she be showing herself after she laid on the towel? That gave him an idea that made his heart race again.

When she was gone from sight down the trail, he entered their tent. Her jean shorts and tube top were neatly folded – so were her sleep clothes. Her hiking shorts were packed away; she would wear them on the way down when they left. She had one full set of jeans in case it got too cold, and a slinky jogging short that fit loose on her. She would wear the jogging shorts when she felt the jeans shorts were getting dirty.

He lifted the jeans shorts and dug his pocket knife from his back pocket. He flicked out the tiny blade and spread the material at the crotch. How far would she go? Would she notice? He began making tiny cuts out from the heavy crotch seam at the thinner material, fraying it. He made several quarter-inch cuts. It wouldn't expose her hole, but more of the sides of her pussy would show.

It was then, as he was thinking of her putting on more of a show without her realization she was, that he realized his penis was firm and throbbing. He looked at the cuts and shook out the shorts. He looked at them from inside, as if he would if he were to put them on. No way she's going to notice those cuts. But the boys will. His cock began flexing. He began panting. They're going to be staring at my wife's pussy, and she won't know.

With shaking hands, he went back to work on them, making the cuts even longer.

~ ~ ~
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Pearce wandered down to the rock where she sunned an hour later.

A dripping wet Andrew was sitting Indian-style next to her, talking.

Becky grinned at him. She was lying on her stomach, perched up on her forearms. Her perky little ass stuck up, half of it exposed by the style of the bikini.

Andrew tried not to look at it as Pearce approached.

She said to her husband, "Andy was just telling me about Wyoming."

Andrew said, "Glad to get away. Kind of dull there."

Pearce said, "Really? Looks like such a beautiful state."

Andrew shrugged. "Parts of it. But dull for young people."

He could see his wife's legs closed enough so as not to expose the tear. "Think I'll go for a swim. You're starting to pink again."

Becky made a face. "Yeah, I think I've sunned enough." She carefully got up under Andrew's hungry gaze. She exposed nothing and wrapped the towel around her waist. "See you back at the camp."

Andrew said, "Guess I'll come with you."

Pearce went for a swim. So Andy wants a view of Becky that she's not giving? He thought of the bikini. They need a little work, too. Yes. His cock firmed in the water, even thought it was cold. Yes, definitely.

He got back into camp a half hour later.

She was sitting in her jeans shorts, normal fashion. "Good swim?"

Andy was sitting across from her, his gaze down to her shorts.

"Yeah, just the thing to shake off last night's drinking." He could see his wife's jeans crotch. The sides of her pussy were much better exposed now – the fleshy mound distinctly visible at the edges.

He ducked into the tent to change. Zipping down the cover for privacy, he changed into his regular shorts. Then he lifted his wife's bikini bottoms from where they were draped on her hiking boots. He quickly opened the small blade of his pocket knife and went to work. He cut along the seam, lengthening the tear a half inch on both sides. A full inch more of opening ought to expose her better. His cock twitched. Would she notice? Would the boys? His cock firmed more. Why do I want them seeing her pussy? Why am I getting so excited?
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CHAPTER 5
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Pearce sat beside his wife again that night.

They boys were all arrayed on the opposite side from her, their eyes shining with hunger and need.

Becky was oblivious to her exposure, but was loving the attention. She glowed in the firelight.

When Pearce had used the opportunity of moving over to the other side to pass a bottle back, he had glanced at his wife's normal sitting position. With knees parted just a foot and a half, he could see right up to her jeans crotch. The material still covered her hole completely, but the sides of her pussy puffed out at the frayed edges where he had made the cuts.

He became semi-hard in his shorts watching the four college boys staring hungrily at his wife. He felt not a speck of jealousy – the odd emotion strangely absent. He felt instead a glowing pride that his wife attracted so much attention. He wished he had made the cuts bigger.

He wanted to see them panting as they looked at her pussy. Yes...

Becky rubbed her arms. "That poncho available again?"

Finn smiled happily and held it open.

Wayne pouted. "I'm going to steal that thing."

She got up and moved over to sit in Finn's open embrace. He pulled the poncho around her as she snuggled to him.

Pearce tried to drink slow; he didn't want to find himself nodding off like the previous night.

Drinks passed back and forth for an hour before Becky yelped.

She scowled playfully at Finn. "Hey."

"Sorry. I thought you liked that."

"Well... Not..." She sounded as if trying to say something without saying it for everyone to hear.

"I won't."

"No, it's okay."

Pearce couldn't follow what was going on.

Finns hand moved slowly under the poncho, up high and then down. His hand went still.

Becky's eyes closed and her mouth dropped open.

A tiny bit of movement under the poncho and Pearce clued in that Finn had slid his hand down her top. Everyone watched her turn her head to Finn with her mouth open. The boy looked down at her and smiled.

Suddenly, Becky yelped. "Ouch. No pinching."

Then Finn jumped. "Hey, no tickling." He jumped again. Then there was a flurry of activity under the poncho.

Pearce said, "Is she being bad?"

The boy was gasping, trying to squirm away and also get in his own tickles.

Pearce stood, taking a swig. He handed the bottle to Matt. Then he reached down and gripped his wife's ankles. "Give me a hand, boys. Grab her."

Becky screamed playfully. She struggled to remove her legs from her husband's grip as he lifted and pulled.

Matt and Andrew reached in and grabbed her arms. Wayne lifted her hips and Becky was suspended in the air. The right side of her tube top was shifted down dangerously low.

Finn kept tickling her.

Pearce said, "Wayne, take a leg."

The boy grabbed her left leg. One arm was over and around her calf. The other was gripping the backside of her thigh.

Becky giggled insanely. "Put me down."

Finn kept tickling.

Pearce pulled her right leg straight out and open. Her jeans barely covered her hole. The fleshy mound of her pussy was open and inviting looks. He reached a hand up and tickled her flat belly.

She howled and fought harder. "Not fair!"

He said, "Tickle her boys. Show her she can't get away with it."

Hands moved over Becky's body from everywhere. Some were tickles, some were strokes. Wayne's left hand brushed up her jeans crotch. Andrew ran a hand over her tube top. Matt's hand slid down her belly to where her jeans hid her clit.

Pearce got instantly hard and he had to fight to control his breathing. He felt feverishly horny. "I think she needs a spanking."

Becky gasped. "What? Don't you dare." Her tone was a little bit of shock and a lot of turned on.

He reached up and unsnapped her jeans.

Her eyes went big with panic. "What are you doing?"

"You need to be spanked. I think these boys can handle it." He nodded to them. "Turn her over."

They manhandled a struggling Becky over until she was resting down on Finn's lap.

Pearce gripped her jeans shorts and yanked. Becky squealed, her bare ass exposed. He said, "Give her a couple good ones, Finn."

Wayne was wide-eyed and sat to her rear, his eyes glued to the cleft between her legs.

Becky was clamping them shut, though.

Finn delivered three good swats, then rested his hand on her ass-cheek.

Pearce's erection was obvious, so he sat on the other side of the fire to conceal it. Seeing his wife’s ass getting touched by Finn made him want to stroke his erection. "Everyone should get in a couple good ones. Just pass her over to a lap."

Becky was panting. "No. I won't tickle anymore."

"Too late." He watched his wife transferred to Wayne's lap. The boy looked like he was going to pass out. He slapped her ass three times and also rested his hand there.

Andrew went next, and then Matt. The stocky Matt slapped her ass twice and then rested his hand down. He began rubbing.

Pearce loved it. Reach your fingers down there and play. But the boy didn't.

Becky finally got up, blushing, and pulled up her jeans in view of everyone. They all had a good look at her pussy. She pouted, sitting next to Finn in his poncho. "That's not fair."

Andrew said, "What?"

"You all saw me naked. Not fair."

Finn shifted around under the poncho. He opened it and said, "There. Now we're fair."

Becky's eyes went wide with shock. She quickly shot a glance at her husband and said, "Umm..."

Pearce figured what had happened. He said to her, "You should thank him for being fair."

Finn laughed, looking relieved.

Becky's eyes went wider and she tried to arrange the poncho over Finn's lap to cover it, although no one but her saw anything.

A silence descended on the campfire and everyone could feel the sexual tension circulating between five men and one woman.

Pearce excused himself an hour later after much drinking and little talking. Matt had already wandered back to the other camp.

He climbed into the tent and stripped out of his clothes. Gripping his cock, he began stroking it, listening to his wife and Finn talking about movies. But as he settled in the tent, jealousy began flooding his veins. It raced through his body and fought against the furious horniness driving him into a breathless pant. While turned on, he now felt left out – as if she were throwing him over for some college kid.

Andrew staggered off not two minutes after Pearce had settled in the tent.

Although he had zipped down the flaps, he hadn't lowered it all the way. He was able to pull the bottom of the flap slightly and see his wife and Finn. Will they kiss again?

He was rewarded with just that after Finn checked the tent a few times.

Becky was turned towards him, kissing hungrily.

When the kiss broke, Finn said, "I hope I didn't embarrass you?"

"Spanking me? Please. Would you want to be spanked by four women?"

He chuckled. "I don't know, maybe. No, I meant being fair and showing you my thing."

She giggled. "Oh, that. No, that's alright."

"Want to see it again?"

Becky laughed, embarrassed. "Oh my gosh."

Pearce saw Finn's hand moving under his poncho. He wriggled a little.

Becky clapped her hand to her mouth and looked towards the tent.

Pearce didn't move, but his cock twitched. Are you going to check out some kid’s cock? Touch it? Suck it? You slut.

Finn said, "You like?"

She was looking down at it.

Pearce saw a flash of skin - the head of it.

She said, "It's nice."

Finn laughed. "Yeah, it isn't massive."

"No, really. It's nice like my husband's."

"You think so?"

"Mm hmm. Is it alright if I, um..."

"What?"

Her voice went low. "Can I touch it?"

Pearce almost groaned. He wished the tent was taller and the small unzipped portion he was peeking through was bigger and higher. Lust again surged in him, driving back the jealousy. Yes, touch it. You know you want to.

Finn chuckled. "Uh, sure, if you want."

Becky's eyes widened and her mouth opened. "It's very pretty."

The boy sighed and then moaned happily.

Becky giggled. "What?"

"Oh... I guess it's just nice feeling a feminine hand rather than my own."

She laughed harder.

Pearce's cock was fully erect and ready to burst. He rolled slightly on his side and gripped his shaft, stroking madly. But the jealousy counterattacked and began shaking his limbs with its ferocity. He found himself gritting his teeth.

Becky was moving around, having let go of Finn's cock. She straddled him cowgirl style and wrapped her arms around his neck. They kissed.

Pearce was panting. His wife was sitting right on Finn's cock. But she was still wearing her jeans. That crotch seam might as well have been a total manhole cover. Would I want her rubbing her bare pussy on his cock? He almost came. Red lights of warning and danger flashed in his head as lust pushed against jealousy.

The two kissed for a few minutes and Becky said, "Maybe I should hit the sack."

Finn sounded disappointed. "Oh, sure. Me, too, I guess."

She giggled with promise and pecked him on the lips. She stood up from him.

Pearce moved to his bag and laid over on his side, away from her spot. Darn. In his shocked emotional state, he wasn’t sure if he wanted her to stay out there and satisfy his lust to see what could happen or if he wanted her back in the tent with him because she belonged to him. Filthy slut.

She entered the tent a moment later and undressed.

He couldn't stand it. He shifted over and reached out to her nakedness.

She giggled and stayed naked. Her hand found his erection. "Oh, my. Have you been awake all this time?" She stiffened dramatically.

"Uh, yeah. I saw you kiss him."

She was silent, his cock still in her hand. Then she gave it a slow stroke. "It that why you have this?"

Pearce let out a gasp.

She stroked a little faster. "You got excited seeing me kiss him?"

He groaned and pulled her to him, mashing his mouth into hers. His hand found her pussy and inserted two fingers.

She moaned into his mouth.

He stopped the kiss, panting. He pushed her down and began climbing over her.

She said, "What else did you see?"

Pearce knew she was frightened. By all rights, he should be enraged with jealousy. But here he was, his erection aching with desire after watching them kiss. He stayed quiet, not sure what to say. He drove into her wet pussy.

Becky moaned out with relief – her panting and gasping filling the tent.
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CHAPTER 6
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Morning was very warm. The day was promising to be a hot one.

Pearce rubbed his forehead as he relaxed from waking. What am I feeling? What’s going on inside me? I get a hard-on watching her but then I get all jealous? He groaned.

Becky was already awake, just lying alongside him. "Hung over?"

Umm, shit. What do I say? "Maybe a little." His heart began to race with naughty and devious thoughts. "I’ll just rest here a bit. You can shower first if you want."

She sighed dreamily. "Okay." She moved around, getting her things ready.

He watched her closely, checking to see if she inspected her clothing or not.

She didn’t. She took her skimpy jeans shorts and tube top. "Last day for these, I think."

He felt disappointed that she wouldn’t be wearing the revealing jeans anymore that trip. "Yep." Just go. Hurry.

She pecked him on the lips. "Back in a bit."

He smiled at her.

She left the tent and zipped the flap back down.

He waited until her steps had faded away. His hands were shaking as he pulled out his pocket knife and reached under her bikini top for her bottoms. He spread the material and carefully made the tear longer. He then began fraying the material that covered her hole with little cuts. Hmm, maybe a little fraying on the seam...

His cock throbbed to full erection.

He very carefully drew the knife across the seam edge, fraying it like a rope. A bit of tension and the seam would tear apart, exposing half her pussy. He folded the bottoms back in place. He lay back on his sleeping bag and toyed with his erection, twisting his hand around the engorged head and shaft. He felt as if time were running out. It was their fourth day and only two more days after this remained. Were the boys going to leave sooner? Or later? He felt panicked at the possibility that they might not see his wife’s pussy. A knot of worry formed in his gut.

He frowned. He had felt jealous the night before. Where had it gone? He stroked his cock in the privacy of the tent.

~ ~ ~
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Pearce came up the side of the lake towards the sunning rock. He wiped his brow. A cool lake-dip sounds wonderful.

Becky was on the rock with Finn and Wayne.

He had seen Matt and Andrew fishing further along the lake shore.

She grinned up at him. "Hi, honey."

The two boys greeted him.

Pearce waved. "Hot. I’m going for a quick dip."

She rolled her eyes in agreement. "I think I will, too." She offered her hand.

He took it, helping her up. She felt so normal in his hand – soft and belonging to him. At the same time, he noticed the boys gazing at her body and he liked it.

Neither lust nor jealousy battled in his head and heart at the moment – both too exhausted from their endless struggle within him the night before.

He led her down to the wading hole just out of sight from the rock.

She said, "You catch any?"

He patted the bag. "Got our two."

"Why not get more? The limit is four, isn’t it?"

"Yes, for this lake. But I don’t want to give the ranger anything to complain about if he inspects."

She shrugged. "Whatever."

He felt an immense love for her as he looked back. She was stepping gingerly down a small drop, her head lowered and her blond curls hanging in her eyes. His eyes dropped to her bikini bottoms. The tear was more obvious, a tiny flap of the crotch hanging loose just visible.

They got into the water with relief. The change from hot to cool was still a shock.

She sighed happily.

He dunked slowly and came back up, swishing the water back over his head. He felt a lot better. He waded over to where she was relaxing, knees bent enough to have just her head above water.

Becky smiled at him. "I don’t want to go back to work."

"Someone has to make hoagies." But he didn’t have her out doing that unless she was training someone. She worked in the background just like he did, but more in the office. He primarily helped out front so he could watch his staff. The workers did the work and he helped them do it.

Pearce moved close and into a hug. He gave her a kiss and moved his hand down to her bikini. He rubbed there, lightly.

She giggled. "Stop that, you ripped them last time."

He pressed his fingers up against her hole, pushing the material inside. "But it was fun."

"I’m not going to have anything to wear if you destroy these."

"Oh, what a shame." He pressed harder. Had he just felt a lessening of resistance? Had they torn? He pulled his hand back.

She coughed. "It’s hard enough keeping the tear concealed."

"What, you don’t want the guys seeing anything?"

She rubbed his shorts. "Thought you were all jealous and shit."

He looked to the side. He had been. But he felt none of it now. "Well, I made a promise..." He felt himself firming in the water.

She rubbed faster, squeezing. "Oh, good. Because I’m going to wear this the rest of the day. Too hot for the tube top."

He grinned suddenly, no control over his features. His hand moved back to her bottoms and pressed up into her hole again.

She giggled. "Hey, quit it. If these rip anymore, things are going to be showing."

He pressed up and felt material loosen.

She reached down his shorts and stroked him. "Or do you want four guys staring at my pussy all night?"

He groaned uncontrollably and pushed his fingers into her.

She laughed. "I think you like the idea."

He panted into her neck.

She said, "What if they get hard looking at me?"

He chuckled breathlessly. "You’re beautiful. Why wouldn’t they?"

She kept sliding her hand on his shaft. "Where did that jealousy go?"

He shrugged. "I don’t know. Maybe your punishment worked."

She giggled again and kissed him. "Oh. Well, good."

He followed her out a moment later. The seam on the torn side had snapped apart where he had frayed it. A flap hung down her inner thigh on the left side.

She apparently didn’t notice until she grabbed for her towel. "Oh crap; you ripped them."

"Oops. Sorry. They really are cheap."

"They’re supposed to be." She blew out a breath. "I’ll have to be super careful not to show anything now." She shook her head.

"You could always take them off and just wear the towel."

She sighed. "Maybe. Or I could wear my jeans shorts."

"Save them for tomorrow."

They were walking back up the trail to camp.

She said, "I don’t know. I’ll see how these work."

~ ~ ~
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It was the fourth night and everyone seemed comfortable. Pearce sat next to his wife at the firepit. He hadn’t fed much to it as it was still warm and he wanted to keep cooling off. It wasn’t hot anymore, but was just at the comfortable stage.

Becky wore her bikini, but kept her legs closed.

Rum and Scotch were passed as they talked about careers.

Finn was in his poncho, but was bare-chested and in jogging shorts.

Pearce felt desperation that time was running out. What do I want? To have them see her pussy? He began hardening in his shorts. To have them touch it? He had to squirm to get comfortable as it hardened further. He had spent most of the day with half a hard-on and at this point, he was aching. He wanted and needed to stroke it.

Becky began to loosen up to the Scotch not soon enough for Pearce, but he noticed her sitting posture relaxing and her knees spreading a little. Four sets of hungry and admiring eyes began looking more and more between her legs.

He didn’t want to talk about work anymore; he felt too agitated and eager. "Why don’t we talk about the latest wardrobe malfunction?"

Becky giggled. "Um, let’s not." She sounded happy and playful, a drinking grin plastered on her face.

Matt said, "I don’t like Miley. Too skanky for my tastes."

Pearce shook his head. "No, not her. I’m talking about Becky, here."

She slapped his shoulder. "Pearce." Her eyes went wide with mock warning.

He grinned. "Oh come on, as if the guys here haven’t noticed."

She coughed on a drink of Scotch. "I don’t—" She coughed some more.

He patted her back. "I'm sure they've noticed." He looked across the low fire. "Haven't you guys?"

Andrew was giving him a sideways look. "Wardrobe malfunction?"

"Yeah, her bikini is cheap. Probably made in China. Tore the first day."

Eyes snapped down to her thighs.

Becky recovered enough. "Honey..."

Pearce shrugged. "It's just a small tear. You can't really see anything."

"It's more than just a small tear, the whole left seam tore."

"But you're still all covered. So what if there's a tear?"

Finn was smiling. "Yeah, a tear. Big deal."

Pearce nodded. "Yeah, big deal. What, is it a no-no that you have a tear that doesn't show anything?"

Matt and Wayne laughed.

Becky did what he wanted her to do; she spread her knees and looked down at her bikini.

All four on the other side of the fire took advantage of the opportunity and looked.

Pearce was grinning like a mad fool. He could see the exposed side of her pussy – part of the lips and all.

Becky gasped and closed her legs. "You can too..." Her face blushed red. She covered her mouth and her eyes went wide.

He frowned in mock seriousness. "Oh, I guess you can. Sorry." He looked over. "Sorry guys, we wouldn't want to offend you."

Matt grunted. "Offend us?"

Wayne was shaking his head.

Andrew said, "Um, no..."

Matt said, "It was kind of nice..."

Pearce thanked them silently in his mind. "Oh, you liked seeing...?"

The four guys looked at him, curious.

Becky nudged him. "Pearce..."

He said to her, "Sorry. I didn't mean to embarrass you. Maybe you should cover up under the poncho."

Finn straightened a little. "Oh, yeah." He held out the right side.

Pearce nudged his wife. "Go on. Get covered."

She was still blushing. She got up quickly and skirted around the edge of the fire.

From the back, he could see the hanging flap and not much else except skin. She moved too fast to really see anything in the dim light.

She sat gratefully next to Finn and he covered her with the poncho. She said, "Thanks."

Wayne was pouting. "I'm buying one of those as soon as we get back."

Andrew chuckled.

The Scotch and Rum passed and Becky began to relax even more.
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CHAPTER 7
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Pearce handed Matt the bottle. He eyed his wife, leaning against Finn. The poncho moved over her right breast where his hand hung down underneath it. Smiling at the boy, he said, "She's talked about getting implants—"

Becky sat up straight. "What? I have not."

He sat back down. "She thinks hers are too small."

The boys laughed.

She glared in drunken indignation. "They are, but I'm not getting implants."

Finn said, "They're just fine."

Pearce grinned. Thank you. "You don't think so?"

The boy shook his head. "Heavens, no. They're pretty like they are."

Pearce shook his head. "She doesn't think so. What do you guys think?" He looked back and forth amongst the other three.

Becky looked perturbed. "Why are we talking about my breasts?"

Wayne said, "They look delicious."

Mat and Andrew were nodding. Andrew said, "They look great."

Becky hid her face in her hands, but she was giggling. "Oh my god, can we talk about something else?"

Pearce said, "What? Is it a crime to appreciate the beauty of a woman?"

Becky jumped a little. The poncho had moved noticeably over her breast. "Um..."

Finn said low, "You want me to stop?"

She glanced quickly over to her husband, then back to him. She didn't say anything.

Pearce thanked Finn's boldness in his mind. He carefully did his best not to smile with triumph. He acted as if nothing was happening, but his eyes kept going to Finn's moving hand under the poncho.

The boy moved his other arm underneath and used it for something Pearce couldn't see. Yeah get both hands working in there...

Becky turned her head to Finn and opened her mouth. Both were tipsy enough that they were in their own little world. They kissed and the camp went silent as everyone watched.

The poncho began moving over Finn's lap. He moaned quietly.

Wayne whispered to Andrew, "I'm going to steal that thing."

Finn's left arm shifted. Becky's right knee moved out a little and she followed the move with a gasp.

Pearce felt good. Things were moving more in the direction he had wanted, although the other guys were getting the short end of the stick. He said to her, "Becky, I think you're being unfair."

She focused on him. "Huh?" The poncho stopped moving.

"The other guys would probably like a kiss."

She laughed. "Uh, what?"

He looked at the others. "I don't know, wouldn't you guys like a goodnight kiss before going to sleep?"

All three of the others eagerly agreed.

Becky blinked.

Pearce said, "Don't be stingy. What's wrong with a goodnight kiss?"

"Uh..."

Andrew said, "Yeah. Sure would be nice."

She giggled. "You really think so? Me?"

Wayne was nodding vigorously.

Matt said, "I'd love a goodnight kiss." He was grinning wide at her, his stocky features open and inviting.

She raised her eyebrows. "Oh, well, I guess..."

Pearce nodded to her. "Give them a hug and a kiss goodnight."

She pouted. "I'm not ready for sleep, yet."

"No, not you. But they might be. And I'm getting tired, too."

"Oh... Okay." She got up.

Finn carefully kept the left side of the poncho over his lap. His eyes went to her rear as she stood.

She kept her legs close together. "Well, um, who's first?"

Wayne moved faster than Pearce could blink. He almost fell over jumping up to move to her. "I'll take a kiss."

She giggled while the boys all laughed.

Wayne extended his arms for a hug and she moved into his embrace. Their lips met and Wayne groaned. His hands shifted up and down her back and lower to her butt cheeks.

He ended the kiss too soon for Pearce's taste and the boy glanced over at him with a sheepish look.

Pearce said, "Uh, not bad Wayne, but she usually likes longer kisses than that."

The boy looked shocked, his eyes and mouth round. "Oh, sorry, I uh..." He kissed her again.

Becky giggled into his mouth and then went quiet as their tongues worked. His hands moved over her again and down to her butt. He squeezed. She moaned and pressed against him.

Matt and Andrew were muttering their approval and excitement.

Matt said, "I'm next."

Andrew pushed his shoulder. "Screw you, I'm next."

Matt said, "We can throw down right here over who gets to kiss her next, but you'll lose."

The boy frowned. "Fine. I guess I'm last."

Wayne finally ended the kiss, panting. His shorts were tented in front. He sat down quickly.

Becky was smiling. "I guess that was okay. Who's next?"

Matt beckoned to her. He pulled her down onto his lap when she got close. She squealed and laughed. Her arms went around his neck as she sat across his lap, her legs carefully closed. Their kiss was a long one. His hands roamed over her arms and shoulders, and then settled over her bikini top, rubbing and caressing. She moaned happily and her hips moved a little on his lap.

Pearce was loving it. His erection was full and pounding. He needed to get into the tent and jack his cock.

Matt helped her to stand after the kiss and she moved to Andrew.

The boy smirked at Matt and backhanded his shoulder. "Yeah? Maybe going last was best."

Wayne was open-mouthed.

Andrew started to pull Becky down onto his lap, but maneuvered her straight. "Sit facing me."

Becky laughed. "Oh my gosh."

"Come on." He leaned back for her.

"Um..."

Pearce said, "Go on, give him his kiss."

She shook her head but climbed onto Andrew's lap. His eyes were glued to the gaping tear in her bikini bottoms.

From where Pearce was sitting, he could see her pussy from the back as she straddled him. He knew Andrew had gotten the eyeful they both wanted.

She put her arms around Andrew's neck and kissed him. His hand roamed up and down her back and scratched with his fingernails. She moaned happily. His hands settled on her butt and began pulling and releasing.

She was still kissing, moaning occasionally with satisfaction, when Pearce saw her hips move to Andrew's motions. She moved her hips a little back and forth on his lap. He urged her on more until she was moving with more energetic motions. She broke the kiss and gasped, then groaned low. She started to giggle and her hips stopped. "That was a nice kiss."

Pearce was smiling broadly. "My turn, and then I'm hitting the sack."

Andrew let her get up, his eyes on her pussy and his hands trailing off her thighs. His hunger was obvious.

Wayne whispered, "Damn."

Matt was wiping his brow and blinking rapidly.

Becky came over to Pearce and he motioned her to straddle him. He got a good view of what Andrew had seen. Her ripped bikini exposed her pussy lips completely when she climbed onto him. They kissed passionately. He could feel it through her lips and limbs. He reached his hands down to her butt, pulling and squeezing like Andrew had. He went a little further at the end of the kiss and reached his hands farther, dipping back into her pussy from the back.

He was sure there were four open mouths on the other side of the fire.

When they were done, she said, "I'm not ready to go to sleep yet."

Pearce was eager to get into the tent and touch his aching cock. "Oh, no worries. Stay up a while longer. I'm going to crash."

She smiled brightly, a little unsteady from the drinking. "Okay." She pecked his lips and got off his lap. When she settled back inside Finn's poncho, the other three guys got up – all sporting tents in their shorts.

Matt said, "Guess it's sleep for me."

Andrew and Wayne said nothing – too embarrassed to call attention to themselves and their discomfort.

Pearce got up with them and turned away. "Night, guys."

"Good night, Pearce." Andrew said.

The other two said, "Night."

He climbed into the tent and zipped the flaps down with a shaking hand. He left a small part unzipped and peeked out.

Becky was kissing Finn and the poncho was moving all over the place.

Pearce watched for a few moments, and then released his cock from his shorts. He began stroking, his breathing coming in shallow gasps. Were they touching? Is her hand on his cock?

Finn stopped kissing her and said something.

Becky giggled and glanced over at the tent. "Okay." She moved as he opened the poncho. She climbed over him and straddled Finn as she had Andrew. He closed the poncho back over them and they kissed.

Pearce felt the stirrings of jealousy. In the tent, he felt the loneliness creep in and settle in his bones. A knot of suspicion grew, twisting and turning his insides until he wanted to go back outside and demand to know what was going on. What is this? I was all excited...

Becky gasped and was moving her hips vigorously under the poncho.

Pearce gritted his teeth. Is she rubbing her pussy on him? Fucking him? Is he fingering her? What's going on? He watched his wife move on Finn like that for a long time. He was still stroking his cock, but not as fast. Filthy slut. I can't leave you alone for a minute.

Becky stopped moving and moved back and up a little. She looked down between them and groaned. Finn was looking down, too. The left side of the poncho was open a little, his hand elsewhere.

Pearce couldn't see shit. His cock throbbed and his jealousy thrust through his heart with wrenching twists.

Becky moved up a little more. Then she slowly settled back down on Finn's lap. Her head was back and she let out a long sigh. She began making small moves up and down instead of back and forth.

Pearce seethed. Fucking slut. Cheating whore-bitch. Are you fucking him? Fuck you. What gives you the right? He jacked his cock harder.

Becky moved on Finn for a while, her gasps coming faster. The boy groaned several times, and then began breathing rapidly. He grunted suddenly, quietly, several times. Becky settled slowly and stopped moving. She giggled low and hugged him.

Pearce ground his teeth together, anger sending electrical jolts of madness along the surface of his skin. Fucking slut.

Becky got off Finn a little bit later.

Pearce rolled over to his bag and twisted to hide his erection.

Finn said, "Thanks. Good night."

Becky said, "See you tomorrow."

He laughed low. "Oh yeah."

She climbed into the tent a few seconds later.
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CHAPTER 8
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Pearce clenched his teeth together as his slut wife climbed in. She removed her bikini and he could contain himself no longer. He reached a hand up and touched her pussy.

She yelped. "Oh, I thought you were asleep."

He felt the hot wetness of her pussy lips. "I saw you on his lap."

She settled down next to him, still naked. "Oh, yeah. He wanted a kiss." She reached over and found his erection. "Ooo, nice and excited. Just what I was wanting." She giggled.

He was mad. "Is that all? You kissed?"

She stroked him. "It was a nice kiss. It made me horny."

His fingers found her pussy and dipped inside. She was very wet. "Were you rubbing this on him?"

She gasped. "Um, yes. It was hard not to the way we were sitting." She stroked his cock slower and with some hesitation. She squeezed his shaft questioningly. "Are you mad?"

His fingers reached deeper into her wet pussy. "Was his cock out?"

She froze. "Well..."

"Was it? Did you rub your pussy on it?" His breathing was ragged with anger.

She began stroking him again. "Yeah, it was out. He couldn't keep it in his shorts. Wow, you're really hard."

Pearce panted. "Did you fuck him?"

She kept stroking, her hand beginning to shake. "No, of course not. But..."

"But?" He ground his teeth together. Slut.

"Well, it might have slipped in a little."

He groaned and then panted. "A little? What's that?"

"The head of his thing poked in. It was an accident."

Not the way I saw it. Slut. "An accident?" His cock was swelling.

"Yes, I'm sorry. Are you mad? It was just an accident." Her hand moved faster on his shaft.

"I don't like it. You're married to me and that pussy is mine. How far in was this accident?"

She kept stroking him. "Just a little." She was panting with excitement.

"I don't like this."

"Your cock is telling me another story." She stroked faster.

"How many times did he accidentally slip inside you?"

"Well, a few times. Are you mad?"

Pearce growled in anger. "Yes. Is that his cum in you? Did he cum in you?" Fucking dirty slut.

She gasped. "Um..."

"Is it?" Whore.

"Well, on one of the accidents, he slipped in and began cumming. Yes."

He groaned heavily, his cock flexing mightily. "You didn't pull off, did you?"

She whimpered, her hips moving on his probing fingers. "Are you mad?"

"Yes. You married me. That's my pussy. Mine." His words were fierce.

She breathed heavy for a moment. "But you like this."

"I do not. We're leaving tomorrow."

"Your cock says you really like it. It never lies to me."

He repeated his unanswered question. "You didn't pull off, did you?" His chest was heaving.

She whispered, "No."

He saw lights in his head.

She said, "It felt too good."

His cock exploded, sending strong squirts of cum shooting up between them. He groaned loudly, grunting with the force of his orgasm.

She realized he was shooting in the darkness of the tent and let go. "Wow, you really liked hearing that, didn't you?"

He kept grunting, sending streams of lust between them.

She giggled. "Um, this is a new side of you. I don't think you've ever cum so fast, before."

Pearce slept soundly with his wife cuddled to him.

~ ~ ~
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He awoke to the sounds of birds calling over the lake. Becky was snuggled to him. What happened last night? Finn had his cock in her and even came in her. His cock began to harden. Would she sneak off to be with him?

He lay still, thinking. His cock awoke fully. What would she wear today? The bikini again? Her second set of shorts? Dare I cut them? Would she notice?

She stirred a little later in his arms and moaned sleepily. "What's for breakfast?"

"Scrambled eggs. I'll hit the shower first."

She nodded. "Okay." Her hand stroked his chest.

He climbed out after dressing and hiked down for his shower.

Finn and Matt were outside the showers talking.

Finn said, "Oh, hey, Pearce."

He wasn't sure whether he wanted to strangle him or pat his back. He tried a smile. "Becky will be down after me."

The boy looked unsure. "Ah."

Matt said, "I'm going up to cook the fish."

Finn said, "Sure, okay. I'm just going to hang out here for a while."

Pearce went inside. So he's waiting for my wife. He showered and left the facility. Finn was still outside, leaning back on the bench. They waved to each other.

At the camp, Becky was out in her sleep-clothes. She was stoking the fire.

He said, "I'll handle all that. Go take your shower."

"Okay."

He looked at her clothing selection. She was grabbing her bikini. "Going to sun again, today?"

"Yeah, last day, I think. I don't want to burn."

He felt disappointed she wouldn't wear the bikini for the next two days. That meant she'd be switching to her loose shorts. He busied himself with the pan and butter, setting aside the small plastic egg container with the pre-scrambled egg in it. "I'll wait to start these until you get back."

"Oh, sure." She moved off down the trail.

He watched her go until she was out of sight. Then he scrambled into the tent and looked at her small clothes pile. He picked up the velour shorts and looked inside. The seam was very well sewn. He looked at them from the outside and shook his head. No way can I alter these. Damn.

He folded them again and picked up her blouse. It was a simple white cotton button-up blouse. He took out his pocket knife. Hmm, which button? She never buttons the collar button. The second one might be obvious. He chose the third button down and sliced the threads. He pocketed the button. When she put it on, the middle button would be missing. He carefully cut three of the four bundles of threads holding the second button. A good tug ought to rip it right off.

He replaced the blouse and climbed out of the tent. He moved the pan to the side, just far enough to keep warm without burning the butter. He set off down the trail.

~ ~ ~
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He peered around the large tree. It was very difficult to see, but Finn was no longer on the bench. He was pacing back and forth outside the showers.

Becky came out a bit later and smiled at the boy. They exchanged words and began walking up the path.

Pearce had chosen his spot on the other side of the trail from the last time, assuming if they went off the trail, they would do so at the same spot. He was rewarded by seeing Finn point and pull a giggling Becky off the trail towards their previous spot. It was an unused trail that was secluded from the main trail by ferns probably planted by the Forest Service.

His tree was huge, in a small copse of other big trees near the trail. He watched them stop beyond the covering ferns and trees. Finn leaned back and Becky leaned forward and kissed him. Their hands began roaming.

Pearce watched with an open mouth. He fumbled at his shorts, bringing out his cock. It hardened rapidly.

Finn and Becky both looked around a few times, but became comfortable no one was around. She began undoing his shorts.

Pearce stroked, watching his wife push down the boy's shorts. Finn's cock sprang out. It looked identical to what Pearce had. Maybe that's why she likes it? He stroked slower, enrapt by her hand touching another man's cock.

Becky stroked Finn's erection with her right hand. Her left hand was on his chest. Her wedding ring was there, and Pearce didn't know whether to stare at it or her other hand.

She knelt suddenly and took his cock in her mouth.

Finn moaned.

Pearce groaned silently, his hand stroking faster. Seeing his wife's lips on another man's cock was something he would never forget. She looked incredibly sexy moving her head back and forth. Her left hand came up and gripped his cock.

Pearce almost came seeing her wedding ring against Finn's cock-flesh. Oh yeah...

Finn said, "Wait."

Becky stopped sucking him. "Huh?"

"I want to put it in again."

"What? Here?"

Pearce could barely hear them.

"Yes, just for a minute."

"Right here?"

Pearce was watching. He saw Finn spread out his towel and sit, laying back a little. His erection stood straight up. "Just for a minute."

Becky was looking around uncertainly. "But..."

"Just sit on it. Your towel will hide it if someone comes by."

She giggled. "Well, all right."

Pearce watched his wife straddle Finn's hips. She reached under and was pulling on her bikini.

She said, "Shit, it tore more."

Finn chuckled. "Wear it again, tonight."

Becky settled down on him and let out a sigh.

Finn groaned and began moving under her.

She said, "I was going to wear shorts."

"No, wear the bikini."

"Oh, come on. It isn't going to be covering anything now." She rode up and down.

Pearce couldn't see anything except her sitting on Finn and both of them moving. But it was obvious they were fucking under her towel.

Finn said, "Just wear it."

She laughed. "All right. But this is the last day for it."

He said, "This feels so good."

She purred. "Yes."

"I hope your husband doesn't find out."

Becky stopped moving on him. "He knows."

Finn almost shouted. "He what?"

"I think he saw some of it last night. Or heard it. So I told him it slipped in on accident."

"Well, it sort of did once. But then... Was he mad?"

"He said he was, but I know better. I think he was mad he wasn't with us."

"No way."

"He was all horny when I went to the tent."

"You're kidding."

"Nope." She was moving again.

Finn was incredulous. "Wow, that's great." He was moving faster.

She pulled off of him. "Save that for later." She was arranging and retightening her towel.

Finn groaned but got up. "You're such a tease."

She giggled. "I'm just having fun."

Finn dressed and they began walking back towards the trail. He said, "I can't wait for tonight."

~ ~ ~
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Pearce couldn't wait either. The day crawled for him, but he kept teasing his wife. He would rub at her pussy through the ruined bikini bottoms and kiss her.

The boys were early to the fire, waving bottles of courage and daring.

They had just finished eating. Pearce said, "You want me to do the pans?"

Becky shook her head. "Nah, that's okay. It was my turn. I'll do them."

Andrew said, "I'll help. Sorry for crashing your dinner."

Pearce waved him off in dismissal. "No problem. Give her a hand; it'll go faster." He watched the two walk around the boulder. She was no longer trying to hide her bikini problem. The rip had indeed gotten bigger and her pussy was very visible from the back.

Finn, Wayne and Matt watched her, also.
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CHAPTER 9
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Pearce said, "We leave Monday morning."

Becky pouted next to him.

Matt said, "We leave Sunday afternoon."

She pouted more. She took a healthy swig of Rum. "That's too bad."

Andrew was looking hungrily at her. Occasionally he glanced at Finn and then Pearce.

Pearce accepted the bottle from Becky. Had Finn told Andrew? Maybe told all of them? How embarrassing. I think. He drank and then handed the bottle to her. "Pass it back."

"You do it. You drank last." Her words were happily toasted.

"No, you. Besides, I think Finn is getting lonely over there."

Finn said, "Uh, yeah. Very."

She giggled. "Okay." She got up with everyone's eyes on her. She stepped around the fire to open mouths and eyes. She sat next to Finn and he wrapped the poncho around her. They kissed and the poncho began moving around.

Matt wiped his brow and looked delirious.

Andrew said, "I want some of that."

Becky stopped kissing Finn. She giggled. "Um, no."

Wayne frowned. "That's not fair."

Finn said, "Oops, sorry."

She shook her head. "It's all right, they're ruined anyway."

Pearce said, "Becky..."

"Hmm?"

"Just take them off. They're not covering anything."

Andrew grinned. "Yeah. They're not."

She rolled her eyes and moved her head as if wondering. "Yeah, I guess you're right." She moved around under the poncho and then produced her torn bikini bottoms. She chucked them into the fire.

The boys cheered.

Becky blushed. "Stop it."

Finn was moving. She yelped, but then moved. He produced her bikini top and threw it in the fire.

She made a face and said, "Great."

He said, "Hey, I wasn't wearing a shirt. Let's be fair."

"But you're wearing shorts."

He mumbled. "Fix that..." He moved around under the poncho and tossed out his shorts. "There. We're even."

She giggled. "Oh my gosh."

The poncho started moving.

Wayne said, "When do we get our kisses?"

"Um, no."

"Oh, come on."

Pearce said, "Don't be mean, dear."

She dropped her mouth open. "I'm not. It's just I'm not wearing anything now."

"Would it make you more comfortable if the boys weren't?"

Her mouth dropped further. "Uh..."

He said to them, "Guys, I think she needs a little courage if she's going to be giving kisses. Make her comfortable so she isn't self-conscious."

Andrew took the hint and removed his shorts and t-shirt.

Becky gaped at his nudity.

He sat down quickly, a blush climbing his neck.

Pearce nodded, grinning. "That's it. Now you two." He pointed. "You want a kiss from her or not?"

Wayne was wide-eyed, but up and shedding his clothing. Matt did, too, but slower.

Becky said, "No way." She giggled.

Pearce said, "You have to kiss them now."

"Are you serious?"

"You have to be fair."

She laughed. "I can't..."

"You were worried they'd see you naked. Well, now you see them naked. Fair is fair. How long are you going to make them wait for kissing?" He was almost panting.

Her eyes got big. "I don't think so..."

Pearce got a wicked glint in his eye. "Finn, tickle her out from under there."

Becky yelped and began struggling as a grinning Finn began tickling her. She squealed and cried out, laughing. The poncho fell open exposing their nudity.

Pearce stood. "Boys, let's get her out of there."

Hands reached in and grabbed a screaming Becky. Her face was alive with panic and laughter.

Her naked body was hoisted as she struggled.

Pearce got their two towels and laid them out. "You're going to get kissed all at once. Boys, help me hold her down."

They set her down on the towels and hands and mouths descended on her. Pearce held an arm and a leg out. Finn held them on her other side. She was spread-eagled and open.

Becky cried out in struggle, sometimes laughing, sometimes panting.

Hands roamed over her breasts. Her nipples were stroked and sucked. Wayne pressed his mouth onto hers and she moaned lightly. Andrew pushed his face down to her and began licking her pussy. Her moans became louder.

Matt licked from her neck all the way down. Andrew pulled his head back so Matt could lick down her clit.

Pearce was on fire. His wife squirmed in his grip, but no longer struggling. Her moves were driven by lust and desire. She was moaning and whimpering as three tongues and six hands roamed over every inch of her body, driving her to heights of passion she had never before experienced.

Andrew inserted fingers into her pussy and bent back down to lick again.

Becky arched her back, groaning loudly. Matt kissed her, his hands rubbing at her breasts. She gasped and kissed back hungrily, her body writhing underneath them.

Pearce pulled her leg further out. He nodded at Finn to do the same.

Andrew's face was all over her pussy. His tongue ran up and down her clit. His fingers slid in and out of her hole. He pulled his head up a little. "She's awesome, man."

Becky whimpered with a deep longing and need.

Pearce's voice shook. "She taste good?"

"Oh yeah, phenomenal." He bent back down and sucked at her clit.

Becky arched her back high and shook. Her moan was loud in Matt's mouth.

Andrew pulled up again. He was jacking his dick. It was a long, skinny shaft.

Pearce knew what he wanted. He nodded quickly to the boy.

Andrew looked stunned, but said nothing. He scooted forward.

He watched the boy move over her crotch. His breathing was fast and furious.

Andrew lowered himself and the head of his erection pressed into her wet hole. He wasn't stopping. He pushed and his long cock slid into Becky's pussy in one smooth stoke.

Pearce watched the skinny cock slide in and disappear into his wife's hole.

Becky groaned loudly, her body quivering and trembling like a vibrator on high. Her voice was filled with desperation and satisfaction.

Andrew's hips met hers. Then he began moving his cock in and out of her. He was still leaned up letting Matt and Wayne touch and kiss her. He looked down, watching his erection sliding in and out of her.

Pearce had a great view. His heart had been hammering in his chest, but now settled down to a healthy thump. His cock was hard in his shorts as he held his wife down and watched Andrew's cock gliding in and out of her pussy.

Her mouth was free. She moaned loudly, moving her head back and forth in delirious desire. "Mmm, yes..."

Andrew thrust faster.

She cried out with a voice filled with need and longing. Her hips moved up and down with his thrusts. Her nipples were hard and poking up. A flush of color in her skin told Pearce she was ecstatic.

Andrew suddenly pulled out and stroked his wet shaft. Cum erupted, spraying down onto Becky's body.

She cried out in disappointment. "What are you doing?"

Andrew was panting, still squirting sperm onto her pussy. "I didn't have a condom, so I pulled out."

She frowned and gave him a dirty look. "You didn't have to pull out."

He blinked several times. "I didn't?"

Pearce let go of her. The change in mood was obvious to him. She used her free arm to twist and use the towel to wipe off. He said to Finn, "Let go."

Andrew said, "Sorry, I didn't know."

She gave him a look while wiping his cum off her. "Let me up."

Pearce knew she was upset. "All right, I guess she's had enough."

She collected the towels and went into the tent.

After a couple of minutes of them standing around outside, Pearce said, "That's a night, boys."

Finn looked crestfallen. "So soon?"

He kept his voice low. "I know her. She's upset."

Andrew looked shamed. "I'm really sorry."

"Forget about it. Just be nice to her tomorrow." He watched them dress and go. He checked the fire to be sure it was low and contained, then he crawled into the tent.

She said in the darkness. "I'm not happy."

"What?"

"I didn't want to be used like some group toy."

"You were having fun."

"But I don't want to be some floozy doing everyone out in the open."

"But you were having fun." He settled down beside her.

"Yes, but it was just the shock of all the attention, and then feeling Andrew's cock going in me."

"So...?"

"I didn't want to be a spectacle."

"You were so beautiful out there."

She sighed. "Yeah, thank you, but I don't like audiences."

"Would you have been okay if you were alone with Andrew?"

She was quiet for a moment. "It would have been better, yes. Though I still didn't like him hosing me down—"

"He said he was sorry."

She blew out a breath. "I know. I guess I'm being hard on him."

He reached to her pussy and lightly fingered it. "You sure were turned on out there."

She chuckled. "I guess." She opened her legs more.

"You really enjoyed it. I mean, you were gone for a while."

"Yeah, well... I guess the suddenness of it all and the total lack of control I had... And all those hands and tongues..." She moaned suddenly.

"You liked feeling him enter you?"

She groaned louder. "Yes. It made me totally dizzy." She reached over and fondled his bulge through his shorts. "What about you? You didn't seem jealous like last night."

Pearce laughed. "No, I guess not. It was hot watching it." He slid his shorts off. His cock flexed as she gripped it.

She said, "You liked seeing him fuck me?" She stroked.

"Yes."

"How is this different than last night?"

"I guess because I was there. I saw it all happen."

"Well, if anything happens again, there won't be an audience."

Pearce frowned in the darkness. "Even me?"

She stopped stroking him. Her sigh was patient. "I'm just not ready to be some wild exhibitionist. Could you handle not seeing me if I did anything?"

Pearce panted. She is hinting she might. "You want to fuck in private?"

She moaned low. "If I do, yes."

He mounted her in a rush. He thrust his cock in deep.

She groaned out loud with relief and wrapped her legs around his waist. "Fuck me, my husband."

Pearce whispered harshly, "I love you."

Her words were filled with desire. "I love you, too."

Their kissing and love-making was passionate and perfect.
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CHAPTER 10
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It was the day before the boys left.

Pearce was walking back along the trail after having caught his two fish. Nearing the rock where she sunned, he heard sounds that sounded like sex. Unless another camping group came up with a woman, that's gotta be Becky. He crept closer to the rock, but no one was on it.

Moving quietly through the trees, he spotted movement in the shade of the rock on the other side from the trail. He scanned the ground to see how close he could get through the tangle. Not very close. He moved past two more trees and stopped.

Andrew's naked backside was kneeling, his hips slamming back and forth against Becky as she knelt. 

Pearce couldn't see her face, but he knew her hips and her groans. He looked around for a better spot, but there was none. To see any more than Andrew's butt, he would have to be out in the water.

Andrew was grunting lightly and the slapping sounds of their hips echoed oddly off the sunning rock. He began pumping faster. Becky's groans got louder.

Pearce saw them lower themselves more to the ground. Becky must have been lying flat on her stomach with her ass raised. All he could see now was Andrew's scrawny ass rising and falling, pushing hard down into her. Becky's groans turned to pants and Andrew began grunting louder, his voice rising.

Pearce watched Andrew shove down and go still, his butt clenching over and over as he grunted with each clench. No pulling out this time, huh?

Andrew chuckled. His voice drifted to Pearce's ears. "Wow, that was great."

Becky giggled.

"Thanks for letting me apologize."

She said something Pearce couldn't make out.

Andrew was on his feet, pulling on his shorts.

Pearce finally saw her as she had turned and sat.

She said, "I think I liked your tongue better."

"What?"

She was smiling up at him. "Well, I wasn't face down in the towel."

"Oh..."

She got up and waved him off. "That's all right." She pulled on her loose shorts. She had kept her blouse on.

Pearce shook his head. He knew his wife was upset again, but nowhere as much as the previous night.

Andrew zipped up. "Well, thanks again."

Becky shook her head as he left. She plucked at her blouse and the missing button, and shook her head again.

Pearce waited for Andrew to be gone and then moved back to the trail. He went around the rest of the trees and approached the rock. She was stepping around it towards the trail. Her face lit up when she saw him.

She said, "Well, hi there. Caught your fish already?"

"Yeah." He looked up the trail. "Andrew not much your style, huh?"

She glanced up the trail. "Oh, you heard?"

He pointed back. "Yeah, saw his butt and not much else."

Becky placed fists on hips. "Some men are thoughtless, I guess. It's all about them."

"No fun?"

She gave him a quirky smile. "Oh, I don't know. A little. I just don't like being face-down."

"I heard. Why didn't you tell him?"

She shrugged. "I don't know. I guess I was wondering if I would feel all that craziness I felt last night."

"No?"

She shook her head. "No."

"It was all the attention. The hands and tongues."

"Probably, but I'm not going there again."

Pearce frowned. "Why not? If it was so fun?"

She shook her head forcefully. "I'm not like that. I don't want to be like that."

He held up his hands. "No argument."

She plucked at her shirt. "I lost a button somewhere. Can you see inside?"

"Sure, if you turn a certain way."

"Great."

"You're okay with them seeing you naked."

She tilted her head to the side. "Well, I wasn't before last night."

"So, have fun. Tease them."

She grinned and shook her head. "This sure is a different side of you."

"Maybe I got bit by a mosquito or something." He felt his forehead. "I'm sure I'll get over whatever fever this is."

Her eyes went large and so did her smile. "No, stay sick. I like this."

He laughed. "Gee, thanks."

She kissed his lips. "I like this change."

He turned and walked with her. "Mmm, maybe I do, too."

"Well, don't go back to being a jealous prick."

"Hey, now." He grimaced at her.

She giggled. "You were."

"I made a promise."

"You made a lot of promises..."

"I know, I'm sorry."

She said, "So what's different this time?"

They were walking into their camp. "I think it was seeing you kiss Finn."

She laughed. "That was totally crazy. I was drunk."

"We need to get you drunk more often."

~ ~ ~
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She drank that night to Pearce's delight. He wondered if she was going to cancel the nightly drinking.

Finn looked disappointed when she came over to him after an hour of drinking wearing the velour shorts and blouse. But he held out the poncho and wrapped her over with it. She snuggled in and the poncho began moving.

Pearce drank and talked to Matt about his Jeep.

Becky slurred, "Oh my gosh."

Finn said, "Did I do that?"

She coughed. "I lost another button. Great."

He said, "Just take it off."

"What, my shorts?"

"I meant your shirt, but take those off, too."

She giggled. "All right, hold on." She moved around and dropped her blouse and shorts outside the poncho.

Finn squirmed around and kicked down his shorts. "How about a kiss?"

She laughed. "Oh?"

"Yes, please."

She climbed over his lap and straddled him. His arms held the poncho but low on her back – her naked upper half was exposed.

Pearce watched his wife kiss Finn and her hips begin moving.

Finn dropped one edge of the poncho and reached between them. "Lift up a little."

She murmured something and lifted.

They could all see her right ass cheek.

She settled down on Finn's lap slowly and let out a long sigh.

He grabbed the poncho again and covered her lower areas. His groans were satisfied and eager.

They all watched Becky ride up and down on Finn under the poncho. They listened to her sighs and his groans.

Wayne said, "Man, I wish I had a wife as sexy as that."

Matt said, "Yeah, me too."

Pearce took a drink. "She ain't for sale."

Matt said, "When do we get another kiss?"

Becky was riding Finn harder, thrusting her hips down and back, driving her pussy down onto his cock. She was grunting, her fingers clawing at Finn's shoulders.

Andrew said, "She's a wildcat, all right."

Matt backhanded his shoulder. "Don't be bragging."

Finn groaned breathlessly and he bucked under Becky until they both stilled. She laughed low in her throat and hugged him.

Drinks and looks were passed as she reached out and grabbed her clothes. Shifting around, she managed to get her clothes back on under the poncho. She blushed at everyone.

After a few drinks, Wayne said, "How about our kisses?"

Becky said, "What about them?"

"I want a kiss, too." He looked hurt.

She chuckled. "I'll give you a kiss if you promise not to be all weepy and shit."

Everyone laughed.

Wayne grinned and held out his arms.

She rolled her eyes but was smiling. "All right." She got up and moved over to Wayne. Her blouse was hanging open, exposing her small boobs to anyone looking from the sides.

He patted his lap. "Straddle me. That looked like fun."

She smirked. "Oh, you, too, huh?" She climbed on and they began kissing.

His hands ran up and down her back and then the front of her blouse.

She gasped as his hands brushed over her nipples. Her hips moved on Wayne's lap.

Pearce knew she hadn't finished. She would be aching with desperation.

But she got off and moved to Andrew. He laid down along the log he was sitting on and had her lay on him. She kissed him while he stroked his hands over her little ass. After a moment, she began moving her hips again. She murmured something into Andrew's ear.

He chuckled. "I guess so."

She got up, a flushed look on her face.

Pearce knew she was turned on.

Matt looked up at her and motioned her to straddle him. As she got close, he yanked down on her shorts. "Get these off."

She yelped. "No." But her shorts were at her knees and her pussy and ass exposed.

Matt smiled. "Come on. I've got something for you to sit on." He pulled his shorts to the side and showed her his cock.

She slapped his hand. "No. Not like this."

"Oh? What then?"

She looked around. She glanced at the poncho and then the tent she shared with Pearce. She motioned to the tent as she pulled up her shorts. "We can kiss in the tent."

Matt frowned. "Oh. Um, sure." He glanced at Pearce.

He gave the boy a look that said he better not argue.

Matt got up and followed her to the tent. He climbed in after her.

The zipper went down firmly.
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CHAPTER 11
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Pearce took a swig as the sounds of kissing and shuffling came from the tent behind him. He passed the bottle back to Andrew.

They all were quiet, listening to the sounds in the tent.

Becky said, "Oh, nice."

Matt chuckled. "Nah, I'm not as big as Andy."

"You're thicker, though. This is nice."

"Mmm, thanks."

There were some wet sounds Pearce figured was a blowjob or a sixty-nine. Or very vigorous kissing.

More shuffling and then things went quiet. There was a pant, and then a wet sound. Becky giggled deep in her throat and Matt sighed.

More shuffling.

Becky said, "Wait." Silence. "Okay."

Pearce wondered what was going on.

She inhaled sharply, then let out a low whimper.

Matt gave out a breathy grunt and there was some shuffling.

Becky started gasping in breaths, fast.

Matt groaned and then chuckled. "Wow, your pussy feels fantastic."

She was still panting, but not gasping as loud. "Yeah?"

His voice was ragged. "Definitely."

Her panting turned into slower breathing and then small whimpers of pleasure. Her sounds blended with his pants.

Finn, Andrew and Wayne looked back and forth between the tent and Pearce.

Light slapping sounds emerged and Becky's panting increased.

Pearce said, "Sounds like a good kiss."

The boys laughed nervously.

Becky was moaning with a small grunt at the end of each of Matt's pants. The slapping got louder.

Andrew said, "That sounds hot."

Wayne was running his hand through his short hair. "I have got to meet a girl like her."

"Me, too."

Finn said, "Me, three."

Pearce said, "Hand me a phone and I'll put in our number. Maybe we can coordinate on next year."

Three phones appeared as if from a flash of magic.

He chuckled and took them.

Matts grunts were louder and Becky was grunting with him as the slaps got more forceful. The grunting became muffled from both and the slapping was just as loud, but slower.

Then the panting got loud again. Matt said, "Reach down there. Play with yourself. I want you to cum on my dick."

She gasped and then moaned low.

The slapping quickened.

Becky's moans turned louder and more breathy. They grew in volume and pace until she began crying out uncontrollably.

Pearce almost passed out; she was having an orgasm while being fucked by another man.

Matt chuckled breathlessly. "That's a girl. My turn." The slapping got louder. Becky whimpered deliriously. His grunting became more forceful.

Andrew had his dick out and he was stroking with an open mouth. He said, "Sorry. Can't help it."

Finn's poncho was moving.

Wayne looked really uncomfortable.

Matt's grunts turned into a cry of tension. The slapping stopped. His cry turned forceful, and then turned into rhythmic strangled groans that echoed in the forest. Becky gasped with each groan.

Pearce ran a hand over his thinning hair in imitation of Wayne. He desperately wanted to touch his own cock, but saved it for when he would be alone with his wife later. She's in the tent behind me getting fucked and filled and I love it. This is surreal. He took a drink and said, "Looks like Matt's a good kisser."

Andrew groaned and shot a load of sperm up into the air.

~ ~ ~
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Pearce gratefully made love to a clinging Becky later. They kissed feverishly and he shot his load as deep as he could into her wet pussy.

She murmured with pleasure under him and held his neck in her arms. "Mmm."

"So who was better?" He was panting.

She giggled. "You're the best."

"Oh, come on. We all heard how Matt played you like a violin."

She laughed out of control for a moment. "It was fun... But not like with you."

He could tell she meant it. "I gave them our number."

She stiffened a little. "Why?"

"So we might coordinate on next year's camping trip."

She relaxed. "Oh. That might be all right. I guess."

"What are you worried about?"

"I just didn't want our home to be some open door thing."

His voice was wry. "Like our tent?"

"Yeah. This is different. This is camping, not our lives."

He nodded in the darkness. "So something special."

"Right."

"You wouldn't want to see Finn until next year?"

She giggled. "Um, no. He's cute and fun, but..."

"All right; just asking." He laid on her, his lips brushing hers. "Thought you might miss all the attention."

"It's a little much. I don't think I could handle that all the time. Sometimes you like to take a breather, you know what I mean?"

He kissed her. "Mm hmm."



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]











EPILOGUE
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Pearce pulled away from the Lewis and Clark Campgrounds and out onto the state road. "We sort of got screwed."

Becky blushed. "Um, we?"

"Not like that. I mean we came up to be alone and be away from other campers."

"Oh."

"I didn't think you were going to do Wayne." She had went with Wayne off in the woods the previous morning before the boys left.

"He asked nicely. I think he was embarrassed about being sort of small."

"Hmm? How small?"

She shrugged. "I don't know, five inches?"

"Oh. That's not too small."

She smiled. "No, he was sweet. He pushed it in and held it there. Moved all over the place. Stimulated me on the outside. I liked it."

"Oh? Better than Matt?"

"Matt was fun."

"So who was better? Matt or Finn?"

She shrugged again. Her tone was helpless. "I don't know. They were different."

"Different in size."

"Well, not just that." She made a thinking face. "Finn was quiet and his thing was almost exactly like yours. Matt was about the same size, but really thick. I think I liked Finn because he reminded me of you. Matt was fun because it felt so different."

"In a good way?"

She giggled. "Mm hmm. Being stretched like that was fun. And he was very forceful. It's kind of nice to be taken so brutally sometimes. But not all the time."

"We definitely made some memories this year."

She looked at him a long time. "And some changes." She touched his arm and squeezed.

"You didn't think I had it in me?"

She burst out laughing. "Um, nope."

"And now?"

She shrugged and sat back facing forward. "Back to work."

He knew what she meant: back to their lives. Back to the normal day-to-day routine of work, home-life, and love. That they had done something so special on vacation enriched the time they spent camping all the more. They would have many hot and passionate sessions together talking about the boys.






Thank you for reading Honey, Those Campers Are Cute. Reviews are always appreciated.
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