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Chapter One

 


Nigel felt his stomach creep back up into the spot it normally resided in his gut as the Cessna pulled up to the wooden dock on Lake Wanatee. He wiped his clammy palms on his pants legs, turned to look at Theresa and flashed a sheepish grin.
 

“You okay?” she asked, mouthing the words so the pilot didn’t hear over the headset.
 

Nigel nodded, let out a sigh and released the tension from his shoulders. Flying had never been his forte. Small planes didn’t help.
 

Despite his phobia the trip up had been glorious. A spectacular sea of red and orange, the colors turning brighter the further north they flew. Nigel was still a little stunned at being there at all.
 

Derek, his boss of five years and now father-in-law, had shocked them both in a dinner speech after their lavish wedding, which he’d bankrolled. Two weeks off from Nigel’s gruelling IT position at MedCare, an all expenses paid trip to Moosehurst Lodge, the executive resort where Derek held their corporate retreats and, finally, a direct flight from the city so they wouldn’t have to drive and take a tiny float plane from the nearest village.
 

It was an extravagance neither of them had expected. Not necessarily wanted, as had been the case with the wedding.
 

Theresa had wanted a small wedding since before they’d been engaged. Just a few friends and close family in a cozy rural setting.
 

Derek, when they broke the news that they were getting married, had laughed his big fat laugh and shook his head. Took his cell phone out and called Harrison, his house manager, and told him to start planning a five-hundred guest affair.
 

Theresa had fumed and fought and stomped her feet. Derek hadn’t cared. Nothing less than the best for his one and only baby girl.
 

Nigel had been surprised when, once the big day got closer, they’d told Derek about their honeymoon plans. A little cabin up north, a twelve hour drive away. Nothing but them and the wilderness. Just a four day weekend a week after the wedding day.
 

He’d smirked but said nothing.
 

Theresa’s face had turned bright red when her daddy made the announcement in front of all five hundred people that he was sending them to Moosehurst whether they liked it or not. Just another way her father insisted on controlling everything she did.
 

And he’d taken Nigel aside after dancing. Out for a manly cigar on the balcony of the sprawling banquet hall he’d rented for the occasion. After a few puffs he’d poked him in the centre of his chest with his thick finger and said “you’ve got one job up there, son.” The moniker was more dominating than affectionate. “You put a baby in that belly,” he’d said, staring straight into Nigel’s somewhat frightened eyes. Poked him two more times. “And do it with respect,” he’d growled.
 

So it was against that backdrop that Nigel found himself climbing out of the Cessna Caravan to the sound of waves lapping at the dock. Waiting as the pilot hauled their suitcases out. Turning toward the resort at the sound of a manly “hello!” rolling at them over the water.
 

A heavy-set but not entirely unfit man was lumbering down the stone steps leading to the water. Square-jawed, hair cut high and tight, he was wearing a plaid shirt with the sleeves rolled up to reveal his hairy forearms. Beneath that a pair of worn jeans and work boots. The whole deck shook as he stomped toward them, grinning.
 

Nigel looked sideways at Theresa to see that she was smiling, too.
 

The man, looking as much a man’s man as Nigel had ever seen, stomped right up to Theresa, wrapped his thick arms around her, lifted her off her feet and swung her around in a circle.
 

Theresa squealed like a little girl being greeted by her favorite uncle.
 

A vague sense of unease gripped Nigel as the man buried his face in his new wife’s neck and kissed it. And while he knew they knew each other well, he couldn’t suppress the cold finger of jealousy that scraped down his chest at seeing another man — that sort of bear of a man — handle his bride that way.
 

He set her down, pulled away and looked into her eyes, beaming. “Sweetheart,” he whispered, shaking his head then, to Nigel’s surprise, wiping at the misty corner of one eye with his finger. “I’m so sorry I couldn’t be there.”
 

Theresa tsked, tilted her head to one side and cooed. “Aw, uncle George, you’re so sweet.”
 

Uncle George cleared his throat into a fist and took a step away from Theresa. “You’d better cut it out with that uncle shit,” he growled. “I feel old enough as it is. It’s George from here on in.”
 

Theresa let out a girlish giggle and rolled her eyes. “Oh please,” she said softly. “You’re not old.”
 

“George,” George said in a playfully threatening growl.
 

Theresa giggled again. “George it is,” she said.
 

Nigel watched his beautiful bride like a hawk through this interaction and a shudder raced up his spine. It was absurd to think that George posed any threat. Theresa had told many stories about summers spent up at Moosehurst. Water skiing on the lake. Campfires and roasting marshmallows in the fire pit by the forest. Uncle George taking her out to the middle of the lake to fish. And while he wasn’t a real uncle, him and her father were close enough and Theresa had spent enough time up there that that’s what she’d come to call him. Ever since she was a little girl.
 

So obviously there was no threat. Obviously this was just Theresa falling back into her former self. Giggling and smiling at big uncle George the way young girls do to get a man’s attention.
 

But Nigel couldn’t but notice the coquettish look in her eyes, the way she posed so her best features were on full display. Couldn’t help but feel that there was something simmering beneath the surface. Something not quite innocent that had been bubbling for a long time before she’d even met her Nigel.
 

He was snapped from this strange and disconcerting reverie by George turning toward him and looking him square in the eye. “Where the hell are my manners?” George muttered. He opened up his bearlike paw cocked his arm back then brought it swinging toward Nigel just as he extended his.
 

George caught him in a grip that nearly knocked him back a step.
 

Nigel did his best not to wince as George squeezed his palm in his.
 

“George,” George said, eyeing him with slightly narrowed eyes.
 

“Nigel Davis,” Nigel said.
 

George pumped his hand three times, chin jutting as he nodded. He stepped back, scratched his stubble and looked Nigel up and down. “So you’re the kid who stole my baby, huh?”
 

Nigel, not sure of what to say, turned to Theresa for help, mouth opening and closing like a beached fish struggling to breathe.
 

“Oh stop it,” Theresa snapped, her voice playful. She slapped George on the arm. “You’re just like my father.”
 

A manly chuckle rolled out of George as he grinned back at Theresa. “Kind of scrawny, don’t you think?”
 

Theresa rolled her eyes and shook her head.
 

George turned back to Nigel. “I’m just messing with you, bud. Honey’s the closest thing I ever had to a kid of my own. Feels kind of weird to see her married.”
 

“Honey?” Nigel asked quietly.
 

“It’s just a nickname,” Theresa explained. “From when I was little.” She looked at George with affection. “But maybe now that we’re all grown up we should use real names? Or should I keep calling you uncle George?”
 

George harrumphed and rubbed his hands together. “Alright, baby,” he grumbled. “You got me there. Welcome back to Moosehurst.” Then he turned to Nigel. “And to you, welcome to Moosehurst. You’re gonna’ have a fucken’ kick-ass time here. I promise.” He squeezed between them and picked up the two suitcases the pilot had deposited on the dock.
 

“Oh I can get those if you want, George,” the pilot said.
 

“Nah, Frank” George replied. “There’s weather coming. You best get back sooner rather than later just in case.”
 

“You sure?” Frank asked.
 

“Absolutely. I’ll see you Friday.”
 

“Sure thing. Thanks,” Frank said.
 

“Hey bring me up a case, will ya’? I’m running low, winter’s coming and the old goat’s been bleating louder lately.”
 

Frank smirked as he climbed back into the plane. “Sure thing, George. Sure thing.”
 

George wrapped his hands around the suitcase handles and picked them up as effortlessly as if they were empty.
 

“I can get one of those if you want, George,” Nigel offered.
 

“No you can’t,” George replied. “Now follow me you two. I’ve got the welcoming committee waiting.”
 

He stomped off up the deck toward the stairs.
 

Nigel turned to Theresa, eyes wide, slightly puzzled by what to make of the situation.
 

She tucked her hand under his arm and squeezed it. Kissed him on the cheek. “Don’t worry about him. Just let him do his thing.” Then, more tenderly and possibly with some guilt, “I’m sorry about this. I wanted the cabin as much as you did,” she whispered. “You know what daddy’s like.”
 

Nigel knew very well what daddy was like. He’d worked for him long enough to know he was a ruthless, though always honest, businessman. He’d built up MedCare over twenty years, after a decade in the military as a medic, to become the country’s top supplier of medical equipment.
 

Nigel, who’d spent nearly every waking hour since getting his first computer at age eleven, in front of a screen picking at operating systems had met Theresa while he was finishing his computer science degree.
 

Derek had taken a liking to Nigel as soon as he’d met him. Offered him a job at MedCare the third time Theresa had brought him to dinner at her parent’s place. At the time it had seemed like a dream job come true. Fresh out of college and making some money. Derek hadn’t helped him climb the ladder, though. Recused himself from all promotion decisions.
 

Nigel had clawed his own way up and, at twenty-seven, become the youngest head of IT in MedCare’s history.
 

Derek always said you had to be your own man. And he hated nepotism. Now he was pushing Nigel to start his own consulting business. “You’re never gonna’ make more than you make working for someone else,” was his favorite bit of advice to Nigel.
 

And now here they were at Moosehurst, the unofficial Anderson family retreat, to celebrate their honeymoon. Walking up the stone steps and Nigel gasping at the incredible view of the lodge against a backdrop of autumn colors and exposed crystalline slabs of rock of the Canadian Shield.
 

It was an incredibly generous and stunningly gorgeous wedding gift. And yet Nigel couldn’t help but feel a slight detachment from it. This had once been Theresa’s playground. She was intimately acquainted with the place and the people hosting them. Which was, Nigel surmised, what was causing the unsettling feeling floating around the base of his stomach.
 

Theresa was at home here. He was just a stranger paying a visit. It seemed a weird way to begin their new life together, taking something old from hers and planting Nigel into it.
 

He pushed the worry away as they followed George through the large glass doors into the foyer.
 

“Martha!” George called out, setting the suitcases down on the floor. “Get out here you old goat! The newlyweds are here!”
 

Nigel and Theresa shared a smile.
 

George turned to face them. “Surprise! You’re the only ones here this week!”
 

Theresa’s eyes widened. “Really?” she whispered, sounding genuinely shocked.
 

“Really,” George said, grinning. “Weekdays get real slow so I gave the staff a week off. We’ve got a couple hunting parties coming up on Friday but until then this is your playground.”
 

Theresa smiled wide. “Oh my god,” she said. “That’s amazing! I don’t think I’ve ever been here when there’s no one else here!” she said, clapping her hands and skipping up and down on the spot.
 

“Just me and the old battle axe to keep you company,” George said.
 

Motion caught Nigel’s eye. A figure at the top of the giant staircase leading to the second floor. Bright red hair and slightly angular but very striking features, she was obviously around George’s age but a woman you had a hard time tearing your eyes away from. Busty, curvy, fit like George and with a laser gleam in her eye that could cut a diamond.
 

“Theresa,” she purred, putting her hands around Theresa’s neck and pressing their cheeks together.
 

“Martha,” Theresa whispered, eyes closed. “It’s so great to see you.”
 

Martha stepped away and looked at Theresa the same way George had. “Wow,” she said. “You are a fucking gorgeous woman.”
 

Theresa blushed and looked away. Demurring at the compliment in a way Nigel had never seen her do.
 

Then Martha turned to him. “You must be Nigel,” she said.
 

“I am,” Nigel replied, forcing himself to smile. He stretched out his hand in greeting.
 

“Oh stop that nonsense,” Martha said, smacking his hand away. She wrapped her arms around his neck and drew him against herself in a tight hug.
 

Nigel gulped at the way her fleshy breasts felt against his chest. He blushed when his cock twitched.
 

“We’re all family here,” Martha whispered. She let him go then gave him the once over the same way she had Theresa. “Very handsome,” she said, then winked.
 

“Don’t you get any ideas,” Theresa joked.
 

Martha smirked and put her hand on her hip, then shot Theresa a look. “Too late,” she said.
 

There was a whisper of a moment where Nigel thought he saw the beginnings of a snarl curl Theresa’s lip. It turned into a smile. “You’ve always had a thing for dorky guys,” Theresa said. Giggled, then caught herself, turned to Nigel and stroked his arm. “I’m just joking baby,” she said.
 

Nigel felt a flicker of humiliation run through him at the joke. Truth was, he was kind of a dork. Especially compared to a guy like George. A lumberjack type that lifted things and built things and sawed things and, generally, changed the real world and not the virtual ones Nigel spent most of his time in. And it wasn’t that it bothered him that he wasn’t like those guys. Not exactly. It was just society had a certain definition of what masculinity was and he didn’t really fit. So hearing Theresa say it out loud stung a little.
 

“I was just kidding,” she cooed quietly, squeezing his arm again.
 

An awkwardness descended on them, along with a silence.
 

Nigel, not normally the quickest with witty retorts, felt one rising through him like the morning sun. A shiver of nerves made him hesitate. He barely knew these people. Should he? What if it flopped? He ran his eyes up and down Martha admiring her pleasant curves. “Hey if it’s dorks you like I’m your man,” he said, poking a thumb at his chest.
 

A momentary silence.
 

Theresa’s jaw dropped.
 

George smirked.
 

Martha clapped her hands together, threw her head back and burst out laughing.
 

“Nigel!” Theresa snapped, then slapped him on the hand. But the smile that lit her face bathed Nigel in warmth. “Down boy!”
 

And just like that he was in. His face turned red as he chuckled, pleased as punch at his vaguely clever reply.
 

“Alright. I guess I’m starting to see it,” George said giving him a few nods.
 

“Okay that’s enough. Dinner’s getting cold,” Martha said, punching George’s arm. “Take their things. I put them in number three.”
 

George scowled at her but it seemed playful. “Careful who you boss around you old bitch,” he growled, grabbing the suitcases. “Or I’ll put the hose to you tonight.”
 

Martha rolled her eyes. “Yeah, yeah,” she said, dismissing the friendly threat with a wave. “That hose isn’t likely to do much damage.”
 

Nigel’s jaw dropped at the quip.
 

“Come on you two. This way,” Martha said.
 

Nigel, still stunned by Martha’s cruel remark, looked down at Theresa who was smiling at him but with one eye narrowed. He wasn’t sure what that meant.
 

She put her hand under his arm and pressed her cheek to his bicep as they walked.
 

And Nigel felt like a Real Man the way she was clinging to him. The way he’d got on top of the awkward moment and diffused it like it was a ticking bomb. Got them all laughing and liking him and feeling like he was part of their little group and not outside it. He looked down at Theresa.
 

She looked up. “That was cute,” she whispered.
 

He smiled, pleased that he’d rolled the dice and won. “Thanks,” he replied.
 

“But don’t you go getting any ideas,” Theresa added, glancing up at him, the smile suddenly missing from her expression.
 

A shock shot through him at the sudden change in her mood.
 

Theresa was the best. But he’d learned through the course of their courtship and engagement that it was best not to upset her apple cart. The trouble, however, was that she kept a lot of her apple carts — and she seemed to have quite a few of them — hidden. In very dark places with no lights. And sometimes they were missing a wheel. Balanced in a way that the slightest nudge would make them topple. By the way she was looking at him he seemed to have found one now. “Baby it was just a joke,” he said, chuckling awkwardly as his stomach churned with worry.
 

“Yeah, yeah,” she said half-joking but half-not. “I know she’s hot,” she said, staring daggers into Martha’s back.
 

“Theresa, babe, I was totally just joking,” he begged, dragging her to a stop.
 

She looked up at him with sincere but not quite innocent eyes. “I know you were,” she said, sighing. “But I know what guys are like.”
 

For two seconds they stared at each other and something passed between them. Something Nigel couldn’t put his finger on but felt quite deeply. Like what had just happened was all a joke but somewhere deep inside it an ugly vein of truth crawled through it. Because Martha was kind of hot. And he had felt his cock twitch when she’d hugged him. And maybe somehow Theresa knew he’d felt it.
 

A slow, sly smile stretched across her lips. “You watch yourself,” she whispered. “George isn’t exactly fugly either,” she said, then grinned.
 

Nigel’s stomach hollowed. He saw something in Theresa’s eyes he’d never seen before and it floored him and made his insides flop. The thought of her thinking about George the way he’d thought of Martha, if only for a fleeting moment, sent a pulse of rage-filled jealousy through him.
 

What was worse, by the expression on Theresa’s face, she seemed to know. Even worse than that was that she seemed pleased with herself at how she’d made him feel. “Relax,” she said, standing up on her tippy-toes to kiss his cheek. “That was just a joke, too.” She giggled, grabbed him by the hand and started dragging him after Martha.
 

Nigel had no idea why the whole lodge seemed to be spinning around him but it made it kind of hard to walk.
 






Chapter Two

 


When they caught up to Martha she was in the small staff dining room beside the kitchen. She was mixing up a cocktail in a shaker, ice rattling against the sides. She smiled at them as they walked in. “Derek make you do this?” she asked, grinning at Theresa.
 

Theresa, startled by the question, gave an awkward laugh and shook her head. “Don’t be silly! I’m so happy I get to see you guys again!” she said.
 

Martha smirked and poured out a martini. Popped a couple of more ice cubes into the shaker and started pouring in ingredients. “Sweetheart you don’t have to bullshit me. We’re so thrilled to have you but I wasn’t born yesterday, remember? I know your father.”
 

The smile faded from Theresa’s lips. Her shoulders slumped. She sank into a chair. “Yeah,” she said, sounding slightly dejected. “It was his idea.”
 

Nigel, still a little dizzy from the exchange in the lobby, felt an awkwardness form inside his gut. There was obviously more at play here than he realized. Theresa had expressed her unhappiness to him at her controlling father sending them to Moosehurst. She hadn’t said anything that might have indicated there were other reasons she was pissed about the idea.
 

“Yeah. I figured. He can be kind of a dick, huh?”
 

Theresa glanced at Martha looking wary, like she might be getting set up. “I guess,” she muttered.
 

Martha poured out another cocktail, set down the shaker and walked the drinks over to where they were sitting. She walked back to the bar and fixed two more.
 

George walked in. “Who’s ready for some boozin’?” he asked, clapping his hands together and chuckling as he walked over to where Martha was standing. He picked up the glass she slid toward him, clinked it with hers, then walked over to the table. Sat down and tapped his glass against each of theirs. “To the newlyweds!” he said.
 

Martha walked slowly over and came to stand next to him, hand on his shoulder. “To the newlyweds,” she said, raising her glass.
 

Nigel flashed a weak smile at the two of them and took a sip of his drink. The alcohol warmed his insides and, having had no food since breakfast, went almost immediately to his head.
 

“We’ve got a helluva time planned for you guys here,” George said, downing half his drink in one gulp. “We’ll start with an eight hour hike tomorrow. Up the old rail bed there’s a trestle with an incredible view of the colours. Fishing on Tuesday, I thought,” he said, nodding enthusiastically. “Then Wednesday we can drive over the bridge on Wakanasee and see if we can spot some bear. You ever seen a bear Nigel?” he asked. Didn’t wait for an answer. “Lots of bear up here this time of year. You bring your camera?”
 

Nigel sat at the table watching his vision of an idyllic honeymoon with his beautiful Theresa crumbling before his eyes. Hikes? Fishing? The whole point of a honeymoon was to spend time together. And as nice as Martha and George seemed George’s plans didn’t exactly sound romantic.
 

“Oh stop that you old clown,” Martha said, waving a hand at George.
 

Nigel’s eyes darted from George to Martha, then to Theresa who was sitting next to him with an amused smirk on her face.
 

She leaned over and kissed his cheek. “He’s joking,” she whispered.
 

Nigel aimed his blank stare at George who burst into laughter.
 

George leaned over and clapped him on the back so hard it took the wind out of his lungs for a moment. “Gotcha!” he roared, pointing a finger at Nigel.
 

Nigel coughed out an awkward laugh.
 

Martha shook her head and Theresa rolled her eyes. “Just don’t listen to anything he says,” Martha advised.
 

“Oh shut up you old bag,” George grunted.
 

Nigel let out a sigh of relief. While he was happy that George had just been joking he wondered what it would be like spending their alone time up here with these two.
 

“I know what you’re really here for,” George said, his lips twisting into a lascivious grin.
 

Nigel felt his face heat up.
 

“Uncle George!” Theresa moaned.
 

“Hey!” George barked, swinging his hand to point his finger at her. “I told you. Drop the uncle thing. Or you’ll be over my knee getting your hide tanned.”
 

Nigel swallowed the lump that had formed in his throat. His eyes went wide. He glanced at Theresa and a terror gripped him at the way she was looking at George.
 

Her face was a little flushed. But she didn’t seem embarrassed. She had her eyes locked on his and her arms folded across her chest, with “I dare you” painted all across her expression.
 

It was in the ensuing silence that Nigel realized there was more to the situation than he could fathom. This wasn’t just the playful banter of people who were intimately acquainted. There was something darker lurking under the surface. Something almost sinister to the way Theresa and George were looking at each other.
 

“Oh cut it out you two,” Martha said, snapping her fingers in front of George’s face. “You’re embarrassing the poor boy.” She flashed Nigel an empathetic smile.
 

“It’s…it’s okay,” Nigel stammered. But it wasn’t. The exchange had brought the jealousy he’d felt in the foyer screaming back. Not just from the way George’s eyes wandered down Theresa’s petite frame before he turned his head, looked out the window and sighed. It was the way Theresa seemed to relish the attention. As if this wasn’t something new. As if this ran deep between them. The cute young daughter of the Moosehurst’s best customer flirting with the owner to make her daddy mad.
 

The thought sent adrenaline pulsing through Nigel.
 

She took a sip of her drink then turned and looked at him. The wicked look on her face faded into surprise. As if she only then had remembered Nigel was there and that she was married to him and that this was their honeymoon. As if, out here in the playground of her younger days, he was only an afterthought.
 

She smiled. Too tightly to be sincere.
 

Nigel knew there was something hiding behind that smile. Something she was hiding. And as much as he hated it, seeing her look at him like that cemented a need to find out what it was.
 

The timer sounded on the oven.
 

Nigel looked over toward it to see Martha behind the counter mixing more drinks. He looked down at his own to find it almost untouched. Picked up the glass and guzzled as much of it as he could without gagging. He didn’t normally drink but the situation and the angry jealousy bubbling inside him required a little dampening.
 

“So. Theresa,” George said, setting his glass down so Martha could pour another martini into it. “Tell us all about how you two met.”
 

“Well,” Theresa started.
 

Nigel tuned out as she launched into the mundane story of their courtship. Mundane not because it lacked true love, but because it was one of probably hundreds of thousands of office romances set in cubicles and office complexes and restaurants with names like “Gabby’s.” Mundane not to them but to anyone unfortunate enough to have asked to hear the story who now had to sit through it. Hearing snippets of it through the dull hum of unease in his mind was bad enough. Tepid coffee with not enough cream. Bone white dull.
 

“Well isn’t that something,” George said once Theresa had prattled off the banal details of their wedding. “A match made in heaven.”
 

Theresa turned to Nigel and squeezed his hand. “We did alright. Didn’t we babe?”
 

Nigel offered another weak smile. The jealousy had ebbed. But it had left him with an itchy feeling somewhere deep inside. A place he couldn’t even find to scratch.
 

“Let’s eat!” Martha said, setting the tourtiere down on a hot pad on the table. She walked back over to the oven and returned with roasted vegetables.
 

George stood up, started fixing himself another martini then thought better of it. Slammed back a shot of vodka instead before wiping his mouth with his sleeve and walking over to the cupboards. He pulled out two bottles of red wine and a corkscrew and walked back over to the table. Set the bottles down, took his seat and uncorked one. Then poured out four glasses and lifted his high into the air. “To the newlyweds!”
 

Martha unfolded her napkin and put it on her lap. “Drunk already?” she asked with a pointed but bored stare.
 

“I’m not drunk!” George roared before slamming his fist on the table.
 

Theresa jumped, as did Nigel. Her back stiffened and her eyes darted to George before dropping to the table, as if looking at him might risk his ire. They sat there in silence while George and Martha stared each other down. For what felt like an eternity.
 

Then, just as Nigel thought the weight of that silence might crush them all, George started chuckling. Martha, too. Still staring at each other, laughter rolled out of them like they were college buddies in a dorm sharing an inside joke.
 

Martha pressed two fingers to her forehead. She looked at Nigel and Theresa, her smile wide but slightly sly. She reached across the table, took Theresa’s hand in hers and squeezed it. “Sorry sweetheart,” she said softly. “Sometimes we forget how to act in polite company. Too much time alone up here, I think.” She looked at Nigel. “Come on kids dig in. Dinner’s not going to eat itself.”
 

George was already shovelling tourtiere into his mouth.
 






Chapter Three

 


The rest of dinner was a maddening affair for Nigel. Long, drawn-out stories about the way things used to be. When Theresa, in her teens, would spend long summers basking in the northern Ontario sun. Prancing around the lodge in nothing more than a bikini, as told by an increasingly drunk George in an unmistakably lecherous tone.
 

What was infuriating was not that Theresa had a past. Everyone did. It was that Nigel couldn’t be there. There was no going back to that time. No protecting her from George’s leering or, more importantly, from herself. From the girl, now turned a woman, who didn’t know better than to follow her instincts and use her slender body to attract what she had obviously deeply craved. The attention of men.
 

Men like George. Brawny, rugged, ursine alpha males who banged their fists on tables without a care about how that might make anyone else feel.
 

Nigel found himself listening to their shared stories, stories he would never be a part of no matter how many clever quips he made, and sinking into a place in his mind he was fairly certain one wasn’t supposed to on a honeymoon. A dark and brooding place. The place old men go to have a regret at their mistakes.
 

Finally, after dessert and two more cocktails and with George still rambling about a hike they’d all once taken, Martha decided it was time for bed, at least for the young couple. She refused any help in the kitchen, instead led them to number three, a lavish suite on the second floor of Moosehurst lodge and showed them the amenities before hugging them both, excusing herself and wishing them a nice time.
 

Which is when the nerves really got to Nigel.
 

The previous night, their wedding day, had been exhausting. Dancing into the wee hours of the morning, they’d fallen into the bed of their hotel room sweaty and spent. Theresa had rolled off and gone to shower. Nigel did the same when she was done. He’d come back to find her already asleep. Beyond tired himself he’d crawled in next to her and, instead of waking her to consummate their marriage, closed his eyes and gone to sleep as well.
 

They were woken up at six the next morning by Derek banging on the door and yelling at them to get up and get packed because it was time to go.
 

So, as Martha closed the door to the suite, Theresa turned and looked at Nigel, eyelids a little heavy from all the drink, and bit her lower lip. “Hey handsome,” she said, voice a little slurred.
 

“Hey,” Nigel whispered. His stomach tightened as she walked across the room and put her arms around his neck.
 

“Want to make me your wife for real?” she asked.
 

Nigel forced a smile and nodded. “Absolutely,” he whispered back.
 

“Okay. Hang on a sec,” Theresa said. She turned and walked over to the luggage rack, zipped open her suitcase and started digging through it. She glanced over her shoulder and smiled. “Close your eyes,” she said.
 

Nigel shut his eyes. But when he did he found himself sinking even deeper into that dark place, that terrible feeling of outsidedness he’d felt at dinner squeezing him and taunting him and making him feel not very honeymoonish at all. He lost track of time and startled when he heard her speak again.
 

“Okay you open them now,” Theresa said.
 

Nigel did. The dim orange light of the nightstand light was soothing. His eyes focused on the familiar shape of Theresa standing in front of him. He drew in a breath at the sight of Theresa’s petite frame wrapped tightly in a white, see-through teddy. Her tiny breasts, nipples stiff, pert and inviting. She was smiling and chewing on her thumb.
 

“Do you like it?” she whispered.
 

“I…I love it,” Nigel replied. He couldn’t keep his eyes from roaming down her body, pausing at her chest and then her crotch. His cock began to harden as he let himself be lifted from the dark basement of his thoughts up into the sky.
 

Theresa walked toward him, bare feet padding softly on the plush carpet. She put her hands on his stomach and ran them up his body to his chest. Started fiddling with the top button of his shirt as she stared into his eyes. Her expression bright and sunny now, not marred by the cloudy bouts of sultry angst Nigel had watched flash over her face for all of dinner. This was Theresa as he knew her. Her smile faltered.
 

Nigel’s heart sank a little.
 

“Are you okay?” she asked.
 

“I’m fine,” he replied, far too quickly.
 

A slight sigh escaped her. Her shoulders sagged. “Nigel,” she said softly.
 

“What is it?”
 

“I’m…I’m really sorry about all this.”
 

“About what?”
 

She took her hands away from his chest and waved them out toward the walls. “All of it. That we’re here. That…that Martha and George are with us on our honeymoon.” She looked up at the ceiling like she was going to cry.
 

Nigel knew he should reach out. Reassure her that it was all alright. Honeymoon’s weren’t everything, after all. And that besides, what mattered most was that they were together and married and set to spend their life in each other’s arms.
 

But the way she said George did a funny thing to him. It wasn’t the way she said other men’s names. She didn’t call Andy from work Andy or Trevor Trevor. Of course her history with Andy or Trevor didn’t stretch nearly as far back as it did with George. And Andy and Trevor were both lean and neatly coiffed like Nigel. They weren’t burly, hairy mountain men like George.
 

“What’s wrong?” Theresa asked, yanking him from his thoughts.
 

“Hm? Oh, nothing,” Nigel lied.
 

She tilted her head to one side and gave him the eye. “Bullshit,” she called.
 

“What? I…it’s nothing.”
 

Theresa tsked. “Ni-gel,” she complained, stretching out his name like that would draw it out of him.
 

Nigel rubbed his mouth and looked her in the eye. “This is just a little weird, is all,” he muttered.
 

Theresa pouted. “Oh god I know. My stupid father,” she said. Despair flickered in her eye even as an angry snarl threatened to form on her lips. She huffed and her whole body sagged.
 

And Nigel realized he had a choice to make here. He could be the little boy he was increasingly feeling like thanks to George and Martha and this bizarre beginning to their honeymoon. Or he could stand up and be a man. A newly married man who was his wife’s keeper and protector. Protect her from the big bad world, from whatever memories this place invoked, from whatever ghosts and demons lurked in the shadows of Moosehurst Lodge. And most of all protect her from herself. That was what marriage was about, wasn’t it?
 

He chose the latter.
 

Taking a step toward her, he put his arms around her back and pulled her tiny body into his. Pressed her cheek against his chest and ran a hand over her hair. “Hey. It’s all going to be alright. We’re going to have a great time here.”
 

“Liar,” she whispered.
 

He pulled away, looked down into her eyes and smiled. “We’ll give Martha and George a run for their money.”
 

A smile curled her mouth. “How about we forget about them?” she whispered. She pulled him into a long, slow kiss.
 

As soon as he felt her lips press against his his cock reacted. Blood surging into the shaft, he was hard in under a minute. He grunted when he felt Theresa’s hand palm his crotch. A pulse of arousal shot through him. He stifled a groan and tried to think of baseball.
 

“This is nice,” Theresa said, smiling as she pulled away from their kiss. She rubbed his cock up and down with her palm.
 

Nigel flashed a weak smile. On the eve of their engagement they’d decided, together, to wait until they were married to have sex. They’d fooled around enough to know things clicked in that department. It was Theresa who’d suggested it. Said it was a trend she’d heard was becoming popular.
 

Nigel, at first not sure what to make of the request, had come around. Theresa seemed really into it and since they could still do other things, figured it wasn’t going to be a big deal to wait a few months for the real deal.
 

But a few weeks in and despite regular intimacy, he’d felt a pressure growing in his crotch unlike any he had before. Even went to see his doctor about it, worried it might be something serious.
 

After examining him the doc asked if he was getting laid. When Nigel explained the situation the doc had chuckled, congratulated him on his engagement and told him to masturbate as much as he needed.
 

But there was no masturbating this away. No matter how hard he tried. That had planted a seed of worry in his mind. One that had grown into an out sized weed the last few months, crowding out almost everything else. A weed of what if’s.
 

What if, when the time came, he’d be unable to perform? What if this feeling was never going away? What if even having sex wouldn’t dispel it? Or, possibly worst of all, what if on the night they finally consummated their union, the feeling would rupture and cause him to ejaculate as soon as slipped into Theresa?
 

That final fear was at the forefront of his mind now. Theresa looking spectacular in front of him on her knees. He shuddered as she pulled his pants and underwear off. His cock sprang out and swayed back and forth.
 

She grabbed his shirt and pulled it off over his head. Bit her lip and pushed him down onto his back on the bed then crawled on top of him.
 

He tensed as he felt the wet line of her pussy brush against his prick. Clenched his hands into fists as that tremendous pressure swelled and felt like it was going to burst.
 

Theresa fell over top of him and pulled on his shoulder. “Come on,” she whispered. “I want our first time to be a little more…traditional.” She rolled over onto her back, taking him with him.
 

Suddenly he found himself between her legs. The head of his cock was pressed up against her sex. His eyes roamed down her body, pausing at her breasts, then down between them to where they would meet. To the soft pubic hair and beneath it, to where they would meet.
 

“Come on baby,” Theresa said, pulling him closer and spreading her legs wider.
 

He looked up into her eyes. “I’m gonna’ go slow, okay?” he said.
 

“Not on my account, I hope?” she asked, then giggled.
 

He chuckled too. “On mine,” he said. “I’ve been waiting for this for a long time. I’m a little…”
 

“Pent up?” she asked.
 

“Something like that.”
 

“That’s why it’s going to be special,” she said. She put her hands on his ass and pulled him inside herself.
 

The feeling of gliding into the warm wet sheath of her pussy made his whole body tremble. She was as tight as he’d ever felt and seemed to squeeze his cock from every direction. His hips bucked uncontrollably and he wedged what he had left into her.
 

“Oh yes,” Theresa whispered. She put a hand on the back of his head and raised her head. “I like it rough, Nigel.”
 

Already he could feel himself on the very edge. His cock was throbbing inside her. Cum was churning at the base. The slightest friction inside that heavenly tunnel was going to send him over the edge.
 

And she wanted it rough.
 

Theresa tipped her pelvis forward.
 

He groaned at the pressure. His cock hardened and he felt it start to release. His body burst into motion. Hips twitching back and forth, stabbing his member into her as it spent. It was rough for a few seconds.
 

Theresa even moaned.
 

And then it was over.
 

Nigel softening. Theresa realizing that…that was it. Him turning his eyes away so she wouldn’t have to see his shame. “I’m…I’m really sorry about that.” To his surprise she put her hands on his cheeks and turned his head so he was looking at her again.
 

“Hey,” she said. “You don’t have to be sorry. We’ve got all night, remember? You don’t ever have to be sorry with me.”
 

His heart melted at her words and the soft expression she was wearing as she spoke them. He smiled awkwardly, eased out of her and rolled onto his side on the bed.
 

She rolled onto hers and smiled at him. “Need a few minutes?” she asked.
 

Nigel snickered. “Ha, yeah if you don’t mind.”
 

“I don’t,” she replied. “Hey can you do me a favour? Can you grab me a glass of water? That tourtierre was kind of salty.”
 

“Absolutely,” he said. He jumped out of bed and walked across to the bathroom. Looked around for a glass but found none. Stepped back out into the room and looked for one there. Nothing.
 

“What’s the matter?” Theresa asked.
 

“Can’t find a glass,” he said.
 

“Oh, well, never mind then.”
 

But Nigel wasn’t going to have that. Especially not after the performance he’d just given. He started putting on his clothes.
 

“What are you doing?” Theresa asked.
 

“Going to get my bride a glass,” he said.
 

“Oh no! Nigel you don’t have to…”
 

He held up a hand. “Let me just be clear about something,” he said. “You’re my wife now and you’ll do as I say. Now when I say that I’m going to get you a glass then that’s what’s going to happen. Am I making myself clear?”
 

Theresa giggled at that performance.
 

It made him feel better. He walked over and kissed her on the cheek. “I’ll be back in a flash,” he said.
 






Chapter Four

 


Nigel had never seen such darkness. As soon as he stepped out of the light being cast out the cabin window it seemed to swallow him up. The porch light on the main building of the resort looked like a distant star. A fear gripped him. The kind, he suspected, pre-historic men must have felt every night as the darkness closed in around them. For a brief moment he thought of turning back. He could, after all, tell Theresa to get a drink from the tap in the bathroom. Cup her hands together and gulp right out of her palms.
 

Then came the urge to conquer his fear. To rise above it and walk the rocky path to the main building. Turned it into a point of pride. He was a man, after all, and these were modern times. And what would he tell Theresa if he came back empty handed? That he’d been too scared of the dark to go get a glass after all?
 

So, taking a deep breath, he started the long march with his fists clenched and his heart pumping. It was a relief to set foot on the porch of the main building. There was a certain satisfaction to it, too. The city was never this dark. And silly as it was to be scared of it he’d overcome the fear after all.
 

He pulled the door open and stepped into the large foyer. The building was silent and some of the lights had been turned off. He made his way through the halls and past the banquet room, past the big commercial kitchen and toward the door that led to the one where they’d had dinner with George and Martha. Pressed his hand against the door and was about to push it open when he heard something.
 

A bolt of adrenaline rushed through him at the rhythmic sound. His eyes widened and he spun around as his heart rate spiked.
 

The hall behind him was empty. He let out a heavy sigh. He could have sworn it sounded like footsteps. Someone trying to rush him from behind. But now he’d turned he realized the source of it hadn’t been from behind him but ahead. Through the door. Inside the kitchen, actually.
 

Swallowing back the tightness that had formed in his throat he took another deep breath and turned toward the door again. Tilted his head to one side and listened. Mind cleared he realized the sound wasn’t footsteps at all.
 

Rhythmic squeaking and below that…panting? Someone breathing? Breathing heavily, at that. At once it became painfully clear what he was hearing.
 

Sex.
 

The rhythmic, ragged and animalistic sounds of people fucking. Given that there were only two other people here besides him and Theresa he realized he was listening to George and Martha having a shag.
 

He stepped back and away from the door. His shoulders slumped. He’d have to go poke around the big kitchen and see if he could find a glass. Or maybe in the banquet room there was a bar? That was probably a better bet.
 

He was about to turn and tiptoe away when he was gripped by a strange compulsion. A curiosity that kept him from walking away.
 

Stop. Don’t do this. What is your problem?
 

Spying on people was wrong. He wasn’t some pervert voyeur who leered through cracks at peoples private business. He didn’t even watch a lot of pornography. But there was something so out sized about George and Martha. They were older. That wasn’t so much alluring as it was gross. But gross in a way that made him want to look.
 

He shuddered.
 

The voice of reason came again. Whispering for him to stop and turn around and get his glass and go back to his bride.
 

From beneath it came a cackling. A devilish sound.
 

Come on, Nigel. Just one glance can’t hurt. Check out what your hosts look like when they’re fucking.
 

Maybe it was the bizarre evening they’d had. Maybe his nerves, still jangled from the flight, caused something to short-circuit in his mind. Or maybe it had something to do with the weird thoughts he’d had while having sex with Theresa. Whatever it was, Nigel picked a path he normally wouldn't have.
 

He took a step forward and turned his head to the side.
 

Squeak, squeak, squeak.
 

Pant, pant, pant.
 

Grunt, grunt, grunt.
 

It sounded so dirty. So animal and lewd. As soon as he heard it he knew he had to take a peek.
 

Ever so gently he put his fingers to the door and pushed it open a crack. Leaned forward and, with one eye open, peered into the darkened kitchen. He gasped at what he saw inside.
 

Martha was lying on her stomach on the table. Her shirt was on the floor, her bra down around her waist. One gigantic mammary was mashed against the table, the wrinkled, pink nipple pointing straight at Nigel. Her eyes were closed and her lips were curled in a lusty snarl. The look of a woman about to get off.
 

Behind her George had his burly paws on her waist. He was staring down at her ass as he sawed his cock, thick as a log, in and out of her pussy.
 

The squeaking sound was the table scratching against the floor.
 

The panting came from Martha.
 

George was doing the grunting.
 

Nigel nearly tripped backward when she opened her eyes. The scene kept him riveted in place.
 

Martha looked back over her shoulder at George. “That all you got, old man?” she asked, then cackled.
 

George furrowed his brow and doubled down on his thrusting, slamming into Martha so hard it looked like he might break her in two. “Take it you old cow,” he growled.
 

Either the insult, his vigorous intrusion, or possibly both, sent Martha over the edge. She scraped her nails along the table and howled as she came.
 

George kept up his loving assault. Pumping into her, the vein on his forehead throbbing, he let out a feral sounding growl as he loosed inside her.
 

Nigel, head spinning a little from confusion and, surprisingly, arousal, knew he should look away. This was obviously an intimate moment between a loving couple. He had no business being there at all. But the depravity of their lovemaking, the insults which were obviously meant to titillate and not actually sting, kept him rooted on the spot.
 

George finished his fuck and slowed down. He speared deep into Martha’s pussy one last time.
 

Her back arched and she let out a satisfied sigh.
 

George pulled his manhood out of her. Deflated, it swung back into place between his legs, covered in their shared juices.
 

Martha had her eyes closed again, a pleasant smile formed on her lips.
 

Nigel stared at her breast, surprisingly attractive given her age. He heard something splatter. Recoiled when he realized it was George’s ejaculate that had spilled from her and fallen to the floor. Looked up at her face just as she opened her eyes.
 

A hot feeling washed over him when she smiled wider. He staggered back, realizing he’d been spotted, and felt a swell of shame at being a peeping Tom. He spun around and bolted down the hallway, racing right past the kitchen and the banquet room not giving a single care that he didn’t have a glass to bring back to the room.
 

He shot out the front door of the building, sprinted back across the rocky path and up to the door of their cabin. Took thirty seconds to catch his breath and wipe the sweat off his brow. Spent the time coming up with excuses for why he didn’t have a glass. Finally settled on “I couldn’t find one,” which he knew Theresa would scowl about but there was no way he was going back now. Had no idea how he was going to face Martha the next day, either.
 

What the hell have I done?!?
 

There was nothing to do but face the music. He turned the door handle, eased the door open and slipped into the cabin, ready with his excuse.
 

Relief swept through him when he laid eyes on Theresa. She was curled up under the comforter, eyes closed, snoring softly. That was one thing he wouldn’t have to deal with.
 

Not wanting to risk waking her, he grabbed a blanket from the chest at the foot of the bed and sank into the armchair in the corner of the room after turning off the bedside lamp. Sat there staring into the darkness and wondering if sleep would ever come, visions Martha being defiled by George still vivid in his mind.
 






Chapter Five

 


“Nigel?”
 

Nigel’s eyes fluttered open at hearing his name. He looked up to see Theresa in a bathrobe standing over him. Took a moment to remember where he was.
 

The shame and dread hit him a moment after that, at the memory of what he’d done the night before. “Morning,” he muttered, rubbing the sleep out of his eyes. Somehow, in the middle of the night, he had managed to fall asleep, though by how he felt it couldn’t have been too long ago.
 

“Why’d you sleep in the chair?” Theresa asked.
 

“Hm? Oh, this? Yeah. I…didn’t want to wake you when I got back.”
 

She gave him a funny look, then yawned. “I can’t believe I fell asleep so quickly. How long were you gone?”
 

Nigel braced himself for the question he thought was next. Where’s my glass? Stared at Theresa, waiting.
 

“Nigel?”
 

“Hm?”
 

“How long were you gone?”
 

“Oh. Ten minutes or so.”
 

“Oh,” Theresa replied. “Well, anyways, sorry you slept in the chair.” She leaned over him and kissed his forehead. “You don’t have to worry about waking me, silly. I’m your wife,” she said with a smile.
 

Nigel gave a weak smile back. Couldn’t believe his good luck when she turned and walked toward the bathroom.
 

“I’m going to take a shower and then can we go get some breakfast? I’m starving for some reason.” She walked into the bathroom.
 

“Uh, yeah! Of course!” Nigel called out. He breathed a sigh of relief as he heard the water turn on. Shook his head, still having a hard time accepting his good fortune that Theresa had, apparently, forgotten about the glass.
 

“Nigel?”
 

He looked up to see her peeking out from behind the bathroom door. His cock twitched at the look she was giving him. “Yes?” he asked.
 

She narrowed her eyes and smiled. “Come in here.”
 

His eyes widened as he watched Theresa disappear behind the door. He threw off the blanket, leapt up from the chair and shuffled across the room. Eased into the bathroom with his eyes on the ground just in case it wasn’t that sort of invitation. “What is it?” he asked.
 

“Take your clothes off,” Theresa said from behind the shower curtain.
 

Maybe this wasn’t going to be such a bad honeymoon after all?
 

He ripped his shirt off over his head and dropped his pyjama pants, then pulled the shower curtain back and peered inside.
 

Theresa’s nubile body was glistening as streaks of water slipped down her breasts and abdomen. She was wearing a sly smile. “Are you going to come in or just stand there?”
 

Nigel gingerly stepped into the tub and stood with his arms at his sides in front of Theresa. His cock, stiff as a springboard, softened at the memory of their brief coupling the previous evening.
 

“What’s wrong?” Theresa asked, pouting playfully.
 

Nigel sighed. “I’m…I’m sorry about last night.”
 

“Why are you sorry?” she asked.
 

“I’m sorry it was so, you know, short.”
 

“Oh Nigel,” she said, running a hand through his hair. “Don’t get all down on yourself.”
 

“No I’m not,” he lied, not wanting to sound like a mopey loser on top of being a one minute wonder.
 

“You sure seem like you are,” Theresa said.
 

He looked up and into her eyes. “I just want you to be happy,” he said.
 

She smiled and kissed him.
 

A glance at her pretty tits put the wood back into his stiffy.
 

“Want to make it up to me?” she whispered.
 

His heart started pounding. He felt like he was already half way there just standing in the shower naked with her. And halfway to sixty seconds wasn’t very far. “I…yeah of course I do,” he stammered. “It’s just…”
 

“What is it?” she asked.
 

He groaned. “I’m just so sensitive and you’re so beautiful and, oh god, I don’t want to disappoint you but I’m…” He trailed off and looked down at his cock, precum already leaking out the tip in a filthy, sticky stream.
 

“Nigel stop,” Theresa ordered.
 

He looked up at her eyes again. Now she was being playfully stern, severe almost. And he loved it. Loved the look she was giving him. Commanding and dominant. A wife who knows how to handle her man.
 

“Nothing about you is disappointing,” she said, then bit her lip. “Besides, I was sort of thinking of a different way you could make it up to me.”
 

“Huh?” he grunted.
 

Theresa put her hands up on his shoulders. Caressed his neck, then put the slightest bit of pressure back on his shoulders. “Kneel down, Nigel,” she whispered.
 

“What?”
 

She leaned forward, patient and tender and pressed her cheek against his. “I want you to use your mouth.”
 

A shudder raced through him. He couldn’t imagine hearing anything more pleasurable and inviting. And his mouth? Of course! He couldn’t possibly have an orgasm from using his mouth. And the thought of putting his mouth between her legs, up against her dirty bits, licking them. His cock throbbed at the thought.
 

Theresa pressed down on his shoulders more firmly. Insistent and hungry, or so it seemed by the look in her eye. A woman who knew what she wanted and wasn’t ashamed to ask.
 

Nigel had no idea that this was the woman he was marrying. They’d decided to wait until marriage and though they’d engaged in some heavy petting he’d never seen this side of her. And he loved it.
 

He sank to his knees as she parted her thighs. Perched her toes on the side of the tub, opening up the pretty pink slit that was the source of all of Nigel’s desires.
 

He stared at her entrance. The petals of her flower were partially obscured by a dense tangle of wiry pubes. He looked up and into her eyes.
 

“Do you like what you see?” she whispered. Water sprayed off her back and splattered across Nigel’s face.
 

“You’re so beautiful,” he replied.
 

She put a hand on the back of his head and smiled. Pulled him in closer until his mouth mashed against her sex.
 

He shuddered at the acidic sting as he swept his tongue along her slit. She smelled like citrus.
 

“Oh Nigel,” she gasped, tilting her hips back and forth and grinding her puss against his mouth. “Just like that. You’re really good at that.”
 

His cock hardened at the praise. He went from licking to lapping, swallowing the liquid that ran from her core. Slurping at her pussy, twirling his tongue around her engorged clit, then dipping it further between her legs and slipping it into her hole.
 

She drew in a breath and bent her legs, sinking lower, nearly sitting on his face like it was a bicycle seat. “Like that!” she squeaked. “Do it like that!”
 

With heat rushing through him he pulled her clitoris between his lips and suckled. Sucked hard and flicked side to side with his tongue. Felt the tremor start inside her. Sucked harder.
 

“Oh! Oh! Yes!” she moaned. “Yes!”
 

He was nearly over the edge himself. He put his hands on her thighs to resist the temptation to touch himself. A glorious warmth flooded through him as he felt her spasm. A delicious warmth flowed into his mouth as her flexing pussy pumped sticky liquid over his tongue like juice running from a squeezed fruit.
 

She slapped one hand against the tile and grabbed his hair with the other. Rubbed his face against her crotch and shook through her climax with her eyes closed.
 

It was heaven for Nigel.
 

Then her eyes fluttered open. Her smile returned. Warm and inviting and a little sly. She ran her fingers through his hair, then pet the back of his head. “Oh good boy,” she said. “Now stand up.”
 

Nigel was up in a flash. Standing straight in front of her with his arms at his sides ready to do her bidding and, hopefully, claim his reward.
 

“C’mere,” she whispered. She still had her foot up. Her snatch was still open. Warm and inviting and calling to his cock like a siren.
 

He shuffled forward.
 

Theresa took him in hand. She guided the head of his prick between her legs.
 

He shuddered as her wiry pubes scratched him. Groaned when she slipped him into herself and squeezed her tight crevice around him. They locked eyes.
 

“Do I feel good?” she asked, then giggled.
 

“Oh god, Theresa,” he muttered. His cock was already pulsing, a hair-trigger away from exploding. “God I’m sorry. I’m so close.”
 

“Hey. Don’t you ever be sorry. I love you. I don’t care if you’re close. It means you must like me.”
 

He nodded, the relief at her reassurance almost as pleasurable as being inside her.
 

“Besides, all it means is that we’ll have to do lots of practice, right?”
 

This was going to be the best honeymoon ever.
 

He nodded.
 

She smiled. Put a hand on the back of his neck and touched her forehead to his. “Good. Now come. Come inside me.” She squeezed him in a fleshy vice-like grip that tripped his switch in an instant.
 

He shook like a leaf in the wind as the come gurgled up through his shaft then shot out through the tip of his cock, blasting deep into Theresa and slathering her insides. The profound pressure between his legs finally eased and he felt like she was draining the life-force from him and into her hot snatch. He sailed over the peak of his orgasm and down the other side like it was a water slide. Down into the soothing relief of having released but still being inside her. Down where all he wanted was to tell her how much he loved her. “I love you so much,” he whispered.
 

She smiled. “Love me? Or love sex?”
 

His eyes shot open and he gasped. “What? No! I…”
 

“Oh shush. Relax. It’s something my mom said once. Never mind.” She relaxed her grip on him.
 

His now-flaccid cock slipped from her and slapped against his leg. “I really do love you.”
 

“I know you do,” she said sweetly. “Now get out so I can clean up. I’m still starving.”
 

Nigel obediently stepped out of the shower. He took a deep breath and sighed. Towelled himself off and felt as satisfied with life as he could ever remember.
 

It wasn’t until he stepped back out into the room that he remembered what had happened the previous night.
 

And now they were going to breakfast with George and Martha.
 






Chapter Six

 


Theresa had poked her head out of the bathroom and said she was going to be a while. Told Nigel to go on ahead without her and she'd be along in a bit.
 

He’d tried to protest but she’d insisted and sometimes there just wasn’t any saying no to Theresa. And after a few moments reflection he’d come to the conclusion that maybe facing down George and Theresa on his own would be better anyways. If there were any misgivings there was the chance they’d chastise him, or not, and just get on with it. Maybe Theresa would be left none the wiser. Maybe.
 

That’s how he found himself once again trudging across the campus, this time in the low autumn sun. As he approached the main building the sharp cracking sound he’d heard when he stepped out into the crisp air, got louder. Instead of going inside he peered around the corner to see what was going on.
 

George, dressed in lumberjack plaid, a pair of worn jeans and steel-toed boots, was wielding a massive axe straight above his head. It whistled as he sent it flying through the air. Split the log standing upright on the chopping block like it was butter and with a resounding crack.
 

Nigel winced and jumped.
 

Catching sight of the motion in the corner of his eye, George turned and looked straight at Nigel. He set the head of the axe on the ground and leaned the handle against the chopping block, then walked over to where Nigel was standing, grinning. He clapped a big paw on Nigel’s shoulder and squeezed so hard Nigel thought he might just pass out from the pressure. “Morning, Nick,” George said, relaxing his grip but keeping his hand in place on Nigel’s shoulder.
 

“Uh, morning,” Nigel muttered. “It’s…it’s actually Nigel.”
 

“I know, I know,” George grumbled. “But everyone needs a nickname, don’t you think?”
 

Nigel thought of reminding him that just yesterday he’d told Theresa to stop calling him Uncle George and agreed to stop calling her “honey,” himself. Had a second thought when he looked up into the towering giants steely eyes. “Sure. I guess,” he said, forcing out an awkward laugh.
 

George gave him a shake. “How’d you do with that pretty little bride of yours last night?” he asked.
 

Nigel could do nothing about the heat that rose to his cheeks at the question. The memory of his paltry performance, and that of making it up to Theresa this morning, all twisted together and formed a lump in his throat he had to swallow back.
 

George tipped his head back and bellowed out a laugh. When he looked at Nigel again his grin seemed a little more maniacal. “Isn’t that cute. The blushing groom,” Nigel growled. “You’re not really that green behind the ears, are you Nick?”
 

Nigel blushed even hotter.
 

George chuckled. “Well holy shit. You really are, aren’t you?” His smile faded. “Hang on a sec. You’re not about to tell me you were a…virgin, are you Nick?”
 

Nigel swallowed again and shook his head. “N-no,” he stammered.
 

“Then what’s with the red face?” George asked.
 

Nigel wished he could curl up into the fetal position and stay there until the honeymoon was over. Or maybe run into the woods and get eaten by a bear. He felt dizzy and light-headed.
 

“Hey,” George said, shaking him again. “Relax. I’m just messing with ya’. Come on, man. It’s just guy talk.” He scowled. “Or is that not in vogue these days?”
 

Nigel took a deep breath. “I just…I don’t really…you know. It’s sort of private.”
 

George’s chin jutted out and he nodded. His hand fell away from Nigel’s shoulder. He rubbed the stubble on his chin. A five o’clock shadow at nine in the morning. “Well look. You and me? We’re gonna’ become real good buds this trip.” He poked out a finger and tapped it three times against Nigel’s chest. “You married my little princess. I’m just making sure she’s taken care of.” His gaze bored straight through Nigel’s somewhat gooey brain to the back of his skull. “Now did you take care of business or not?”
 

“Yes sir,” Nigel whimpered. The reaction was instinctive. A signal of submission to this higher authority in Theresa’s life.
 

George scowled. “You cut it out with that yessir shit. You’re a man now. Act like one.” He clapped his big paw on Nigel’s back and took the air right out of his lungs. “Come on. Let’s chop some wood.”
 

Nigel’s eyes widened. He’d never held an axe, or any sort of tool for that matter, in his life. As much as he wanted to bow out and say “no thanks,” there was really no escaping George’s grip as he lead him over to the chopping block.
 

“Go on,” George said, folding his big arms across his chest. “Great for working the morning kinks out.”
 

Nigel looked at George, then at the axe, then back at George.
 

George frowned. “What’s the matter?”
 

Nigel put his palms up and shook his head. “I don’t…I don’t really know how to axe.”
 

George’s frown faded to a blank expression. “What do you mean you don’t know how?”
 

“I’ve never chopped wood before,” Nigel explained.
 

George’s eyes widened. His lips parted. He let out a quiet sigh. “Okay. Alright. City boy, right?”
 

“Yeah. Sort of,” Nigel admitted.
 

“Pick up the axe,” George ordered.
 

Nigel looked at the thing and daintily picked it up with one hand and dragged it across the ground. Before he could do a thing about it George was behind him, wrapping his arms around him and pressing him up against his chest. “Man’s gotta’ know how to use an axe,” he growled right next to Nigel’s ear. “Rightie or leftie? And I don’t mean that political shit,” he added with a chuckle.
 

“Rightie,” Nigel replied.
 

“Right,” George said. “Then this hand goes here at the top. The other one right at the end of the handle like that. Now set your feet apart about a shoulder’s length. There you go. Bend your knees and stick your butt out.”
 

“Uh,” Nigel said. Sticking his butt out meant jamming it into George’s crotch.
 

“Just do it!” George barked.
 

Nigel did, his face turning even redder with embarrassment and shame and a general feeling of wanting to run screaming back to the city and his computer desk. But there was no way out.
 

“Good. Now you don’t swing, see? Just let ‘er fall and slide your hand down the handle as she goes. Like this.” He demonstrated, his hands over Nigel’s. “See? Just let the axe do the work.”
 

A feeling wriggled up out of somewhere deep within Nigel. He’d always been scared of sharp objects. But knowing how to use one properly felt sort of…empowering. As George stepped back Nigel turned and looked at him over his shoulder, unsure of what to do next.
 

“Just go for it, man!” George bellowed. “Don’t aim for center. Aim about a third of the way in. Easier to split that way.”
 

Nigel, sweating a little, raised the axe above his head, hands where George had told him to put them, bent his knees and pushed his butt out. Taking a deep breath he let the axe fall, his right hand gliding down the handle just as George had told him.
 

The wood cracked and cleaved, one piece flying off to the side, the other falling onto it’s side, the blade biting into the block.
 

Nigel’s eyes widened. He looked at the two pieces of wood. Heard the chop still echoing through the forest. The feeling, that empowered feeling, blossomed into a pride Nigel wasn’t sure he’d ever felt before. He was good at a lot of things. Computers and reading and stuff. But he’d never bothered to try and get good at something he wasn’t naturally gifted at.
 

He straightened and turned to look over his shoulder at George.
 

“Hey!” George said, beaming his big bear-like grin. “Good on ya’ bud!” He clapped Nigel’s shoulder and made him stumble forward.
 

Despite that Nigel couldn’t help but smile. He turned and straightened, then drew in a breath when he saw Theresa standing at the corner of the building.
 

She had one hand against the wall. Her eyes were wide and her lips were parted. Like she couldn’t believe what she’d just seen. A look she’d never given Nigel before. Surprise and delight and some wonder.
 

What really got him was her outfit. She was wearing a tight knit and very tight-fitting sweater that perfectly outlined every curve of her petite figure. Jeans so tight they looked painted on and cute little hiking boots with thick socks spilling out over top.
 

An instinct gripped Nigel. He looked over at George just in time to see the man’s eyes sweep up and down his wife’s beautiful body. Looking back at Theresa he saw her smile at the attention she’d drawn. He couldn’t help but wonder if the outfit was meant for him or partly for George, as well. That made his cock twitch in an embarrassing but not unpleasant way.
 

George smiled. “Hey, honey,” he said.
 

Theresa walked over to the block, not taking her eyes off of Nigel and the axe. “What’s going on here?” she asked.
 

“Oh just guy stuff. Nick’s just helping me chop some wood, aren’t you Nick?” he asked, then winked at Nigel.
 

“Uh, yeah. Sure. I was just trying to help out,” Nigel said. No big deal. Just some guy stuff. The look she was giving him was making him crazy proud and kind of horny, too.
 

“Alright you two. Let’s go get some breakfast,” George said. He walked toward the door without waiting for an answer.
 

Theresa stood there, eyes moving between Nigel and the axe.
 

Nigel suddenly felt taller than an old-growth cedar tree.
 

“I didn’t know you knew how to split wood,” she said softly.
 

The first response that occurred to Nigel was I didn’t either. But that look she was giving him was out of this world and what was a little white lie to not burst that bubble? “Oh, yeah. Whatever. Doesn’t everybody?”
 

She hesitated. “Oh, yeah. I mean, I—I guess.”
 

Nigel could tell she wasn’t really blowing it off. She was impressed. Not in the same way she’d been when he landed his big job or got a promotion. That was city-guy stuff. She was impressed that out here in the wilderness her Nigel could be a real man. And that kind of impressed seemed to run deep. “You want to go in and get some breakfast?” Nigel asked casually.
 

Theresa nodded and smiled. She took the hand Nigel offered and cast one last glance back at the axe then looked up at him as they walked toward the door. When he held it open for her she didn’t walk in right away. Put her arms around his neck instead and kissed him.
 

“What’s that for?” Nigel asked, smiling with one side of his mouth.
 

“I don’t know. You’re my hot husband who knows how to use an axe?”
 

Nigel brushed it off with a smirk but inside he was nearly melting with love and pride.
 

“Let’s go see what Martha’s cooked up for breakfast,” Theresa said.
 

Which is when Nigel remembered he still hadn’t dealt with his predicament from the night before. The good feelings vanished.
 






Chapter Seven

 


He shuffled into the kitchen behind Theresa with his eyes to the ground.
 

George was seated at the table sipping a steaming mug of coffee.
 

Martha was making eggs on the stove. There was toast and jam and bacon piled high on a plate.
 

Nigel slipped into his seat beside Theresa and said a prayer that there wasn’t a reckoning coming.
 

Martha turned around, wiping her hands on a towel. She smiled when she saw them. “Hey lovebirds,” she chirped.
 

Nigel shot her a wary glance. She seemed to be in a good mood. As the seconds ticked by and she brought the pan with the eggs over he started to wonder if she’d even seen him at all the previous evening.
 

She set down the pan, pulled out a chair and sat down. Unfolded her napkin and laid it across her lap. Looked up at the two of them sweetly. “So? You two get nasty last night?”
 

Theresa’s jaw dropped.
 

Nigel’s face turned beet red.
 

George chuckled into his mug.
 

“Martha!” Theresa snapped, though she didn’t really seem offended.
 

Martha smiled and waved at the food. “Dig in. Rutting makes you hungry.”
 

“Oh my god!” Theresa moaned, tipping her head back to stare at the ceiling. “Are you guys gonna’ be like this the whole time we’re here?”
 

“Oh relax,” Martha chided. “You’re the newlyweds. It’s our job to give you a hard time. Just like it’s Nigel’s job to give you a hard time. Did you give her a hard time last night?”
 

George’s shoulders shook as he laughed.
 

“We had a nice time,” Theresa said, her composure returning. She picked up her fork and squeezed Nigel’s arm with her other hand. “Didn’t we?”
 

Nigel looked at her, face burning and nodded. “Sure. Of course we did.” Was this going to be Martha’s revenge? Lewd talk as a way to point out that she had in fact seen Nigel leering at her through the door? Did George know? Oh god. If George knew was he just playing along?
 

“Well that’s just lovely,” Martha said, picking up a fork full of eggs and putting it in her mouth. “What’s on the agenda for today?” she asked.
 

“More of them same I’d guess,” George said, biting off half a piece of bacon.
 

“Just ignore them,” Theresa said without taking her eyes off her plate. “I thought we could hike up the old logging road. Is that still a thing?”
 

“Sure is,” George replied.
 

Nigel, casting a glance sideways, saw George eyeing Theresa’s chest. His heart jumped. He looked at Martha across the table. She seemed to be pointedly ignoring her husband’s lechery.
 

“You’ll want to make sure to take some bear spray and maybe a few bangers,” Martha offered. “There’s a lot of them this year. George saw two down by the lake just the other day.”
 

George nodded in agreement.
 

“We’ll be safe,” Theresa said. She chewed a mouthful of food then set down her fork and took a sip of her coffee. “Hey do you guys think we could fire up the hot tub tonight?”
 

George grinned. “Sure can, sweetheart. You’re gonna’ love the new one we got. Wood-fired. It’ll cook you like a lobster,” he said, punctuating the pronouncement by banging his fist on the table and making the cutlery jump.
 

“Stop that,” Martha snapped, scowling.
 

“Oh shut up you old hag,” George growled.
 

Nigel swallowed back the knot that had formed in his throat. “Uh, actually guys, I didn’t realize we’d be going in water. I didn’t bring any swim trunks.” When he glanced at Theresa the disappointed expression she was wearing crushed him.
 

“Relax,” George said. “We’ll think of something. Push comes to shove you go in in your underwear.”
 

Nigel’s stomach hollowed at that prospect.
 

“George is right,” Martha said. “We’ll figure something out.” She smiled at Nigel. “Maybe you can chop up some wood for the fire?” she said.
 

For the first time since he’d walked into the kitchen a wave of relief washed over Nigel. Maybe Martha was just having some fun? Maybe he was in the clear? Out of the corner of his eye he saw Theresa shift in her seat, then glance at him.
 

“That would be nice,” she said, her voice soft as warm rain.
 

Nigel sat up a little straighter. “Yeah. Sure. No problem,” Nigel said, his pride returning.
 

“Atta’ boy,” George said. He stood up and walked his mug over to the sink. “Hey Nick,” he said, turning and walking toward the door. “You think I can borrow your bride for a few?”
 

A nervous jealousy jolted Nigel at the question. He quelled it, realizing it couldn’t possibly mean what he’d imagined. “Of course,” he replied.
 

“I want to show her some of the new cabins we’ve put in. Whaddya’ say honey?”
 

Theresa narrowed her eyes. “Whatever,” she said, shrugging.
 

“Come on out when you’re done. I’ll be out and about.”
 

Theresa pushed her plate away. A little too quickly for Nigel’s liking. Like she just couldn’t wait to spend some time alone with Uncle George. Hadn’t she said she was starving? “I’m done,” she said. Leaning over Nigel she gave him a peck on the cheek. “Be right back,” she said.
 

Then her and George were gone and it was just Nigel and Martha. He looked across the table at her. She was watching him and smiling. She put her arms on the table, laced her fingers together and leaned over her coffee cup. “How were the eggs?” she asked.
 

Nigel cleared his throat with a cough. “Delicious. Really good eggs.”
 

“I make ‘em with a ton of butter,” Martha said and for some reason it sounded dirty.
 

“Oh. Nice,” Nigel said, smiling back at her. “They really were good.”
 

Martha stood up, chair scraping against the tile and sauntered slowly over and stood next to Nigel. “You all done?” she asked.
 

Nigel gave a quick nod, eyes on the table.
 

She leaned over him. Her breast brushed against his shoulder as she picked up his plate.
 

His cock twitched in his lap. He followed her with his eyes as she walked over to the counter. For fifty-something she really wasn’t bad looking at all. Filled out in all the right places. Curvy but pleasantly so.
 

What the fuck?!? Get your mind out of the gutter!
 

He looked away just as she turned around.
 

She walked back over to him with the coffee pot and stood in the same spot right beside him. “More coffee hun’?” she asked, sounding like a waitress at a diner.
 

“That’d be great,” Nigel replied, pushing his cup sideways.
 

Again she leaned over him, her big cougar tit mashing against his arm this time as she poured out the black stuff.
 

The twitching in his cock started to harden into an erection. As Martha set the coffee pot down on a hot pad Nigel picked up his cup and tried to hide in it. He took a sip. Nearly choked when she walked around behind him and put her hands on his shoulders and started to rub. Shivers ran down his back at her pleasant touch. Her hands were surprisingly strong.
 

“That feel nice?” she asked.
 

“Uh…yeah,” he muttered. “Real nice.”
 

“Good,” she purred. “Another day or two and you’ll feel right at home here.”
 

Nigel was speechless as she worked her fingers through the hair on the back of his head and scratched at his scalp.
 

“You enjoy the show last night?”
 

Bam.
 

So she had seen him. His stomach sank. “I am so, so, so, sorry about that,” he said in a half-moan.
 

Martha leaned over him, breasts sagging against the back of his neck. “Hey. Don’t worry about it,” she whispered. “It’ll be our little secret.”
 

Nigel’s eyes popped open wide. What the hell did that mean? And why was she massaging him?
 

“If Uncle George gets to ogle that little strumpet you married I get to look at my own little piece of eye candy. Maybe even take a bite? What do you say? You like what you saw last night?”
 

Any one of those sentences on their own would have been outrageous. Eye candy? Did she mean him? Take a bite? She couldn’t possibly mean…
 

But it was the first one that really burrowed into him. The one about Uncle George ogling the little strumpet Nigel had married. That got his goat enough that he slipped sideways out of Martha’s grasp and stood up. Took two steps back and held out a hand.
 

“Oh loosen up,” Martha said, putting a hand on her hip. “I won’t really bite. Licking’s more fun.” She smirked, then chuckled.
 

“Look,” Nigel said, trying to sound decisive. “I don’t know what’s going on here. I’m really, really sorry about last night. I came in for a glass so we could have one in the cabin.”
 

“I forgot to put glasses in the cabin?” Martha asked absently.
 

Nigel shook his head, dazed by her behaviour and the sudden pivot to worrying about missing glasses. “Look, like I said I’m sorry. I don’t know what came over me. But I…I just…”
 

Martha tipped her head to one side and waited for him to finish. “What is it, sweetheart? You’re not a pervert? That what you were going to say?”
 

“I am not a pervert,” Nigel stated emphatically. “I swear,” he added, which only weakened the argument.
 

Martha pushed his chair under the table and stepped toward him. Her eyes raked down his lean frame then rose to meet his once again. “Relax, Nick. I’m just messing with you.” She shrugged. “You’ve got a little voyeur in you. Who cares?”
 

“I’m not…I am not a voyeur,” Nigel insisted.
 

Martha touched her neck with the back of her hand. Her skin looked remarkably soft. She smiled at the glance that lasted a moment too long. “I should get to the dishes,” she said, but didn’t move.
 

Nigel sighed. He felt a little bit cornered. At the same time what she’d said about Theresa, calling her a strumpet, of all things, wouldn’t stop gnawing at the back of his mind. “Do you want some, like, help? With the dishes or whatever?” Why did he feel and sound so childish every time he opened his mouth around her?
 

She raised her eyebrows in contemplation. “Why that would be lovely, Nigel. It’ll give you something to do while George and Theresa take their little tour.” She flashed a fake-looking smile.
 

Their Little Tour.
 

Not a walk. Not a talk. A little tour. An insidious insinuation that there was more going on than just a little tour.
 

Nigel narrowed his eyes. “Why do you say it like that?” he asked.
 

Martha looked at him with an are-you-really-serious face. “Oh come on, Nigel,” she purred. “You might be young and pretty but from what I can tell you’re not stupid.”
 

“What does that have to do with anything?” Nigel asked.
 

“Second thought maybe you are a little dull. Or just blind.” She picked up two plates off the table and walked over to the counter.
 

Nigel, scrambling because now he really needed to know what she was talking about, did the same and set them on the counter next to her as she started to wash up.
 

“Grab a towel. You can dry. Dishwasher’s broken. Guy’s comin’ up next week to fix it, I think.”
 

Nigel grabbed a towel and started drying plates as she set them on the counter. He thought, for a moment, of dropping the topic. But the curiosity was nearly killing him now. “So…uh, when you said that stuff? About Theresa? Being a strumpet?”
 

“Hm?” Martha looked at him with her eyebrows raised.
 

Nigel couldn’t believe she was going to make him spell it out. “What did you mean by that?” he finally asked.
 

Martha finished washing the last plate. She waited for him to dry it before grabbing the towel from him and drying her hands. She set the towel down on the counter. “Your sweet bride used to spend a lot of time up here, Nick.”
 

“It’s Nigel.”
 

“And, well, you know how men get when a girl starts to grow up. And then when she comes of age, strutting around in her skimpy bikini. And with there being no other eye-candy for a few hundred miles around it…” She paused, as if choosing her words carefully. “Well it gets hard for a man who’s alone in the woods with his aging wife the rest of the year. It gets real hard keeping his eyes off a girl like that.”
 

The cold started at the base of his brain. It carved a line down his back and settled deep in his groin. Theresa the strumpet parading around for burly Uncle George, who couldn’t keep his eyes off her. It was a terrible, horrible vision. His cock, already awakened by Martha’s advances, stretched to an uncomfortable hardness in his pants. The next question brought a terrifying emptiness to his insides. A void like no other. “Are you saying…something happened?”
 

“I’m not saying that,” Martha replied. “All I’m saying is that Aunt Martha seldom gets the sort of pounding she got last night.”
 

Nigel shuddered as he stared into her eyes.
 

“Cock like a stanchion, doing it standing? Ha! Been a decade at least since he fucked me like that.”
 

“And…and you think…”
 

“I don’t like to assume too much about George. We’ve got a good truce going, him and I. But it does seem like quite a coincidence that that happened the day you and your pretty little wife showed up. Wouldn’t you say?”
 

Nigel swallowed back the lump that had formed in his throat. But the void in his guts had widened into a gaping maw and there wasn’t a thing he could do about that.
 

“Anyways,” Martha said with a sigh. “You can forgive an old cougar for not wanting to feel left out. Can’t you Nigel?”
 

Nigel took the question to mean that they were making an agreement. A truce, of sorts. Martha’s silence about his indiscretion. Nigel putting up with a little…attention. He gave two nods in reply.
 

He thought he could do that. She wasn’t unpleasant looking, after all. The only trouble was that deep, deep down inside he felt an inclination to return a little attention as well. But that was going to have to be something for Nigel to deal with on his own.
 

He saw her lips part. Watched her tongue run between them. His cock was fully hard now. The devil voice was cackling. He could feel himself leaning forward, closer to her mouth.
 

“What’s going on here?”
 

He was torn from his hypnosis and jumped a step back. Spun to see beautiful Theresa standing in the door to the kitchen, her hands clasped in front of her lap. “I…uh…we were just…”
 

“We were just finishing up the dishes, honey,” Martha came to the rescue, cool as the ice cube that had run down his back.
 

“Oh,” Theresa said. Was she distressed? How long had she been there? “Well…Nigel? You want to go on that hike?”
 

“Yeah! Yeah, totally yeah!” he said, with far too much enthusiasm. Tried to walk it back. Looked to Martha to save him again.
 

She waved a hand toward the door. “Go. Go! Get out of here! You two enjoy the sunshine.”
 

He forced a smile and half-walked half-jogged across the kitchen to where Theresa was standing, still staring at Martha. “You ready?” he asked.
 

She turned her head and looked up at him. “Ready if you are,” she said.
 

“Okay. Cool! Looking forward to this!”
 

She furrowed her brow, obviously puzzled by his behaviour. “Okay. Let’s go,” she said. She gave Martha one last glance before turning around.
 

Nigel did the same.
 

Martha gave him a slow wink back.
 






Chapter Eight

 


He could feel something was off as soon as they embarked on the walk up the old logging road. Theresa, whose mood had been light and airy all morning, had turned stormy and sullen. He knew, of course, what was bothering her. Wished he could just spill all the beans, confess to what had happened and tell her about his interaction with Martha.
 

But that was ridiculous. How did one say that? Oh, hey, by the way I spied on Martha and George going at it last night? Yeah, no. That wouldn’t fly. He could already see her look of disgust.
 

So they walked along, boots crunching on the dirty and gravel, the silence between them thick with strife. Nigel scheming, trying to come up with something witty to say that would make his sweet Theresa laugh. Insides tightening with each step until, after ten minutes, he just couldn’t stand it. Huffing a little from the slight uphill climb, he bent over, one hand on his knee, the other raised in the air. “Can we take a moment?” he asked.
 

Theresa spun around and looked like she was going to lash out at him. Realized he was winded. Her expression softened. “Oh. Sure. No problem.” Obviously her thrice weekly spin classes had paid off. She seemed not the least bit out of breath.
 

Nigel, having caught his breath with a few large gulps of air, straightened and sighed. “Is there something wrong?” he asked. It felt about as smart as poking a stick into an alligators nostril. He saw the muscles in her jaw clench.
 

“No. Why?” she asked, folding her arms over her chest.
 

Nigel let out another soft sigh. “It’s just…you seem mad. Are you mad?”
 

Her left eyebrow twitched. “I’m not mad.”
 

Oh good, Nigel thought. Not mad was always worse than “yes I’m mad.” And that was terrifying.
 

“You ready?” she asked, arching her brow.
 

“Yeah. Sure. Let’s go.”
 

Ten more minutes of storming the steepening hill in silence passed. The circulation must have helped his mind because Nigel finally came up with what he thought of was a creative way to try and breach Theresa’s bad mood. “That Martha’s really something,” he said with a chuckle.
 

Her nostrils flared. She picked up the pace, swinging her arms at her sides. “Oh yeah? Why d’you say that?”
 

“Oh she was just telling me all these crazy stories about the past.”
 

Theresa’s expression softened into something more curious. Her march up the hill was unrelenting. “Like what?” she snapped.
 

“Oh just about how you used to come up here for the summers and hang out.”
 

She shot him a glance. “Yeah. That happened. So what?”
 

This was the delicate part. “Oh, so here’s the crazy thing, I guess…erm, I think she thinks that George, like, you know, had eyes for you or something.” The truth was the gambit. Nigel eyed her face like a hawk. He figured there were two possible outcomes. Theresa erupting, her anger at whatever she thought she’d seen boiling over, telling him how ridiculous what he’d said was. Or Theresa trying to cover things up.
 

Neither one happened. Her real reaction was even more troubling. The color left her cheeks, despite the exertion. Her expression went blank. She slowed and her back straightened. “Well that’s ridiculous,” she said quietly.
 

And while Nigel had learned that there were things about Theresa he hadn’t known about, he knew her well enough to know that she was lying. She certainly wasn’t naive enough to not have noticed. “Is it?” he dared ask.
 

She scowled at him. Stopped in her tracks and spun around to face him and folded her arms over her chest again. “Is that what you two were whispering about?” she snapped.
 

“We weren’t whispering,” Nigel said, shaking his head.
 

“I know what I saw, Nigel,” she said, her voice laced with venom.
 

He took a step back. There was something here. Something dark. Something he could exploit, turn around. Become the hero for conquering her bad mood and not the villain for whatever it was she thought she’d seen happen. “Hey, hey,” he said quietly, reaching out with a hand.
 

She pulled her arm back.
 

“Hey I’m not sure what you saw back there or if that’s why you’re in a bad mood but…”
 

“I’m not in a bad mood. I told you that.”
 

He held up his hands, pretending to play defence. If you gave Theresa a little space and a little time sometimes she would work herself out. “Okay. Okay,” he said, nodding.
 

Her eyes shifted side to side. She looked cornered. And when she was cornered she needed even more space and more time. He took another step back. “Look if you want to keep walking…” He left the statement unfinished.
 

She huffed. Her shoulders sagged. The muscles in her jaw clenched and unclenched. She was working through it. He could tell. Another minute and…
 

She looked into his eyes. Sighed. Her expression fell to a pout. “I’m sorry,” she muttered.
 

“You don’t have to be sorry,” he lied, shaking his head.
 

She glowered at him but somehow he knew it wasn’t because of him. “Martha can be a real slut,” she muttered.
 

Nigel’s eyes went wide. Was she serious? Did she mean that literally? He could see this all twisting up into a big knot. George and Martha and Theresa’s past here. It was a big ball of twine that would never unravel. And at it’s core was something dark. He stayed quiet.
 

Theresa looked up and into his eyes. “Can I tell you something?” she whispered.
 

“Of course,” Nigel replied.
 

“It looked like Theresa was trying to…kiss you.”
 

His jaw dropped. “What?” he lied, because he’d had that thought, and the inverse one, too.
 

She was watching him now. Her eyes moving from his to the muscles in his cheeks, trying to parse whether his outrage was genuine or not.
 

He huffed and shook his head. “Why would you say something like that?” he asked.
 

Now she was looking at him with a laser stare. “You know what else?” she asked quietly.
 

“What?” Nigel asked.
 

“Kind of looked like you were thinking of kissing her back,” she said.
 

He tipped his head to one side and gave her his best you’ve-gotta-be-kidding-me face. “Theresa come on!” he said, throwing his hands out to his sides. “Is this still about that thing I said yesterday? I told you that was a joke.”
 

After a few moments pause a slow, sly smile formed on Theresa’s mouth. “Gotcha,” she whispered.Nigel let out the breath he’d been holding. “Oh you sneaky little…” he growled. His arms shot out and he grabbed her and spun her around. Holding her with one hand he started tickling her side with the fingers of the other.
 

Theresa burst out laughing. She smacked at his tickling hand and tried to pull out of his grip.
 

He let her go after a few seconds.
 

She stumbled forward, spun around and took a few steps back, wiping the tears from the corners of her eyes. “That’s not fair!” she said, still chuckling. “That’s physical! That’s violence!” she said, pointing at him.
 

“Tickling is violence now?” he quipped.
 

She was on him in an instant. Her hand shot between his legs, cupping his balls and cock and giving him a gentle squeeze.
 

He gasped and his body stiffened at her touch. A half-smile curled his lip and his cock started to swell. “Hey,” he said quietly. “Come on now.”
 

“What?” she whispered, a devilish look dancing in her eyes.
 

“Should we maybe, you know, get back to our hike?”
 

“What you don’t like this?”
 

“It’s not that,” he said, forcing a chuckle.
 

She caressed his ball sack through his jeans. “You want a little outdoor quickie?”
 

His eyes widened. “Really?” he asked.
 

She was already undoing his zipper. Sinking to her knees and tugging his cock out of his underwear. She eyed it with a hungry mischief. Popped her mouth over it and started slurping and bobbing on it, fast and nasty with her eyes locked on his.
 

“Oh god Theresa,” he moaned. His voice carried through the trees.
 

She grabbed the root of his cock and started twisting her hand around it in time with her mouth sliding over it.
 

A gentle gust of wind made the hairs on the back of his neck stand on end. Pleasure was pulsing up from his groin. Throbbing up through his abdomen and making his knees weak and his mind dizzy. A sound pierced through the fog of his arousal. A buzzing. Getting closer and louder and deeper. He turned toward the source of it, down the trail they’d just hiked up. “What is it that?” he asked.
 

Theresa popped off his cock and started jerking him off furiously. “It’s just an ATV. Come on. Come in my mouth. I want to taste you.”
 

His eyes opened wider still. An ATV? There were only two other people up here. It was most likely George coming up that trail. He grunted as she packed his cock back into her mouth and doubled down on the sucking. Loosened her lips around it so it sounded like she was slurping hot noodles.
 

She looked possessed. Her neck craning as she drove him to the edge of an orgasm with her mouth and hand.
 

“Okay I’m almost…I’m almost…oh shit! I’m coming!” he grunted.
 

She popped off the head of his cock, wrapped her fist around it and started pumping. Stuck her tongue out like a greedy slut that couldn’t wait to get paid.
 

His body shook as a load of gooey ejaculate shot from his prick onto her tongue.
 

She stuck it out even farther, grinning as he sprayed it with his seed.
 

The buzzing had become a low growl rumbling through the ground.
 

“Okay, okay,” he panted, easing her away from him and fumbling with his cock to tuck it back into his pants. “Get up! Someone’s coming!”
 

She curled her tongue back into her mouth. A fleck of semen clung to her lower lip. She made a big deal of swallowing then took the hand he’d offered and slowly rose to her feet.
 

George turned the corner of the trail on his red ATV just as Theresa came to stand. He rode up to where they were facing each other, killed the engine and pulled his helmet off and set it on his knee. Looked from Theresa to Nigel for a few moments before opening the hatch behind him and pulling out a brown lunch bag. He handed it to Nigel. “Figured I’d find you guys halfway up the trail by now,” he said, raising an eye at Theresa.
 

She shrugged. “Nigel needed a rest,” she said.
 

George nodded. “Martha forgot to give you your lunch so she sent me after you.” He narrowed his eyes for a moment. “Well I should get back. You two enjoy the rest of your day. Got something on your lip,” he said, glancing at Theresa and flicking the corner of his own mouth with his finger.
 

Staring straight at him, she popped her tongue sideways out of her mouth and wiped away the droplet of sperm with it. “Did I get it?” she asked.
 

George blew air out his nose. “I think you got it,” he said. Picked his helmet up and popped it onto his head. Fired up the ATV and did a three-point on the narrow trail before turning and heading back down the hill.
 

Theresa watched him go.
 

Nigel watched Theresa with his ears ringing.
 

“Come on,” she said, once the sound of the ATV had faded. “We’ll have lunch once we get to the end. There’s a really nice view there.”
 






Chapter Nine

 


Nigel started up after Theresa. She was already a dozen feet ahead and he had to run to catch up. Grabbed her by the arm and spun her to face him.
 

“Hey! You scared me! What’s going on?”
 

“What’s going on?” Nigel echoed. “I was just about to ask you the same question.”
 

She scowled at him. “What do you mean?”
 

“What do I mean? What was with the…your crazy freaking…the porny blowjob you just gave me?”
 

Her expression softened as she stepped toward him. “You didn’t like it?” she asked softly and with a pout that Nigel couldn’t be sure was real or fake.
 

“Babe I loved it,” he replied. “But it’s just, I mean, gah!” he huffed, exasperated. What was it? Had them deciding to wait to have sex until after their wedding done it? Had it turned her into a ravenous slut who couldn’t get enough cock? He wasn’t about to say that.
 

“I just wanted to do something nice for you,” she said, playing with his collar. “I love you, Nigel.”
 

He sighed and felt slightly shamed. Here she was being an amazing wife and a giving lover and he was obsessing about why she was doing it. They were on their damn honeymoon! “I’m sorry,” he said with another sigh.
 

“Don’t be sorry. Just enjoy it. I did it for you.”
 

He almost asked about the weird thing with George pointing out she had cum on her lip but decided to drop it. “Okay. I’m gonna’ stop being a downer, okay?” he said with a quick nod.
 

She flashed a wide smile. “That’s better,” she said, reaching down and squeezing his hand. “Last one to the end of the trail’s a rotten egg!” She spun sideways and broke into a run up the hill.
 

He lost sight of her after two minutes. Took him forty-five to trudge to the top, sweaty and gasping for air. He found her sitting on a rocky outcrop with her arms wrapped around her legs staring out over the incredible view of the treetops. Summer fading into fall. The air was a little chillier up there.
 

She turned and smiled at him. “Hey slow poke,” she teased.
 

He flopped down on the ground next to her, lay down on his back and put his hand over his head to catch his breath.
 

She took the lunch bag from him, unwrapped the tuna sandwich Martha had prepared and took a bite.
 

After a few minutes he was breathing normally again. He sat up, pulled out his own sandwich and unwrapped it. He looked over at her and smiled. “This is really spectacular,” he said.
 

“Isn’t it?” she asked. “I used to come up here all the time when I was younger.”
 

There was that feeling again. That longing to be able to inject himself into her past. It made his stomach tighten.
 

She got a wistful look as she looked back out over the autumn colors.
 

“You okay?” he asked.
 

She sighed and looked up at the sky. “I’m fine. It’s stupid,” she said shaking her head. “But, oh, I don’t know. Just being here…it brings up all these old memories and puts me back in a place I thought I’d left behind.”
 

Nigel gave a slow nod. “You want to talk about it?” When she turned and looked at him again his heart got heavy. There was a sadness in her eyes he hadn’t seen before.
 

“Okay don’t get mad,” she said.
 

His stomach hollowed. Good things usually don’t follow that sentence. “Okay,” he said after a moments hesitation.
 

“I did get mad because of that thing with Martha,” she admitted.
 

“Okay,” he said slowly.
 

“What did she tell you, exactly?”
 

“Just that, well, that George noticed when you…came of age, she called it.”
 

She let out an exasperated breath and rolled her eyes. “Those two are something else. I think they made themselves crazy by spending all their time up here. Like all work and no play makes Jack a dull boy kind of crazy.”
 

He stayed quiet, waiting for what else was about to come out.
 

Theresa took a deep breath and exhaled. “Look. Something did happen with me and George.”
 

His vision narrowed and his ears started ringing again. “What?” he whispered.
 

“It was no big deal. Martha and him were kind of on the rocks for a while. This was, like, ten years ago right? When I was nineteen.”
 

“And?” he asked, his voice almost catching in his throat.
 

“And, like, he’s a pretty good looking guy. In that rugged way, or whatever. And Martha flew down to spend time with her sister after the season had finished. And I was dating this guy Troy that Derek hated.”
 

“Okay,” Nigel said, not daring to take a bite of his sandwich for fear of choking.
 

“And then Troy cheated on me. So Derek sent me up here for a month. To, like, get over it.”
 

Nigel looked down at his sandwich. “You were up here alone with George for a month?”
 

“No. Just a week. Martha came back.”
 

Nigel swallowed back the tightness in his throat and took a deep breath. He chewed the last bit of sandwich he’d been holding in his mouth and swallowed it. “Okay,” he said quietly. “So what happened?”
 

She looked over at him and put a hand over his. “Is this making you upset?” she asked.
 

“No. Of course not,” he lied. Because it damn well was making him upset. But it was also doing other very strange things to him that he wasn’t sure how to feel about. 
 

“So anyways Martha got back and they must have made up because things seemed fine. But then the rest of the time I was there she was, like, a total bitch to me. It got better the next summer but she’s always been, I don’t know, bent out of shape, or whatever.”
 

He nodded and waited for her to continue. She had, after all, omitted a crucial detail. A detail that was at that very moment scratching away at the base of his brain. Sending pulses of jealous angst through him all the way down to his toes. And even though he figured it was going to hurt to hear it, that hurt was enticing for some reason. Calling to him and demanding to be felt.
 

But when he looked over at her she’d taken another bite of her sandwich and was chewing it slowly. “Are you gonna’ tell me what happened?”
 

She looked over at him and stopped chewing. “Like…you mean details?” she said, her mouth full of tuna and bread.
 

And when she put it that way it did sound like a strange request. They’d both dated other people but hadn’t really talked about them with each other. Why would he need to know details? It was her life, her past, her business. But now that they were married, well, he figured he was at least entitled to a small part of it. Wasn’t he? “I don’t know,” he muttered, turning away.
 

She finished chewing her mouthful of sandwich and turned to him again. “I mean if you really want to know…” she said.
 

He looked at her out of the corner of his eye. She looked a little puzzled but also slightly intrigued.
 

That put a blush on his face. He wondered if any other guy would have asked a similar question. Why would he want to know that anyway? It was lewd and kind of weird but it put an itch deep within him that he didn’t know how to scratch. “I mean if you don’t want to it’s okay,” he said.
 

She sat there watching him. “Are you sure you want to know?” she asked quietly, setting down her sandwich.
 

He was asking himself the same question. Having an argument with himself about it. What would it change if he knew? Nothing, probably. What was done was done. Locked in the past like the rest of the life she’d lived without him. But then there was that itch. And now his cock was starting to twitch again. He turned and looked into her eyes. “Did you have sex with him?” It sort of came out on it’s own.
 

Her lips parted and she drew in a breath. She scratched at the rock she was sitting on with a fingernail. “No,” she said, frowning. “Nothing like that.”
 

That brought a swell of relief but with it, strangely, a sort of disappointment. He pushed the thought away. “Oh.”
 

She reached out and took his hand in hers. “Now are you upset?” she asked, a worried look on her face.
 

He scowled and nodded. “No. Not at all,” he reassured.
 

She bit her lip, looking like she was weighing whether to wade into this or not. Whether that would do harm or good to the situation. “We were out in the hot tub one evening.”
 

His whole body went tight. His cock started to throb between his legs. Even after the surprise blowjob he’d received before lunch. “Okay,” he muttered.
 

“George was drunk if you can believe it,” she said.
 

He smirked.
 

“He got kind of handsy.”
 

“Okay.”
 

“Then he kissed me,” she whispered.
 

The image erupted in his mind. Theresa in her skimpy bikini leaning back in the bubbles. George with his arm around her, pawing at her with those big mitts of his. Giving her a drunken kiss…
 

“Then he…he put his hand between my legs.”
 

Nigel suppressed a croak. His cock was completely rigid.
 

“And, you know, did a thing,” she said.
 

His eyes shot up to hers. “A thing?”
 

She looked away, shy and blushing a little. “You know. Like, he fingered me.”
 

He felt like he might start choking on that tidbit. He looked at her out of the corner of his eye. “Did you…”
 

Just as he did hers drifted up from his lap.
 

His face went fiery hot. Had she seen his erection? Did she think he was getting off on this? Was he?!?
 

“I jerked him off in the hot tub. He came in the water. It was gross. He had to drain the whole thing the next day.”
 

Nigel’s mind went to a very dark place. The thought of Theresa sitting in the hot tub with George’s semen swimming around her should have been revolting. Instead it caused a hungry lust to spring up from his groin.
 

Of course there was no chance that she could get pregnant from George’s spunk swimming around in a hot tub. The water was too hot for them to survive. But the thought drove Nigel wild. All he wanted to do was strip her clothes off and claim her on that rock at the top of the trail. The thought of another man’s genetic material that close to her fertile little pussy ignited a fiercely protective instinct in him.
 

“Are you sure you’re okay?” she asked again.
 

“Yeah,” he said, feigning nonchalance. “Totally cool.”
 

She watched him for a long time. “Is that what you wanted to hear?” she finally asked.
 

“What? Oh I just…I figured, I don’t know, I don’t know what I was figuring.”
 

She gave a slow nod and picked up her sandwich. Took a bite.
 

They ate the rest of their lunch in silence. When they were done Theresa packed the sandwich wrappers back into the bag.
 

Each time Nigel looked at her she seemed very pensive. Like she was mulling over their last exchange. He tried to think of how he could break the ice between them. Couldn’t come up with anything funny or special. “You, uh, you want to go back down?”
 

She turned and nodded at him. When he started getting up she put a hand on his shoulder. “Can I just say one more thing?”
 

He forced a smile. “Sure. Anything.”
 

“Because I don’t think I really explained why I was mad about the thing with Martha. Ever since daddy announced his big honeymoon gift I’ve been worried.”
 

“Worried about what?”
 

She gave him a dark stare. “That Martha was going to try and get revenge, or something. I don’t even know if he ever told her or not. I didn’t come back for so long. I don’t know if she’s still mad about it.”
 

The pieces started to fall into place. Martha being so handsy herself. Theresa turning into a little slut, making sure Nigel had enough so he didn’t have to get it anywhere else.
 

And George just being George and not giving a fuck about anyone else.
 

He got onto one knee and clasped her hand between both of his. “If that’s what Martha’s trying to do I’m not interested,” he said as firmly as he could. He figured it was probably best he didn’t tell Theresa about the rest of what had happened in the kitchen.
 

She looked up at him, worried and anxious and kind of confused. “Okay,” she said, but didn’t sound sure.
 

He leaned forward and kissed her soft lips. “You have nothing to worry about. I promise,” he whispered.
 

Her expression brightened. “Okay,” she said again, this time sounding more relieved.
 

He stood up and pulled her to her feet. Started pulling her back down the trail.
 

“Nigel?”
 

He turned when he felt her tug his hand. “What is it?”
 

“We don’t have to do the hot tub tonight. If it’s going to make you uncomfortable or whatever.”
 

He scrunched up his face and waved a hand. “Don’t be ridiculous. That’s all in the past. We’re here to have a good time, remember?”
 

She smiled softly. “Okay. Thanks.”
 

But as he started off down the trail his heart was pumping a hundred and twenty beats a minute and his erection would not go away.
 






Chapter Ten

 


It was just past one when they got back. They walked into the main building and into the kitchen to try and find Martha to say thanks for lunch. She wasn’t in the kitchen and the whole place was quiet.
 

“Maybe they’re in their cabin,” Theresa said.
 

“Do you want to go try and find…”
 

“No,” she interrupted. She turned and looked fondly at him. “I kind of just want to go and have a nap.”
 

“Oh,” Nigel said, nodding. “Sure. I can, like, maybe chop some wood or whatever.”
 

She giggled. “No, silly. I meant with you.”
 

“Oh,” he replied. The whole way down the trail he couldn’t stop thinking about their conversation. Couldn’t stop imagining Theresa jerking George off in the hot tub. Couldn’t stop wondering what that had looked like. What she’d looked like.
 

Had she given George the same lusty look she gave him when they made love? Or had it been a clinical thing? Tit for tat. A favour returned without emotion or lust? It was driving him crazy.
 

And what was crazier was that it felt like the only thing that would bring any relief would be getting relieved. Either by his own hand or, better yet, by Theresa’s.
 

But now that she was suggesting it it felt dangerous. Dangerous to indulge his depraved itch. Dangerous to draw this complication into their love-making. Fantasizing about Theresa with George felt like a raging fire. There was no safe distance he could stand from it. Could either watch it flicker from afar or walk a few steps closer and let it consume him.
 

“Oh?” she asked, looking disappointed. “Not feeling it?”
 

“No! Totally. I’m totally feeling it,” he rebuffed.
 

“Oh,” she said again, her relief obvious. She looked like she was about to say something else then changed her mind. Turned and walked out toward the foyer then out toward the cabin.
 

Nigel followed trying to shove all his darkest thoughts back into the shadows of his mind so he could be clean and pure during their affections.
 

They walked into their cabin and Theresa went into the bathroom and closed the door.
 

Nigel sat down on the edge of the bed, put his head in his hands and tried to have a think. This thing, this new thing he’d uncovered, was already starting to drive him crazy. Why would he get turned on by the thought of Theresa with another man? No matter how hard he tried he couldn’t come up with an explanation. It was so wrong. She was his wife. Wasn’t he supposed to be jealous and protective, do everything to keep her from getting with another man? Wasn’t that how this worked?
 

But imagining her slender hands working George’s meaty old cock only seemed to add gasoline to the fire. By the time she emerged, wrapped in the big, fluffy white bath robe he was hard as a rock. He mirrored her smile as she walked across the room. God she was so beautiful. He watched as she sank to her knees in front of him and let the bathrobe part just enough that he could make out the gentle swell of her breasts. Her hands drifted up his legs.
 

He thought of saying he had to go to the bathroom. Pretend to relieve himself but actually relieve himself the other way. He felt like he was on the edge of an emission already. But his omission about Martha’s behaviour in the kitchen had him feeling bad enough already. He let her fingers glide up until they pressed against his hard penis.
 

The devious, sexy smile she’d been wearing faded. She opened her eyes a little wider and looked up into his. “Oh wow,” she whispered. “What were you doing out here?”
 

She looked so beautiful looking up at him from where she was kneeling. Delicate and petite but with a willpower and charisma you didn’t mess with. What would it be like seeing her with a man like George? His cock hardened at the thought.
 

“Nigel?” she asked.
 

He put his hands on her shoulders. Ran them down the fuzzy fabric covering her arms then back up. Looked right into her eyes. “Can I tell you something?” he asked.
 

“Of course,” she said, concern clouding her pretty features.
 

He bit his lip, wondering how you started a conversation like the one he wanted to have. “It’s…kind of weird.”
 

She furrowed her brow. “Okay,” she said.
 

He took a deep breath and exhaled. “When you told me that thing, that thing about George,” he began.
 

Worry worked it’s way into her eyes. “Oh no,” she breathed.
 

He shook his head. “No. No, no,” he said. “Here’s where it gets weird.”
 

She paused, then nodded, seeming relieved he wasn’t about to tell her he hated what she’d said.
 

“When you said it…”
 

She waited a few seconds. “It’s okay,” she whispered. “You can tell me anything. I’m your wife, remember?”
 

He nodded at her. “When you told me about the thing you did with George it…it turned me on.”
 

It took a second to register. The worry lifted, her eyes widening and filling with what seemed like curiosity. “Really?” she asked.
 

He let out another heavy breath. “Really,” he replied. “That’s weird, right?”
 

She looked off to one side like she needed to think. “I don’t know,” she said, shaking her head. “It’s kind of weird, I guess.” She turned to look back at him.
 

He sat looking into her eyes not knowing what to say next. He felt a swell of embarrassment at having made the admission. Wished for a moment he could take it back. What had been the point of telling her? He shook his head. “I’m sorry. I don’t know why I said that,” he muttered, looking away.
 

Her hands left his legs and grabbed his wrists. She squeezed. “Hey,” she said. “Don’t. I’m glad that you told me.”
 

“Really?” he asked, looking at her out of the corner of his eye.
 

“Really. I don’t want us to have any secrets.”
 

“Uh…okay,” he said, more shame filling his insides at the kitchen secrets he was keeping from her. It was a lie by omission not telling her that Martha had massaged him.
 

She stood up slowly. Her hands moved to her shoulders. She swept off the robe she was wearing.
 

He drew in a breath at the sight of her naked body. His cock twitched.
 

“Take your clothes off,” she said.
 

He tugged his belt open, undid his button and zipper and shoved his pants down and off his legs. Kicked them off his feet as he pulled off his sweater and shirt. He looked down at his cock. It looked like it was glowing it was so red.
 

Theresa put a knee next to his leg on the bed. Swung her other leg the other way and straddled him. Sank down into his lap until he could feel the heat from her pussy over his crotch.
 

His eyes ran up her body, pausing at her breasts. He reached out and palmed one, lust throbbing through him at the feeling of her warm, soft flesh.
 

She scooted forward. The wet folds of her pussy grazed against his rigid organ. The pubic hair she kept neatly trimmed scratching the sensitive flesh of his cock. She looked deep into his eyes. “I love you,” she whispered.
 

Nigel, mesmerized by her gaze and the pleasant weight of her naked body on top of him, sighed. “I love you, too,” he whispered back.
 

She put a hand between her legs and gripped his cock.
 

It throbbed, making Nigel wince at the delirious pleasure her touch brought.
 

“Hey,” she said softly. “I’m gonna’ go slow, okay? Try to hang on as long as you can.”
 

He bit his lip, trying to inject some pain between him and his looming orgasm, and nodded.
 

She scooted up closer on his lap. Slipped his turgid member slowly into her hot, wet pussy. Put her hands on his shoulders and began to ride.
 

Nigel groaned. Each stroke of her tight slit shoved him closer and closer to an orgasm. He put his hands on the bed spread. He wanted to touch her so bad. He was sure, though, that if he did he’d pop like a balloon. Kept his eyes off her breasts. Because the sight of those, too, made him feel like he was going to finish. He looked up at her plump lips instead. They were slightly parted and starting to curl like she was getting something out of this, too.
 

“Oh Nigel,” she said, voice breathy. “You feel so good.”
 

He grunted. Hearing her say it made his body tense. “Oh shit,” he muttered, perilously close to a release.
 

She dipped her hand between his legs, wrapped a finger and thumb around the root of his cock, and squeezed. Gazed into his eyes. “It’s okay. Let’s just take a little break, okay?” she said softly.
 

Nigel nodded. He took a deep breath and exhaled. Tried to concentrate on something other than the gooey warmth surrounding his prick. He jumped when he heard a knock at the door.
 

Theresa tilted her head back and stared at the ceiling in exasperation. “Who is it?” she called out. As if there were more than two possibilities.
 

“It’s George. Can I come in?” George asked from behind the door.
 

Theresa let out a huge sigh. “Just a minute!” she shouted. She looked down at Nigel again. “Okay. I guess we’ll practice again later,” she said, smiling.
 

For a horrible moment Nigel thought she was going to leave him hanging. Instead, she started rocking back and forth hard and fast on his lap. His eyes crossed and he groaned as his nuts pulled up and his cock started contracting.
 

“Okay,” Theresa whispered. “Hurry up and come. Come in my pussy, okay?”
 

She wasn’t finished the last sentence before Nigel started to nut. He wrapped his arms around her as he plunged over the edge of a massive orgasm. Hung on like his life depended on it.
 

Theresa sucked every last drop of sperm out of his cock with her horizontal twerk. When he shuddered, the last of his seed leaving him, she eased herself off him, grabbed a blanket and started walking toward the door. “Get under the covers,” she said.
 

With his head still spinning, Nigel scooted back on the bed and tucked himself under the comforter. His cock was softening. But when he saw that Theresa, instead of wrapping the blanket around herself, simply held it up over her front, blood surged back into it. His eyes fell to her ass, then her thighs. It was when she opened the door that he noticed the slow trickle of his own ejaculate running down the inside of her thigh. His breath caught in his throat as she swung the door open.
 

George was standing with his arms folded across his chest, wearing a lecherous grin. “Hey lovebirds,” he said. His eyes raked down Theresa’s frame. “Sorry for interrupting.”
 

“What is it?” Theresa snapped.
 

George scowled. “Don’t get snippy with me, missy,” he growled. “Just cause you’re all grown up doesn’t mean you’re too old for a spanking.”
 

Nigel’s eyes widened. His cock went rigid. The vision of George taking Theresa over his knee and giving her a few hard smacks on her ass made him start sweating.
 

“Martha wants to know if you want hot tub before dinner or after?” George asked.
 

Theresa paused for a moment. Then she turned at the waist to look at Nigel.
 

The room started to spin for Nigel. His eyes were locked on George who, taking advantage of Theresa’s distraction, leaned to one side and stole a glance at her bare back.
 

“What do you think?” Theresa asked.
 

“Erm,” Nigel croaked. “Maybe after?” His voice sounded as tight as his insides felt.
 

George resumed his position just as Theresa turned to look at him again.
 

“After it is then,” Theresa said. “Now go away.”
 

George smirked. “After it is then,” he echoed.
 

Theresa swung the door shut in his face. She let the blanket fall and walked completely naked over to the bed. Sighed and shook her head then flopped down on her stomach next to Nigel. “They are so annoying,” she said.
 

Nigel raked his eyes over her trim figure. He paused at her thighs. The cum running from her pussy had started to cake on her skin. His cock was hard as a rock. Absent, however, was the feeling that he might climax at the slightest touch. He knew Theresa was going to ask questions. Why so hard again, Nigel? He had a few of his own.
 

Had she meant to titillate George by giving him a peak of her backside? Did she know he’d checked her out? Or was she innocent? Absent-mindlessly turning to ask Nigel a question without realizing George was getting an eyeful?
 

Regardless of her motivation, Nigel felt an incredible desire to own her in that moment. To prove to her, and possibly to himself, that she was his. That if she wanted to go around letting George steal glances at her bare ass, he, Nigel, was going to teach her a lesson about it.
 

And so, instead of asking her kindly or politely, instead of insinuating that he might be up for some more loving, Nigel locked his eyes on hers and glowered. “Come here,” he ordered.
 

Theresa turned toward him and scowled. “What?” she asked.
 

“I said get over here,” Nigel said. He yanked the comforter off and proudly revealed his hard erection.
 

Her eyes popped wide open. They darted from his cock, to his own, then back to the stiff muscle she’d just fucked. “Nigel?” she asked, sounding puzzled.
 

Nigel, only a little sore that she wasn’t obeying his husbandly command, decided to take matters into his own hands. Before she could move he rolled over and onto her, swinging a leg over her lap and straddling her, his cock pressing between her boyish ass cheeks.
 

She gasped. Her back arched. She was trying to look over her shoulder at him.
 

From her profile he could see the way her lip curled into a sexy snarl as he rubbed his prick lower between her legs.
 

She arched her back more, her ass rounding, presenting for him until he could see the pink lips of her pussy.
 

Resisting the urge to immediately spear himself into her, he instead grabbed her ass with both hands and spread her open, gorging himself on the dirty view of her stretched pussy with his cum still inside it.
 

“Oh god,” Theresa moaned.
 

Nigel went harder still. She liked this. She liked her dominant, demanding husband doing whatever he wanted to her. Sticking out his middle finger he pressed it into her gaping hole.
 

She shuddered beneath him and moaned.
 

Nigel fucked it back and forth a few times before drawing it out. It was covered in his own semen. He grabbed his cock and pointed the tip at her entrance. Swept it up and down the line of her slit until it was wet with her juices again.
 

He was elated. On cloud nine. Finally felt like he was in command of his own arousal and his beautiful wife. He thrust his hips forward and speared his prick into her cunt.
 

She warbled and her feet rose into the air behind him. Bucked on the bed like an animal struggling to get up.
 

Nigel put his hands on the small of her back and kept her pinned to the bed. The memory of Theresa turning to look at him from the door, of George checking her out, of him lying helplessly and watching it all, caused anger to flare through him. But instead of dampening the mood, the emotion seemed to heighten it. He gazed at her pained expression, drew himself out of her, then speared hard into her dewy lips. “Slut,” he growled.
 

The unbidden word, and Theresa’s gasp at it, triggered a momentary panic. Their couplings had always been gentle and loving. Usually guided by Theresa’s tender hands. Never rough or dirty. Calling her a slut, even just to spice things up, had never even occurred to Nigel.
 

The terrifying moment stretched out as he watched Theresa parse what he’d said. Her shocked expression lingered and for a moment Nigel thought he’d done himself in. Then her eyes closed and her ass bucked up beneath him, like she was begging for more. “Yes,” she hissed.
 

Her acceptance of his dominance felt like warm water pouring down his neck and back. He sank back into the moment, back into the grip of the lust that had driven him to mount her. Pulled his cock out and smashed it into her again. So hard it shook the bed.
 

“Yes,” she said.
 

He looked down between them. The sight of his cock disappearing into her body, the fact that he was inside her and the memory of her lewd display for George played on a loop in his mind. His thrusting picked up pace. The faint tickle of an orgasm began between his legs. But he was miles from it. And Theresa was mewling and squirming under him, seeming like she was loving the rough fuck and like she, too, might be approaching a release. It occurred to him to double down.
 

“You like showing off your slut pussy to uncle George?” he growled. As soon as he said it he bit his tongue. Surely that was over the line. Bringing George into this? After everything she’d told him? He kept thrusting but held his breath, praying that after she lashed out she’d find it in her hard to forgive him after a few days.
 

“Yes!” she squealed instead.
 

His eyes popped open wide. His rhythm didn’t falter. He kept mashing his stiff cock into what was now a very, very sloppy hole. A hole that was squeezing him each time he went balls deep. Yes? She…liked it? Should he try again? With courage welling through him he put on hand on the back of her neck, keeping her pinned to the bed with the other on her back. He bent low over her head. “Standing there and talking to him with cum dripping out of you like a nasty whore?” He winced, unable to believe himself that he’d said it.
 

“Oh Nigel fuck! Oh! Oh!” The words rose in a crescendo and twisted into a wail. She grabbed at the sheets, clutching them the way he’d held onto her when he came. She was writhing beneath him, a glossy sheen of sweat coating her back from the exertion. She screamed as her orgasm began. Her pussy was a sloshing mess. It gripped him harder still. 
 

The feeling that flooded through him at making his beautiful bride orgasm was akin to the one he’d experienced chopping wood that morning. Pride and power and a sense of masculinity that he’d never known before. It snaked through the dirty thoughts of Theresa showing off for George and down into his cock where it wrapped itself around his prick and squeezed. Theresa’s body had gone limp beneath him.
 

Now she was a rag doll. Lying there and taking it like the good whore she was. Her body open for his pleasure, waiting patiently for him to spend. His own climax cracked over him like a whip. He shouted as his cock disgorged whatever cum was left in his testicles. Stabbed and stabbed her with it until he could feel his sperm mingling with her sticky juices. It was short but sharp and when he’d passed through the tightest crevice of it he collapsed on top of her, cock still buried in her fleshy sheath, his legs twitching from the residual pleasure flickering in his brain.
 

Reality dawned slowly. The memories of what he’d said formed as his coital fog evaporated and post-nut clarity replaced it. He had a thought to stay like that forever on top of her. How would he look her in the eye after saying all those terrible things?
 

“Nigel?” she whispered.
 

“Huh?”
 

“I can’t breathe.”
 

“Oh shit,” he muttered, pulling himself from her orifice and rolling off onto the other side of the bed.
 

She raised herself up and drew in a deep breath.
 

Nigel watched her for signs of the coming storm. Would she ever forgive him? He almost looked away when their eyes met. “Was that…are you okay?” he asked.
 

Instead of answering she fell on top of him. Mashed his face between her palms and pressed her lips against his in a deep kiss. Swirled her tongue inside his mouth and sucked on his.
 

Nigel kept his eyes open, unable to believe her reaction to what he’d done. When she pulled away he stared at her in disbelief. “You…you liked it?” he stammered.
 

“That was the hottest fuck I’ve ever had,” she said, then rolled off the bed and skipped over to the bathroom.
 

Nigel sighed. He propped himself up on his elbows and caught a glimpse of her ass right before the bathroom door swung shut. A slow smile spread across his lips. He felt like a million bucks. He looked over at the door, the scene of the source of his inspiration.
 

His body jolted.
 

There, staring through the small window next to the door, was Martha. She was wearing a wide grin and nodding. She brought her hand up, fingers balled, thumb sticking up.
 

Nigel scrambled to cover himself with a sheet.
 

Martha gave him a slow wink and disappeared.
 






Chapter Eleven

 


“Do you want to go see what’s for dinner?” Theresa had emerged from the bathroom wearing a robe and drying her hair with a towel.
 

Nigel was still in bed, still reeling from Martha’s leering and wondering whether he should confess to Theresa what he’d seen. “Uh…yeah. Sure. Can I just shower first?” he asked.
 

“Sure thing. I’ve got to get some clothes on anyway.”
 

He slipped out of bed and grabbed his underwear off the floor to cover himself. Jumped when he felt Theresa spank his ass. “Hey!” he yelped.
 

She giggled. “What do you need those for? You know I’ve seen your junk, right?”
 

He blushed and sheepishly made his way to the bathroom. Closed the door and turned on the shower and stepped in. The whole time he was thinking. Wondering what Theresa would do or say if he told her that Martha had been spying on them. Wondering, too, why the hell she had been?
 

He was slowly getting the idea that George and Martha were a couple of old perverts. Had they always been that way?
 

He finished up his shower and turned off the faucet. Dried himself off and wrapped the towel around his waist. Stepped back out into the room and drew in a quick breath.
 

Theresa had changed into a new outfit. A button up shirt that was almost sheer. The same jeans she’d been wearing and a pair of cute sneakers. What startled him, though, was that she’d very obviously omitted putting on a bra. Her cute pokies were sticking up against the fabric of the shirt. The top two buttons were undone revealing quite a lot of her chest and just the slightest hint of curve where her breasts began.
 

“I guess that means you like it?” she asked.
 

“Huh?”
 

“I think you’re drooling,” she said, pointing at his mouth.
 

He closed it and wiped it with the back of his hand which set her giggling.
 

She closed the distance between them and pecked him on the cheek. “I was just kidding,” she said with a smile.
 

“Oh, ha ha,” he chortled. He walked over to his suitcase and started to pick through clothes.
 

Theresa hummed in the bathroom as she put on her makeup.
 

He dressed and looked in the mirror. Hottest fuck she’s ever had. Made him smile. At the same time his curiosity was tingling. Why was that the hottest fuck she’d ever had? Was it what he’d said? Or was it that he’d been able to last long enough to let her climax? Or was it both? He wanted to do a good job next time, after all. He walked over to the bathroom and peeked inside. “Hey Treess?”
 

She smacked her lips and capped her lipstick. “What’s up?” she asked.
 

“About…about our, you know, what we just did there. Why’d you like it so much?”
 

She scowled and shrugged. “I don’t know. It was just hot,” she replied.
 

But that wasn’t really enough for Nigel. It was nice and all that she thought it was hot. But why? “Like, did you like the talking and stuff?”
 

Her frown deepened. She shook her head. “I don’t know. I don’t want to, like, analyze it or anything. It was just fun okay?”
 

He could hear the bristle in her tone already. Knew to leave well enough alone. Theresa wasn’t really into sharing intimate secrets unless they were his. She always asked him what he liked and why. Why couldn’t he? But he wasn’t about to start a thing about it. Maybe he’d try again later. Maybe after she’d had a few drinks.
 

He stepped off to one side and let her out of the bathroom then followed her to the door and into the great outdoors. Had a hard time keeping his eyes off her ass as they walked to the main building. Was she swaying more than usual? Was that spring in her step from their lovemaking?
 

As they walked through the doors and down the corridor toward the kitchen Nigel felt a possessive instinct grip him. He jogged a few steps to come up next to her. Put his arm around her waist and drew her closer.
 

She looked up and smiled at him.
 

“I love you,” he said.
 

“I love you too, babe.”
 

He kissed her on the cheek.
 

In the kitchen Martha was at the stove and George was installed at the kitchen table nursing a whisky. He looked over as they walked in and raised an eyebrow.
 

Nigel glanced at the front of Theresa’s shirt. Her nipples were still poking up through the fabric. A shiver ran down his back at knowing that, undoubtedly, they were what George was eyeing.
 

 The tension returned inside his pants.
 

He couldn’t help but think of George getting “handsy” with Theresa, as she’d so innocently put it. Thought of his big mitts pawing Theresa’s tiny frame. Her wriggling in the hot tub, maybe not so sure about it but kind of into the attention from a burly older man. Still stinging from her breakup and looking to put it behind her. What better way than a harmless fling out with daddy’s friend in the wilderness? Was that why Derek had sent her up here?
 

That got his blood churning. Amplified the possessive feeling and made him want to step between George and Theresa, hold up his hand and put a stop to all this nonsense like a real man would.
 

Except it wasn’t just making him jealous, was it? No. All those crazy thoughts were stirring up all sorts of arousal in him. Hot and hard, the feeling coming from somewhere so deep he felt like he’d never be able to purge it no matter how much he jerked himself off.
 

“Well, well,” George purred, his eyes raking down Theresa’s frame. “The lovebirds have left the nest.”
 

Theresa rolled her eyes.
 

Martha flashed a sly smile at them over her shoulder. “Martinis? Or wine?” she asked.
 

“I’ll take a wine,” Nigel said.
 

They walked over to the table and sat down with George. “I’d like a wine, too” Theresa added.
 

George scowled. “Better get it before Nick’s little swimmers pop through your…”
 

“Oh god, George!” Theresa moaned, holding a hand up and leaning away from him. “Gross!”
 

Theresa hovered over and set down two glasses of wine, filled to the brim. “He’s just excited, dear,” she said, patting Theresa’s shoulder. She looked straight at Nigel. “We both are. Beginnings are always a cause for celebration. Aren’t they, George?”
 

George looked up at her from under a darkened brow. For a moment it looked like he was going to bark some obscenity at her, call her a vulgar name and tell her to get back to the stove where she belonged. Instead, he wrapped his massive arm around her waist and pulled her into his lap.
 

Martha’s eyes lit up. She wriggled on his thighs.
 

“That cause enough for celebration?” George growled.
 

Martha stared deep into his eyes. “It certainly is,” she whispered.
 

It was then that Nigel realized that George, too, must have been sporting an erection. Martha’s dreamy stare convinced him of it. His mind wandered back to the memory of seeing them connecting on the kitchen table. He shuddered.
 

“Okay, seriously? I’m about to gag,” Theresa said. “I honestly don’t know if I’m going to be able to have dinner if you two keep this up.”
 

Martha looked over, sly and cat-like. “Sorry, honey,” she said in mock apology. “You can always go back to your room and order up a pizza.” She glanced at George.
 

His brow arched.
 

A moment passed between them.
 

Then, out of nowhere, they both burst into uproarious laughter that cascaded out of them and rolled around the kitchen.
 

Nigel looked at Theresa out of the corner of his eye, not sure what the joke was about.
 

Theresa rolled her eyes and shook her head. Then she leaned over and patted him on the knee. “We can’t order pizza. We’re in the middle of nowhere. That’s the joke.”
 

“That’s the joke?” he whispered.
 

She shrugged.
 

Martha stood up and wiped her eyes. “Oh mercy!” she exclaimed.
 

“Good one, beautiful,” George said. A moment later he downed his glass, lifted his hand and smacked Martha’s ass so hard it knocked her three steps forward.
 

Her reaction was a playful giggle and a wag of her sizable posterior.
 

Beside him, Theresa took a big gulp of her wine. Nigel did the same.
 

Dinner consisted of fried pan fish, potatoes and spicy sauerkraut. Martha and George’s moods were wildly different than the day before. They’d stopped their unending sniping. Martha cheerfully prattled on about what she’d gotten done around the resort that day. She was so loquacious that Nigel and Theresa could barely get a word in edge-wise. George sat hunkered over his meal, occasionally nodding and harrumphing in agreement to whatever his wife was saying.
 

Nigel noticed him stealing glances at Theresa. Disconcerting as that was, given what he’d learned about their past, he couldn’t keep his erection from swelling and a hungry lust for his wife along with it.
 

By the time Martha started clearing plates Theresa and Nigel had both consumed two large glasses of wine. Nigel didn’t realize how tipsy he’d gotten until he tried to stand up and the room began to spin around him. “Wow,” he muttered, plopping back down into his chair.
 

George shot him a knowing grin. “Couple decades of heavy drinking should fix that,” he said, chuckling at his own joke.
 

Nigel flashed a wry smile at the comment and glanced at Theresa.
 

She was wearing a half-smile and her cheeks and neck were flushed from the alcohol.
 

He couldn’t help but worry that she’d done herself in and would have to go to bed. It came as a surprise when she jumped up from the table and clapped her hands together. “Are we still doing hot tub?” she asked. She was definitely tipsy but didn’t seem nearly as bad as he felt.
 

The question tugged at the very root of Nigel’s lust and worry. He looked at George, who slammed the rest of his drink and pounded his fist on the table. “Damn straight we are!” he barked, then burst into a raucous laugh.
 

Martha was humming as she washed dishes in the sink.
 

Theresa bounced up and down on the spot, hands clasped together at her chest, grinning like a kid at Christmas. “I’m going to go get changed!” she exclaimed. Spinning around she darted out of the kitchen and down the hall.
 

“What do you say, big guy?” George asked, clapping his hand on Nigel’s shoulder. “Ready for a little dip?”
 

Nigel got a sinking feeling. “Uh…I don’t have anything to wear,” he said.
 

“Oh relax,” Martha said, waving a hand at him from across the kitchen. “Just go in your underwear. No one cares.”
 

That was not the most appealing choice to Nigel. The thought of slipping into the hot tub with the three of them in swimwear, him the only one wearing his underwear, took him back to high school gym. When he’d forgotten his gym clothes at home and been forced to play basketball in the t-shirt and jeans he’d been wearing. No one had said anything but there’d been plenty of snickers. And while it wasn’t exactly humiliating it hadn’t made him feel great. He was just about to suggest that maybe he’d sit this one out. But the memory of Theresa’s disappointment came looming over him and he thought better of it.
 

I’m a grown man. What am I worried about? Getting laughed at for not having swim shorts?
 

George stood up and pushed his chair back. It scraped loudly across the tile. He lumbered over to the door and announced “Alright everybody out!” he barked. “She’ll be good and fired up by now.”
 

And from the way George grinned, for a fleeting moment, Nigel couldn’t help but imagine that he wasn’t talking about the hot tub at all.
 

George smacked his hands together and rubbed them, then disappeared.
 

“I guess I’ll go get a towel,” Nigel muttered, steadying himself on the table as he tried to stand up again. The room spun a little more slowly and he felt fairly confident that he could make it to the door and beyond without falling over.
 

“Oh there’s no need for that,” Martha sang. She turned off the tap and wiped her hands on the tea towel hanging on the oven handle. “Plenty of towels by the tub.” She turned and eyed him with a sly grin. “Come on, Nick. Have another drink with me.”
 

Another drink was the last thing Nigel needed. Being called Nick was starting to grate on him, too. But he didn’t want to make a big deal out of it. This was supposed to be fun. Their honeymoon. This was about him and Theresa. Who cared if Martha and George felt the need to give him nicknames? “I think I might be good, actually,” he said.
 

Martha walked over with a bottle of scotch in one hand and two glasses in the other. She set the glasses down on the table, uncorked the bottle and poured out two drinks that could have easily been four. Pushed a glass in front of Nigel then took a seat next to him and raised her own. “To the newlyweds,” she said, grinning.
 

Nigel sighed. Not wanting to turn down a toast to himself he picked up his glass and clinked it against Martha’s. “Thanks,” he muttered before taking a small sip. The liquor burned his tongue and throat on the way down. He squinted as he swallowed. He jumped when he felt Theresa’s hand on his thigh, uncomfortably close to his crotch. Half the scotch sloshed out of his glass as he kicked back to put some distance between them.
 

Martha burst into a cackle. She set her glass down and folded her arms across her chest. “Oh come on, Nigel,” she said, narrowing her eyes. “It’s just a bit of fun. Get over yourself.”
 

Nigel coughed and put his glass down, too. He put his hands up, palms toward Martha and put on a grave expression. “Look,” he said. “I don’t know what you’re trying to do here but whatever it is it’s not going to work.” But even as he was saying it his eyes darted down her body. His cheeks flushed at his own poor timing. Checking her out while he was scolding her for hitting on him didn’t exactly send the right message.
 

Her wide grin relaxed into a sly smile. She leaned forward and simultaneously plumped up her tits with her arms. “Well let me explain it for you then, Nigel,” she said softly. “I’ll do it nice and slow so there’s no misunderstanding. I’m trying to get this hand,” she said, wiggling her fingers, “into those pants.” She pointed at his crotch.
 

Nigel’s eyes widened at her brazenness.
 

“Then I’m going to take out the cock I know is in there and rub it somewhere very special. Does that clear things up for you?”
 

Nigel stared at her for what felt like minutes. He’d never in his life met a woman so aggressive and domineering. But the real problem was that it was doing things to him. Terrible things right in the seat of his arousal between his legs. Shameful things that made him actually contemplate taking Martha up on her offer. He shook his head. “I…I can’t,” he whispered. “I’m married. I’m here with Theresa, for god’s sake's.”
 

“Oh sweetheart,” Martha purred. “Don’t you worry. We’ll see that she gets taken care of, too.” Nigel’s jaw dropped.
 

Martha stood up, slammed the rest of her drink, spun around and sauntered out of the kitchen, her ass wagging side to side in a way that made it impossible not to stare at it.
 

“Come on, munchkin,” Martha called out from down the hall. “Let’s see how that wife of yours is doing in the tub with George.”
 

That jolted Nigel out his stupor. He stood up and broke into a run after Martha. It wasn’t until he burst outside and saw Theresa soaking in the hot tub that he realized his cock was completely hard.
 






Chapter Twelve

 


Alternating waves of hot and cold flooded through him as he stared at the scene. Somewhere in his periphery he could make out Martha peeling off her clothes. That would have drawn his eye if it weren’t for what was happening in and around the tub.
 

Theresa was sitting neck deep in the water. A cocktail glass with golden liquid and a maraschino cherry was perched next to her. And while his view of her body was obscured by the bubbling water, she appeared to be wearing a shamefully skimpy bikini.
 

Behind her, George had disrobed. His body was as formidable bare as it was with clothes on. Sure there was a little padding here and there. Normal for a guy his age. But beneath hard muscles rippled as he moved. If the hair on his chest and legs had been any thicker Nigel, in the dark of night, might have mistaken him for a bear.
 

But what drew Nigel’s attention most, was the daunting outline of the thick protraction that hung down one leg of the swimming shorts George was wearing. The blunt instrument he’d seen hewing in and out of Martha was imposing even in it’s flaccid state.
 

Watching George scale the steps of the tub and slip into the water next to Theresa did nothing to deflate the aching pressure in Nigel’s groin. Seeing him smile down at her, stretch out an arm and put it around her shoulder and give her a squeeze only made things worse. Theresa’s confession from earlier that day lingered like a wraith above the scene. When Theresa looked up at George, shook her head and rolled her eyes, Nigel thought he might be saved. Maybe she’d push him away and with it the ominous yet awesome possibility their proximity presented.
 

A possibility that was, at that very moment, haunting Nigel like nothing else. When Theresa’s expression of ennui melted into a smile and she giggled at the attention George was paying her, the sound cut into Nigel like a razor blade. His cock throbbed against the fabric of his pants.
 

Then Martha stepped into the frame of his narrowed vision. Wearing a somewhat revealing one-piece that gave him a lovely view of her abundant tits. Her figure, unchanged by childbirth, had a very pleasant hourglass shape. “Come on, Nigel,” she said. “The waters purr-fect.”
 

Nigel’s eyes darted to Theresa. She was watching him like a hawk and smiling. A panic gripped him as the dirty talk they’d played at in the cabin seemed to morph from just a fantasy into something real. Panic and a lust so potent flashed through him it seemed to disconnect him from reality and draw him into a dream.
 

“Come on, Nigel,” Theresa murmured. “Take off your clothes and join us.” Her voice sounded like a siren song.
 

He looked down at his crotch. His cock was pulsing with need. How could he take off his clothes? All three of them would see it. They’d see it and definitely start to wonder why he had an erection. Hell, Martha would probably just come out and ask. He shook his head as he looked up at them again. To his surprise Martha was out of the tub and walking toward him. Steam rising off her curvy frame, water dripping from it, she reached out and started undoing the buttons of his shirt. “What are you doing?” he muttered.
 

“You seem to need a little help,” she replied, flashing a feline smile.
 

Nigel thought of pushing her away. But doing that would require touching her on the swimsuit and where to put his hands? His eyes drifted up and over her shoulder to Theresa. A jolt of nerves shot through him. At first he thought she was glaring. Then, as his eyes focused, he realized she was smiling. A wicked-playful sort of smile that put all sorts of ideas in his head.
 

And then she cozied up to George.
 

Nigel grunted as his cock engorged. At that moment Martha undid the button and zipper on his pants and yanked them down his legs. She leaned back as her eyes came to rest on his bulging organ. Raised an eyebrow, then looked up at him. “Well that’s respectable,” she said. “What’s with the hard on?” She smirked before standing up, taking his hand, then leading him toward the water.
 

Nigel’s eyes were glued to Theresa. Nestled in the crook of George’s thick arm, sipping her cocktail, her eyelids a little droopy from the drink. Or was that a sultry stare? A flirt with his earlier confession? A way of teasing out whether he wanted a slut out in the real world or only in his bed?
 

The water came up around him as Martha sat him down. Almost too hot but his brain flooded with a delicious pleasure at the contrast to the air outside.
 

Theresa smiled, then demurred, looking off to one side like she was feeling shy.
 

“Nigel’s got a boner,” Martha announced.
 

Shame and embarrassment bubbled up from the same spot causing the ache in his cock. Theresa’s giggling only made it worse and better.
 

A low chuckle rumbled out of George. He rubbed Theresa’s shoulder with his hand.
 

Suddenly something came up between Nigel’s legs and touched the underside of his cock. He jumped, looked down, then gasped when he realized it was Theresa rubbing him with her big toe. A fresh delirium hit him. This was real, he realized. This was happening. They were in a hot tub with George and Martha and things were getting sexual. And Theresa seemed like she was into it.
 

And that felt dangerous but oh-so-very-good he couldn’t do a thing to stop it.
 

Another sensation, this time on the inside of his leg, caused him to look down. It was Martha’s foot now, the arch gliding up and down his calf in a slow rub. His eyes followed the appendage up to where it met her body. Up past her belly, pausing at her fleshy tits floating in the water just below the surface. Up her neck and to her smiling mouth and eyes.
 

The third jolt came from the realization that — contrary to Theresa’s assertion that Martha was jealous, possessive of her husband and pining for revenge — Martha seemed to very much be enjoying the predicament the four of them were in. Was this her in? Was this the path she’d found to bed Nigel, humiliate Theresa and repair her wounded pride?
 

His eyes darted back to George. George who was drunk-groping his pretty Theresa, his inhibitions eased by the copious amount of alcohol he’d consumed. George whose gaze was wandering along all of the most delicious bits of Theresa’s nubile frame. “Come here,” George growled at her, patting his lap. “Lemme give you a back rub.”
 

Nigel’s gaze shot to Theresa. She was staring at him intently, as if waiting for her cue, waiting for him to give this whole crazy freak show a thumbs up to continue or a thumbs down to stop. Wide-eyed, aghast at what was happening, but hornier than a field of rhinos, Nigel gave the slightest of nods.
 

Theresa, his sweet thing, smiled a little wider and put her foot down. Without so much as a glance at George, rose up out of the water, moved sideways two feet, then settled onto George’s lap.
 

Nigel’s eyes danced down her body. Her bikini top was, as he’d suspected, not much more than straps. Two triangles of fabric covered only her stiff nipples but did almost nothing to obscure the swell of her small breasts.
 

George’s hands came up to settle on her shoulders. He started kneading her muscles, head tilted to one side and looking up at her profile.
 

Theresa’s eyes closed and her chest swelled as he worked his way down her arms. They fluttered open again and locked on Nigel’s just as her lips parted.
 

Those big hands drifted down to her midriff where they rubbed up and down, George savouring the shape of her skinny frame.
 

“Like what you see, Nick?” Martha asked.
 

The question startled him. Yanked him out of his dreamlike trance and reminded him this was real life. This was really happening. It wasn’t just in his mind. “Uh…I…” He looked back to Theresa.
 

She was biting her lip and looking worried. Why? That Martha’s question might have tripped the wrong switch in Nigel’s mind? That he didn’t really want to see her be a slut with George? Worried that she’d gone too far even with his blessing?
 

In that moment all he wanted was to reassure her. Not just that. He wanted to worship her. Tell her how beautiful she looked with another man caressing her. Kneel at her feet and tell her what a lucky guy he was. To have a wife that didn’t question or deride his crazy fantasy but let herself be willingly led into making it come true. He felt like the luckiest guy alive.
 

Somewhere in the back of his mind a voice started to whisper. This isn’t just about you. Remember what she did all those years ago? Jerking George off in the hot tub after he fucked her with his fingers.
 

Instead of giving him pause it only sharpened his appetite to see Theresa defiled. Had this moment been simmering in her and George’s subconscious for a decade? Was this just latent lust finally boiling over? A foregone conclusion that they would have come to whether he’d confessed his fantasy to her or not? Did it matter? It was happening and he loved it. That’s all he could think about. “Yes,” he whispered in reply to Martha’s question.
 

He glanced at her and gasped. She, too, was staring at her husband with Theresa on his lap. She’d stopped gently rubbing his leg with her foot, he now realized. Her hand was down between her legs, fingers mashing at her pussy through the spandex swimsuit. She looked mesmerized.
 

Motion caught his eye. George’s hands, set back to motion by Nigel’s whispered affirmation. One drifting down between Theresa’s legs, the other up to grope her breast and pinch the stiff nipple at it’s peak.
 

Through the water Nigel saw George fingers dip beneath the tiny patch of fabric covering Theresa’s sex. It shook him, knowing another man’s hand was touching her pussy, a place that was supposed to be reserved for him now that she was his wife. A sacred place. It was such a taboo violation of the vows they’d spoken just a few short days ago. It made her a slut, just like the one he’d imagined in the cabin as he’d fucked her.
 

Theresa put her hands on George’s forearm. Her back stiffened. Her jaw fell. She drew in a slow breath, then shuddered.
 

And Nigel knew when he saw that tremor travel through her that George’s fingers had found the place she loved to be touched. A place only Nigel was supposed to touch her. Why did this make him so hard?
 

Then, as George stroked her soft spot, Theresa looked dead into Nigel’s eyes and her ass started grinding on George’s lap. Rolling up and down beneath the water, stroking his cock and making it hard. She dug her fingernails into his skin and bit her lip, eyes on Nigel the whole time.
 

Nigel, too, wanted desperately to touch himself. The pressure in his groin was immense and demanded relief. But more than that he wanted to know the feeling of dragging Theresa back to their cabin once this was over. Bending her over the bed and punishing her with his cock for being such a deliciously dirty slut.
 

As Theresa’s excitement rose, George changed from fondling to spinning a slow but rhythmic circle on her sex. Her grinding matched the tempo of his fingers. She started panting, obviously closing in on an orgasm.
 

Martha let out a soft mewl as she watched her husband manipulating Theresa’s clit. She had her hand tucked into her spandex swimsuit, her own fingers flicking at her pussy.
 

Nigel heart started beating in time with Theresa’s undulations. His gaze was locked on her face. The lurid way her upper lip was curled in pleasure. A primal and subconscious signal. That this female was sexually ready to receive. That her pussy was sufficiently lubricated to facilitate penetration. And that soon a series of convulsions would begin that, should a man ejaculate inside her, would help his sperm on their journey toward her egg.
 

The look, and that last tidbit, true or not, made Nigel groan. What was so sexy about thinking of Theresa being bred? It was exciting to think he might get the chance. Hell, he may have done it already. But to think about another man receiving access to the that canal and the fertile flesh at the end of it was nothing short of electrifying.
 

As Theresa shook on Nigel’s lap, moaning as her climax gripped her, Nigel sat immersed in water and paralyzed by the dark fantasy he had uncovered. His stupor broke when Theresa cried out into the night as she passed the peak of her excitement.
 

Suddenly everything was spinning.
 

The tub he was sitting in. The stars in the sky above. The cabins surrounding them. Suddenly Nigel didn’t just crave reclaiming Theresa. He needed it desperately. Felt like he might die without it. And while he gave some thought to extracting the two of them from the situation with his grace and dignity intact, his feral urge won out. He rose up and out of the water. Stepped across to where Theresa was just regaining her composure. Grabbed her by the wrist and hauled her up the steps and onto solid ground.
 

Thankfully for him, George and Martha didn’t seem to mind. Martha swam languidly over to where George was sitting, mounted him and began to rub her pelvis against the erection Theresa had caused. They didn’t even say goodnight.
 

They crossed the distance from the hot tub to their cabin in a blur. Nigel flung the door open and took Theresa inside. Spun her around and stared deep into her eyes. She looked frightened. Probably by his reaction and not knowing what it meant. And the really strange thing? Nigel liked it. He liked her like this. Unsure and vulnerable and trembling, eyes wide and worried as she waited to find out how her husband would react to her whorish act.
 

It sent a thrill racing through him. He grabbed her by the arms, spun her around and threw her face first onto the bed, the covers dampening from her untowelled body.
 

She gasped but didn’t protest.
 

Nigel grabbed the string of her skimpy bikini bottom and yanked it out from between her ass crack. His cock throbbed at the sight that greeted him. A pink and swollen pussy, greased with lubricant from George’s ministrations. Lips parted slightly in invitation to the hot wet heaven that lay inside.
 

Yanking down his underwear caused his cock to spring out. Colored an angry red it throbbed with need. Her knees turned in as he leaned over her and pressed the head of it against her cunt.
 

“Oh god, Nigel,” she moaned. “Put it in. I need you in me so bad right now.”
 

Nigel didn’t need to be asked twice. With a muscular thrust of his hips he drove his cock into her kitty, groaning at the way her flesh squeezed him and straining against the rising wave of an enormous climax. “Fuck,” he grunted. His body screamed for release. His mind begged him to stretch the moment out.
 

She glanced over her shoulder at him. “Did you like it?” she whispered.
 

Nigel, now possessed by what felt like a paranormal force, acted completely unlike himself. He wrapped a fist up in her hair and gave her head a yank. Speared his cock deeper until he could feel her juices running down his balls. Felt it throb inside her at the way her body bucked back against his in response. “Did you like acting like a whore?” he growled.
 

“Oh fuck!” she squeaked, legs flailing. “Oh god Nigel that’s so hot!”
 

Pulling out his cock he started slamming it into her. Thrust after hard thrust shaking the bed and making her scream. Feeling her pussy milking his muscle for it’s nut nearly drove him crazy. Terrible words formed in his mind. A dirty and disgusting question that he knew he shouldn’t utter. But now his cock was in charge and there wasn’t a thing his brain could do about it. “You gonna’ fuck him next?” he grunted, panting and breathless.
 

“Oh god!” Theresa squealed.
 

He tightened his grip on her hair as he trowelled deep into her. Felt it spasm as she started cumming. Went over the edge himself. His cock pumped spunk into her drooling hole.
 

The world went blurry for a moment. His mind focused on the singularity of his orgasm. The great tension at the top of the moment squeezed him like none other ever had. From that moment sprang the vision of George’s thick hose plying Theresa’s petals. He cried out.
 

Then the pleasure exploded all around him. The picture he’d conjured dissipated in his mind. He awoke to find himself still thrusting, still grunting as he plied his gorgeous bride.
 

She lay limp, wearing the softest of smiles as she let her husband finish out his rut.
 

The animal spirit that had possessed him skittered back into the dark corners of his mind. He felt the need for love. Letting go of her hair he climbed over her, rolled onto the bed beside her and caressed her cheek with his palm. “Oh my god,” he whispered. “Are you alright?”
 

To this Theresa rolled over and palmed his cheeks. Her legs splayed open. She kissed him for a moment. “I want more. I need it again, Nigel. Please?” she begged.
 

Nigel looked down at his flagging phallus. He’d discovered twice a night wasn’t a problem if he had some time. But right now? Not minutes but seconds after he’d finished? Impossible.
 

Theresa reached between his legs and rubbed his cock.
 

It twitched but didn’t harden.
 

She put a hand on the back of his neck and pulled him close, guiding him to rise and crawl in between her legs. “Do you want to see it?” she whispered, her breath warm on his cheek. “Do you want to see me and George fuck?”
 

He groaned again at hearing his own question asked back at him. Gazed into her eyes. There was a wicked light dancing in them. A mischief that maybe would be dangerous toy with? Should he show some restraint? Rein this in while there was still time? “You wouldn’t,” he finally whispered.
 

Theresa’s lips curled into a smile. She hauled herself up off the bed and pulled her top off.
 

Nigel’s eyes fell to her rubbery nipples. When she tugged the bikini bottom off they sank to her pussy.
 

She swung a leg over his lap and mounted him. Ground her pelvis against his cock, eyes locked on his. “You want to see big George inside me?”
 

And just like that his cock twitched and started swelling.
 

Theresa grinned as she rubbed it with her pussy. As he stiffened her eyes widened. “I can’t believe this,” she whispered, staring in between their bodies at his throbbing organ. She looked back up at him again, that wicked mischief back in her eye. Reached between them and grabbed his cock. Rubbed the head against her slick pussy. “You want to see George put his cock into me?” she asked.
 

His eyes closed and he groaned as the vision formed in his mind. Big George, as she’d called him, nestled in between her legs, his tool stiff and ready stretching out her orifice. “Oh god,” he groaned as she sheathed him inside herself again. “Oh god you feel so good.”
 

She flopped down onto him and covered his neck with warm kisses. Put her lips to his and plunged her tongue into his mouth. Rooted around in there in a very un-ladylike way.
 

He opened his eyes and stared at her as she put her palms against his cheeks. 
 

Her ass rose. She drew his cock out of her then sank onto him again. Locked him in a sultry stare. “I’ll do it if you want me to. I’ll let George put his big dick inside me so you can watch,” she whispered. Her words were slightly slurred. It was hard to tell whether from booze or arousal, or both.
 

He stared at her in disbelief and wonder. Watching this nasty thing come crawling out of the beautiful cocoon that had been his wife. This dirty slut ready to do his perverted bidding. His cock seized up, stiffening to a hardness he’d never felt before.
 

“Tell me you want it,” Theresa begged. “Tell me you want to see it. Tell me what you want?” Her ass was thumping up and down, dirty slurping sounds emanating from between them as her pussy gorged on cock.
 

He opened his mouth.
 

Theresa closed her eyes. Her face screwed up. She was close. “Please, Nigel?” she begged again.
 

“I…I want to see George’s big cock go inside you,” he whispered.
 

She rose up, threw her head back, dug her claws into his chest and screamed as she came. Her pussy started gushing, warm fluid pouring down his balls into his ass crack. Her nipples were hard, her face and chest were red. And she was flailing on top of him. A demon unleashed by his dark desires.
 

His body quivered, then his cock erupted. It spewed what he had left inside her, some of it running out and coating his ball sack. He reached up and grabbed her breasts as they rode out their orgasms together.
 

A few moments later she collapsed on top of him panting, sweaty and exhausted. “Oh Nigel,” she whispered into his neck. “Oh Nigel.”
 

He put his hands on her back and rubbed. Wasn’t sure what to say or do. How to broach this taboo subject now that the throes of ecstasy had passed? Thought hard on it for a minute but couldn’t come up with anything suave. “I have to go to the bathroom,” he finally said. He blushed hard when Theresa started chuckling. Forced a smile as she rolled off of him and kissed his forehead. He rolled off the bed and walked to the bathroom. Relieved himself and flushed and had decided he’d just ask her straight up, had she meant it?
 

Theresa was already snoring when he walked back into the room, her damp body wrapped loosely in the covers.
 

Nigel turned out the lights and crawled into bed hoping he’d wake her up. When she didn’t, he rolled over onto his side and tried to fall asleep himself.
 

He’d ask her first thing in the morning, he told himself. It was going to be a long night.
 






Chapter Thirteen

 


Nigel was pulled out of his slumber the next morning by a very pleasant tickle in his crotch. He opened his eyes, squinting against the light, to find Theresa smiling at him, her head propped up on one hand. The other hand was what was causing his tickle as she fondled his balls. His cock was hard with morning wood, helped along by Theresa’s manipulations. “What time is it?” he asked, his voice still hoarse from sleep. He cleared his throat.
 

“Your wife’s got her hand on your balls and you want to know what time it is?” she teased.
 

He smirked at her smile. The memory of the previous evening, what had happened in the hot tub and then the mind-blowing sex they’d had descended on him like a pallet full of bricks. A groan escaped him.
 

“Does that mean you like what I’m doing? Or are you still wondering about the time?” she whispered, close enough for him to feel her breath on his ear.
 

“Oh god, Theresa, I like it,” he said. “But…” He turned and looked at her.
 

“There’s a but?” she asked. She looked so gorgeous lying there naked next to him. Even with slightly puffy eyes and her hair all messed up she looked radiant.
 

“It’s not that kind of but.”
 

“What kind of but is it?” she whispered.
 

“Should we talk about last night?” he finally managed to squeeze the words out. He let out a sigh of relief when the soft smile she was wearing didn’t fade. She didn’t seem mad. More amused than anything.
 

“What’s there to talk about?” she asked.
 

His eyes bugged. Did she not remember? Had she been that drunk? He stared at her not knowing what to say. Would she be mortified if he told her the truth?
 

“Oh relax,” she said, then giggled. “I’m just teasing you. You want to talk about the hot tub?” An innocent look fell over her. “Or do you want to talk about telling me you want to see George fuck me?”
 

The lewd question hit him like a punch to the gut. At the same moment Theresa’s fingers found his shaft and drifted softly up and down his cock.
 

He looked down to see a clear bead of precum leak out. How long had she been handling him while he was sleeping? Suddenly he felt like he was on the edge of an orgasm. His toes curled. He drew in a deep breath and held it. “Oh god,” he muttered, staring at his cock.
 

Theresa’s fingers floated away from it. She looked down admiringly at the throbbing, drooling head of his cock and smiled a little wider.
 

“Oh god,” he said again as his release was stolen from him. Reached down to finish himself off, the pressure between his legs felt enormous. To his surprise, before he could touch himself, Theresa swatted his hands away and flashed a mischievous grin. “Uh-uh,” she said. “Mine. You don’t get to do that. It’s our honeymoon, remember?”
 

The small act of dominance filled him with a new sensation. His crotch warmed up. He let himself slip into this…this wonder. Having her take command, even just in that small way, was really erotic. “Okay,” he said.
 

She smiled wider still. “Good boy,” she said softly. She feathered his balls with the tips of her fingers.
 

He strained against the pleasure that brought but then allowed himself to slip into that tension and enjoy it, too.
 

“So what was it you wanted to talk about?” she asked.
 

He shook his head, gazing into her eyes and loving the spell she was casting over him. “Whatever you want,” he said.
 

She bit her lip at that, seeming to enjoy his response. “Whatever I want, huh?”
 

“Whatever you want,” he repeated.
 

She leaned even closer to him. “I like this Nigel,” she said softly. Dragged a finger up the underside of his cock.
 

“You do?” he asked.
 

She nodded. “He’s pretty fun.”
 

He hadn’t seen her this…what was it? Excited? Joyous? In love? Or all three? He was pretty sure he’d never seen her like this. He wanted more. His attention shifted to her fingers running gently along his cock. “Please let me come?” he asked, his voice a little shaky.
 

This really got her smiling. Her hand drifted away from his cock again. “I will soon, I promise,” she said. She kissed his cheek, rolled halfway onto him and pressed her forehead against his. “I really will do it if you want me to, Nigel,” she said. “I meant everything I said last night.”
 

His cock started twitching against her leg. More precum oozed out, dripping down onto his abdomen. “Oh god, Theresa,” he said, his body starting to shake.
 

Theresa watched him with wonder. “I love seeing you like this,” she said. “I love that I can do this to you.”
 

He stiffened as she wrapped her hand around his prick and stroked it.
 

“Come,” she ordered.
 

It felt like she’d directly pressed whatever part of his mind was responsible for triggering an orgasm with her finger. Clawing at the sheets his body broke into a furious shaking as his cock jerked and spat in Theresa’s hand.
 

Her eyes wandered over his expression, pausing at his eyes, his mouth, then running down his body to watch ejaculate shooting out of his cock onto his stomach and her hand. She drew out the orgasm with long, slow strokes, seeming to relish the spell she had him under.
 

It was the most excruciatingly delicious ball-draining he’d ever had. It seemed to last forever. The glow of it stayed on with Theresa nurturing it with her tender hands until it turned almost painful and he had to nudge her hand and try to sink into the mattress.
 

She giggled. As she let him go she ran her finger up his shaft one last time.
 

He winced and flinched, then cracked a smile. His mind chose that moment to dredge up the memory of his encounter with Martha in the kitchen. That weighed heavily on him, too. Did Theresa know Martha had touched him in the hot tub? Would she be pissed? He dreaded bringing it up. At the same time he knew there was no escaping it. He wasn’t about to keep lying to her about Martha’s nefarious intentions. Even if it broke whatever was going on between him and Theresa. He had to be honest with her. Lies would break it harder. “I have to tell you something,” he said.
 

“Uh-oh,” she replied, seeming unconcerned.
 

“Please don’t get mad. I don’t want this to change anything. I just need you to know. I swear I didn’t invite this, either.”
 

She frowned. “Oh. You’re really serious. What’s going on?”
 

He took a deep breath and pulled some covers over himself. Somehow it seemed weird and inappropriate having this conversation in the nude. “Martha…Martha keeps trying to hit on me,” he confessed, bracing himself for her reaction. He looked away. “And…in the kitchen she keeps, you know, like, trying to get handsy.” He closed his eyes and steeled himself for his final confession. “And…I don’t know if you saw this or if you didn’t but…” He paused and took a deep breath. “In the hot tub? She…she touched me. With her foot.” He opened his eyes a fraction to gauge her reaction.
 

Theresa’s eyes narrowed with contempt.
 

Nigel was sure he’d fucked up. He wanted to kick himself for plowing ahead and telling her. They’d just started having so much fun and now this was going to mess it all up. He was sure of it.
 

But instead of blowing up, she lifted her hand and tapped a finger against her lips.
 

“Theresa I’m sorry I didn’t mean to…” he started but she cut him off with that same finger held up in the air.
 

He held his breath as he waited for Theresa to think this through. It seemed to take forever and he lost patience. “Theresa,” he said, trying to coax her back toward the mood she’d been in a few minutes earlier.
 

She looked at him and, shockingly, the tight line of her lips curled into a smile. “This isn’t just about what I told you about up on the hill,” she said, shaking her head.
 

“It isn’t?” he asked.
 

She shook her head, rolled over onto her back and looked up at the ceiling. “No, it isn’t,” she confirmed. “This is some other shit. This is…this is some game they came up with.”
 

“Game?” he asked, now utterly confused what she was talking about.
 

She nodded. “Uh-huh. That’s what this is.” She turned to look at him again. “This is the same thing as their over-sharing. You know how they say all that stuff to make us uncomfortable?”
 

“Okay, yeah, sure,” he said.
 

She smiled wider, apparently pleased with herself. “They’re fucking with us.”
 

That floored him. His eyes bugged. Did Martha grinning through the window after they’d finished yesterday have anything to do with this? He turned to Theresa, slack-jawed. “I…I have to tell you something else.”
 

“Yeah?” she said, mischief dancing in her eyes now.
 

“Yesterday, after George left and we finished…you know. Martha, like, appeared in the window by the door. Grinning.”
 

Theresa rolled her eyes, snorted out a laugh and smiled wider still. “What did I tell you?” she said quietly. “You don’t do that unless you’re trying to mess with someone’s head. Normal people don’t do that.”
 

“That’s not all,” Nigel said. “She…she gave me a thumbs up.”
 

Theresa started slowly shaking her head. “That is seriously fucked up,” she said, chuckling.
 

Nigel let out the breath he’d been holding in and allowed himself to take another one.
 

Theresa shook her head and rolled onto her stomach, propping herself up on her elbows.
 

Nigel stole a glance at her pretty little bum.
 

“Those two are being total fuckers,” she said.
 

“They are,” he said.
 

“They totally are. They’ve always been weird. Just like I told you from spending all their time up here alone. They’re, like, trolling us or something.”
 

“They are?” he asked, bewildered. The way her eyes narrowed sent a jolt of panic through him.
 

“Oh yeah they are,” she said, a wicked half-smile forming on her mouth. “But we’re not going to let them,” she added.
 

“We’re not?”
 

She shook her head. “Oh no we’re not,” she said. “They probably think they’re so clever. Playing games with an innocent married couple. I wouldn’t be surprised if Derek had something like this in mind when he sent us up here. Some stupid test or something. Some game to prove our love for each other.”
 

“What?” Nigel asked.
 

Her eyes narrowed again. “Oh come on. You know my dad. Conniving bastard. Or at least he can be.”
 

Sure Derek was controlling but this? This was too much. He’d gone too far. “That’s…insane,” Nigel said. “If it’s true that’s insane.”
 

“Oh we’ll never figure out if it’s true or not. But we don’t have to play along.” She shot him a coy smile. “At least not by their rules.”
 

“What?” Nigel repeated.
 

“We’re not getting played here,” she said. “We’re going to turn this around. We’ll do the playing.”
 

Nigel didn’t like her tone or the scheming look she had on. “Oh…Theresa I don’t know,” he muttered.
 

She looked back at him and grinned wickedly again. “We need to do a little recon.”
 

“We do?” he asked, his stomach sinking. Whatever Theresa was cooking up didn’t seem like it would end well.
 

“We do,” she said.
 

He stifled a groan but gave her a pleading look. “Are you sure we should be…”
 

“You just relax. Leave this to me. I know them. I have a feeling I know what they’re up to.”
 

He shook his head. Had a feeling this would not end well. But the wheels were in motion in Theresa’s head, he could tell. Thought he should make one last effort to try and change her mind. “Babe maybe we should just, like, go on hikes and stuff?”
 

“You stop worrying,” she said, patting him on the cheek. “Just do what I say. This’ll be perfect. It’ll give us something actually fun to do while we’re up here!” She burst into giggles, rolled off the bed and skipped to the bathroom. “I’m going to take a shower,” she called out before slamming the door shut.
 

Nigel let out a soft groan, sighed and put a pillow over his face.
 






Chapter Fourteen

 


“Storm’s coming,” George muttered from behind his coffee cup. He glanced up at them as they walked into the kitchen. Stared at Theresa a little too long.
 

That gave Nigel the feelings. She’d put on another slutty number. Leggings and no skirt this time. So her pretty round ass was out and perfectly outlined by the tights. A wool sweater with a very booby bra underneath.
 

George seemed to like it.
 

Nigel had spent the time Theresa was in the shower, then dressing, worrying about what would happen when they saw George and Martha again. He’d let the man fondle his wife. What humiliation awaited him? And now they were in the kitchen and George seemed out of sorts and Nigel didn’t want to deal with any of it.
 

“Really?” Theresa asked. “It’s such a nice day.”
 

George managed to tear his lecherous gaze away from her and look down toward the tablet he was reading on the table.
 

Theresa walked around his chair and gave her ass a little wag.
 

George leered sideways at it.
 

Theresa winked over her shoulder at Nigel, who sat down across from George. She walked over to the coffee maker, poured two cups, then walked to where Nigel was sitting and handed him one. Put a hand on his shoulder and stood behind him as she sipped her coffee.
 

“Nice day or not,” George grumbled, “there’s weather coming.” He seemed hungover and more than a little grumpy. “You might want to get one last hike in. It’ll be snowshoeing or cross country from tomorrow on. Lake would be nice. Take Nick down to the water and walk the trail out to the peninsula. He’ll like that,” George said, nodding at Nigel as if it were an order and not a suggestion. He looked back up at Theresa, devouring her slender frame with his gaze. “You two get your business done last night?” he asked with a smirk.
 

An uncomfortable embarrassment washed over Nigel at the intimate question.
 

“Sure did,” Theresa said, squeezing his shoulders.
 

Nigel looked up at her and was surprised to find her looking cool and collected. Even smiling slightly. Looking like, now that she was wise to what was going on, she was ready to give as hard as she got.
 

“He pumped me full of lots of good seed, didn’t you Nigel?” She flashed a sincere smile.
 

George, who’d been sipping coffee, spluttered some of it back out into his cup.
 

Nigel’s eyes bugged at his wife’s retort.
 

“Got some good business done this morning, too,” Theresa added.
 

George let out an awkward chortle and looked like he didn’t know what to do with his eyes.
 

“What’s the matter? Isn’t that what you wanted to know?” Theresa asked innocently.
 

Martha walked into the kitchen behind them. “Morning campers!” she called out. She seemed far less hungover and far more cheerful than George. “How’s everyone’s mood this morning?” she asked, clapping her hands together and rubbing them. “Eggs and toast?”
 

“I’ll take some,” Theresa said. “You want some sweetie?” she asked Nigel.
 

“Uh…sure. Yeah,” he said, still a little dumbstruck at the change in her demeanour. When she’d said she intended to turn things around and do the playing instead of getting played he didn’t know she’d be this good at it.
 

George smirked and shot Nigel a look. He opened his mouth and for a terrifying moment Nigel thought he was going to bring up the hot tub. His face heated in anticipation.
 

“Where do you think we should hike, uncle George?” Theresa asked.
 

George’s eyes shot to her and he glared. Then a cynical half-smile formed on his mouth and he leaned back in his chair. “Well out by the lake’s always a good bet,” he said.
 

A wave of relief washed over Nigel. Even if his embarrassment had only been delayed at least he didn’t have to deal with it before breakfast.
 

As Theresa started talking to George about the hike they were going to go on, Nigel allowed himself to space out and try to make sense of what was going on.
 

Martha hummed as she fried and toasted. And the three of them seemed, strangely, far more comfortable than they had since they’d arrived. Like they were getting back into old and familiar patterns. Like Nigel wasn’t such a disruption anymore and they could just get on with their crazy games without him interfering. He was completely at a loss as to how to feel about that.
 

Relief came only after they’d finished their eggs and coffee and toast. Mercifully they’d let him sit there in silence through breakfast as they prattled on about hiking boots and getting the cross country skis out of the storage shed before the snow came. It wasn’t until they were outside, on their way down toward the lake, that he felt like he could breathe again.
 

Theresa was walking cheerfully next to him, face turned up toward the sunshine. Looking as content as she had since they’d arrived. Her face fell when she looked up at him. “Nigel? What’s wrong?”
 

He sighed and shook his head. “I just…what the hell was that?”
 

“What was what?” Theresa asked, looking genuinely perplexed.
 

He waved a hand toward the lodge. “That stuff about the…that stuff about the seed! Gah! That was crazy!”
 

She smirked. “Oh, that. We’re turning things around, remember? Not getting played? That’s part of it. You’ve got to beat them at their own game. Did you the way that coffee came out of George’s nose?” She giggled.
 

That only stoked Nigel’s frustration. She was enjoying this. He just felt left out. He didn’t know George and Martha well enough to be saying embarrassing things to them. “Theresa I don’t know if I want to do this? Shouldn’t we…talk about it some more or something?” The question sounded uncertain.
 

Her frown deepened. “What’s there to talk about?” she asked. As if her sleeping with another man, or him fooling around with Martha, didn’t deserve another thought or sixteen.
 

He looked at her and held his hands out. "Where’s this going? What’s the end game?” he asked.
 

She bit her lip and stepped toward him. “The end game,” she said softly, “is that you get what you want. Watching me with George. Maybe have a little fun along the way? And we do it the way we want it done.”
 

He sighed and ran a hand through his hair. “Is that what I want?” he asked.
 

“Sure seemed like it to me last night,” she said.
 

The memory of the previous evening sent a shiver racing down his back. Theresa in the throes of an orgasm on George’s lap. Sure, it had been incredibly hot. But sex? Sex was a totally different thing. George would be going inside her if they had sex. Could he live with that if he saw it? Would it change him? “You’re just…you’re just going to do it?” he whispered.
 

She tilted her head, looking puzzled. “What do you want me to do?” she asked, folding her arms across her chest. A moment later she looked like she’d had a revelation. “Oh,” she said.
 

“Oh what?” he asked.
 

“I know what you want.”
 

“What?”
 

“You want to analyze this.”
 

His mood lifted. Yes! That was exactly what he wanted! He wanted to stand there analyzing it and pulling it apart and figuring out where it came from and whether it was wrong. He wanted to draw some flowcharts, plot out the likely consequences of a decision and select a timeline that was most likely to provide the most pleasure and the least fallout.
 

And Theresa just wanted to dive in. Put on her skimpiest outfit and plunge headfirst into the hot tub, giving George a lap dance then being dirtier than Nigel could ever have believed she could be.
 

“I want…I want…I think that is what I want,” he said.
 

She sighed, not quite exasperated, more bored-sounding, at his indecision. She took his hand in hers. “Did you have a good time last night?” she asked.
 

“Of course I did,” he said.
 

“Then why don’t you just relax and let me do my thing?” she asked, smiling up at him. “I’ll make sure everyone gets what they want.”
 

He looked up at her from under his brow and knew he couldn’t not ask the question that was haunting him.
 

“What is it?” she said, again not quite annoyed but getting more impatient with him with each passing second.
 

Still, he couldn’t manage to pull himself out of his funk. “It’s nothing,” he muttered.
 

Her mouth went tight.
 

Nigel’s stomach did, too. He was inviting very bad things with his mood.
 

“Are you going to be like this all day?” she asked.
 

“No,” he pouted.
 

“Then would you tell me what your problem is so we can get it out of the way?”
 

He would have been offended by the question if she hadn’t softened her tone the way she had. She meant it. She wanted him to feel better and that in itself lifted his spirits. “Can I ask you something?” He said it in his most cautious tone.
 

“Of course you can but do it,” she said with half a smile.
 

“What do you want out of this?”
 

She frowned. “Out of what?” she asked.
 

“Doing this…this thing. My thing. You know, with George.”
 

She let out an exasperated sigh and rolled her eyes. “Nigel come on. You told me that you liked it so I thought it would be fun. If you’re going to get all mopey about it then let’s just forget it!”
 

But he didn’t quite like the sound of that, either. Because last night had been insanely hot and this morning had, too. He wanted more of that. He just…he didn’t like that she was…getting all bossy and taking charge about it. That meant she might have some interest of her own in this. Some motivation that maybe she hadn’t shared with him. Like that she’d secretly wanted to get with George for all these years.
 

“You’re doing that thing again, aren’t you?” she asked, now sounding decidedly irritated.
 

“What thing?” he asked back, sounding more defensive than he’d hoped he would.
 

“That thing where you start going around in circles and thinking and thinking and thinking about everything eighteen times because you’re not a hundred percent sure if it’s the right reason for doing it or if the temperature outside is right or if you’ve boiled the kettle enough times to make a decision. Am I right? Oh god you don’t even have to answer that because I am so totally right.”
 

To his surprise by the end of her monologue she looked like she was going to smile. He almost smiled himself at how well she knew him. He liked that. That made him feel much better.
 

She took his hand and started dragging him toward the trees. Away from the lake where they were supposed to be headed.
 

“What are you doing?” he asked.
 

She put her hands on his chest and shoved his back up against a big maple tree that had nearly lost all it’s leaves. Then she dropped to her knees and started undoing his pants.
 

His jaw dropped at what was happening. “Theresa? W-what’s…”
 

“What does it look like I’m doing?” she asked calmly as she pulled his dick out of his pants. “I’m giving you a blowjob which you are going to enjoy. Then we’re going to go for a nice walk and if you get pouty again I’m going to give you another blowjob. And then another and another. And I’m going to give you as many blowjobs as it takes to keep you happy and on my side of this thing, Nigel. Because George and Martha are stressful enough. I don’t need you getting into one of your moods and clamming up. It’s our fucking honeymoon. Act like it.”
 

His eyes widened at that. “You really don’t have to do…”
 

“Nigel. Shut up,” she said. Then she put her mouth over his cock and started sucking.
 

The deliciously wet warmth of her oral cavity made his knees go weak. His eyes crossed a little at the way she was suckling so gently yet firmly on his cock. He was hard thirty seconds later. He groaned when she started caressing his balls. Thirty seconds after that and he was ready to nut. “Okay I…I’m really close,” he said, not wanting to assume that she’d let him finish in her mouth again. He felt only a sliver of disappointment when she pulled off his cock and started jerking it with her hand. His lust swelled when she opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out ever so slightly. A pink and fleshy landing pad for his emission. That tripped his switch. His cock twitched and out flew a long rope of creamy white ejaculate. It pooled inside her mouth. The next burst was too much for her tiny mouth and nearly overflowed.
 

He groaned as his dirty girl tipped her head back to make more room. She finished the job and kept stroking until he started going flaccid. Then, to his depraved delight she sloshed the cum around in her mouth with her tongue before making a big show of swallowing it and opening her mouth again for his inspection like a porn star. She tucked him back into his underwear, zipped up his pants and stood up wiping her lip.
 

“All better?” she asked with a smile.
 

It was and it wasn’t. But it sure had felt good. He smiled. It wasn’t even too difficult. “Kind of better,” he said.
 

She smirked and shook her head but it was clear they were friends again. “Come on, silly,” she said, dragging him down toward the trail by the water. “Lets go for our walk.”
 

He looked over at her. “You know you really didn’t have to…”
 

“Nigel?”
 

“Hrm?”
 

“Shut. Up.”
 






Chapter Fifteen

 


“I think I need a bath,” Theresa said as they got back to the cabin. “I haven’t done this much hiking in a while and my legs are all sore.” She smiled and kissed his cheek before walking through the door. “What are you gonna’ do?” she asked.
 

Nigel was feeling peckish. Martha hadn’t given them a lunch and his stomach was growling. “I think I’ll go and raid the pantry. You want anything?” he asked.
 

Theresa grabbed the front of his shirt and pulled him close. She flashed her mischievous smile. “Yes,” she said. “I want you to do some recon. Get some intel.”
 

Nigel groaned.
 

She shot him an obviously put on frown. “Am I going to have to give you another blowjob?” she asked, deadly serious.
 

Nigel started chuckling. He shook his head and looked at the ground. She had given him another one. Out on the peninsula that jutted into the lake. He’d started ruminating again. She’d caught him and made good on her promise. “What do you mean recon?” he asked.
 

She shrugged. “Keep your ears open, that’s all. And, you know, if you run into Martha and she gets handsy try to pry something out of her.”
 

His eyes bugged at the suggestion. But a decidedly exciting feeling started tickling him somewhere in between his groin and the bottom of his stomach. “What? You can’t be serious. I don’t think I could…”
 

“Oh puh-lease,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Like you haven’t thought about it.”
 

“What?” he said, trying to sound as shocked as he could. “I have not…”
 

“I’m not an idiot, Nigel. I’ve seen you checking her out.” She reached down and palmed his crotch. “Whatever. She’s pretty sexy for an old bitch, I’ll give her that.”
 

Their eyes met. Nigel’s chest puffed at the mischief dancing in Theresa’s. But was she really telling him to get intimate with Martha?
 

“Kind of dirty,” she whispered, “fantasizing about an old cooch like that. You’d make a really good pervert,” she said, giving his balls a squeeze. “Just remember. Don’t give it away for free. Make sure you find something out. Like why George went along with things last night. Or why they’re being such freaks. Something that’ll help us, you know, fuck with them a little.”
 

It was in that moment that Nigel realized that she was being really, actually, deadly serious. She was really suggesting that he go and let Martha fiddle with him. He looked deep into Theresa’s eyes. There was a wildness in them now. The sort of frenetic energy you saw in young people when they realize the world can be their playground. Still he had to be reassured. Had to hear her say it out loud. Even thought of getting it in writing. “Are you…are you serious?” he said softly. “Isn’t that going to make you upset?”
 

She scowled. “I’m literally telling you to do it. How could I be upset about it?”
 

Which was a good question. Except that Nigel was telling her to do a thing and then flirting with getting upset about it himself. And that didn’t seem so crazy to him. “What if…what if something happens and then you get jealous or mad about it or something?” he asked.
 

“Well I guess then that would make me a psycho. And you’d have way bigger problems on your hands than me being mad that you did what I told you. Nigel come on. It’s just for fun. Get into it for me?” She sounded so sincere. She was really having a good time with this.
 

“Okay. Okay I will. But you’ve got to tell me what you want me to do. Like, give me a game plan or something.”
 

“Or maybe a spreadsheet?” she asked.
 

His eyes lit up. “A spreadsheet would actually be really…oh. Right. You’re laughing at me.”
 

She chuckled and put her cheek to his. “Here’s what I want you to do, Nigel. I want you to play it by ear.” She pulled away and smiled with one half of her mouth.
 

That was slightly terrifying. But she seemed so damn happy. He gave a quick nod. “I’ll do my best,” he said.
 

“’Atta boy,” she whispered, then leaned in and kissed him on the cheek. Turned him around and practically shoved him out the door. Smacked him on the ass and whispered over his shoulder. “Remember if she’s into it don’t give it away for free.” Then she walked back into the cabin and closing the door.
 

He stood there trying to catch his breath for a moment. Trying to parse this change in Theresa that he hadn’t seen coming. His mind starting to spin circles around it again, wondering what had caused it.
 

But the question seemed further away now. Not as pressing. Not with the possibility of maybe scoring with Martha tightening his crotch. Not with the possibility of seeing Theresa hook up with George looming larger than it ever had in his mind.
 

Both of those were wild and wildly exciting, too.
 

An awkward smile formed on his mouth as he walked toward the main building. Now, instead of worrying about running into Martha and being cornered he found himself hoping he’d find her. And that she’d be in the same mood she always seemed to slide into when they were alone together. Hungry Cougar, he decided it would be called.
 

He walked into the foyer and made his way back toward the kitchen. His heart skipped a beat when he smelled dinner cooking and heard Martha banging some pans. He stopped and took a deep breath to calm himself before walking into the kitchen.
 

Sure enough Martha was there stirring a big pot of pasta sauce. She turned when he walked in and flashed her Hungry Cougar smile. “Hey handsome,” she said, setting down her wooden spoon and wiping her hands on a towel. “Where’s your hussy?”
 

He stifled a wince at the question. Jerked a thumb over his shoulder. “Back in the cabin. Wanted a bath.”
 

“Did she?” Martha said, her smile turning sly. She took a step closer to him. “Probably be a while then, won’t she?” She ran a finger down the front of his shirt.
 

He gulped to try and loosen the knot that had formed in his throat. Get it together, Nigel. Remember what Theresa said. Get some intel. Don’t give it away for free.
 

But his dick was already playing games with his mind. As Martha swayed seductively in front of him, making a show of letting her eyes wander down his frame, the warm glow in his crotch heated up.
 

“So what brings you out here to see little ole’ me?” Martha asked.
 

Nigel had to swallow again. “I was…I was just…”
 

Intel, Nigel. You’re doing recon. Get the INTEL.
 

But then Martha brushed his cheek with the back of her fingers and pushed a stray strand of hair off his forehead.
 

It was an odd gesture. Wedged into a very disconcerting crevice somewhere between maternal and matriarchal. It made the heat in his groin turn into an odd tingle that felt sort of…wrong.
 

“You’re so sweet when you get embarrassed. Did you know that? Does that little slut tell you that?”
 

That shook him from the spell she’d put him under. Sobered him up and got him thinking about what Theresa had told him to do. Gather intel. The trouble was he had do desire to be as coy about all this as the three of them were being. It wasn’t really his schtick and never had been. He liked things straight up. “Why are you doing this?” he asked, then had the thought that he probably wouldn’t have made a very good detective.
 

“Doing what, sweetheart?” she asked.
 

“Trying to…hitting on me,” he replied.
 

Martha chuckled. “Because you’re the freshest thing I’ve seen for the better part of a year. Because I don’t get fucked enough by my husband. And because you only get one life to live so you might as well make it memorable.” She leaned closer. “And I have a feeling we could make some memories, you and I.”
 

Which, surprisingly, didn’t seem like terrible reasons. Just not the best to take back to Theresa. There had to be more. “But I’m married. And so are you,” Nigel said, a slight shake in his voice. “And Theresa’s…” He trailed off, unable to find the right words for the thought he wanted to express. But watching Martha stare at him the way she was, knowing she wanted it, along with Theresa’s blessing and yet another erection burgeoning between his legs caused his prudishness to falter. He almost gasped as he found himself wondering what it would be like to kiss Martha right there and then. 
 

He tried to beat his needy prick back with his mind with modest results. Decided to try a new tack. “What was that thing in the hot tub last night? Why did that happen?”
 

Her smile widened. “That was whatever you want it to be. Did you like it?” she whispered.
 

He felt her breath graze his neck. Another shiver raced down his back, settling in his groin. “Why did George do that? Theresa’s my wife. Where is George anyway?” he asked, looking around.
 

“George took the four-wheeler out to check his traps. He’ll be a while, too. As for why he did what he did?” She shrugged. “He was drunk last night. And he’s a man. And your tramp wasn’t exactly pushing him away, was she? You didn’t seem too put out by his arm around her either. Which brings me to a question of my own. Is that what you’re into, Nigel? Seeing Theresa with another man. Because that can be arranged, though there’ll be a price to pay.” She let out a soft chuckle.
 

He didn’t answer. Stared back at her wondering how people could live their lives like this. Stepping over the boundaries of their marriage and not breaking it. A long silence stretched between them.
 

Martha seemed to sense his confused curiosity. She stepped closer still, her heavy breasts pressing against his chest. She tilted her head to one side and regarded him. “I’ll take that as a ‘maybe,’” she said. Then, before Nigel could do a thing to stop her, she leaned into him and pressed her lips to his.
 

Then her tongue was plunging into his mouth, playing with his. Her arms came up around him, hands running up his back as she squeezed him tighter.
 

His cock started engorging faster. Straining against the jeans he was wearing and poking into Martha’s soft pelvis where he was sure she could feel it. But the taboo kiss he was locked in was intoxicating. So wrong, with Theresa back in the cabin having a bath, him standing here with his mouth on another woman.
 

Then Martha’s right hand slipped from his back to his front and plunged down to the front of his pants. She rubbed the head of his cock through the fabric as she pulled away from the kiss, smiling.
 

He groaned and closed his eyes, unable to look into hers for his shame.
 

“Hey,” she whispered. “Easy. Relax. It’ll be our little secret.”
 

“Oh god I can’t,” he moaned, shaking his head. Not because he didn’t want it. But because he hadn’t plied a single piece of useful information out of Martha but instead managed to reveal one of his own cards: that he found the idea of his wife with another man hypnotically arousing.
 

“Shh,” she hushed him. “It’s okay.” She took his hand and pulled him back toward the table. Hooked her thumbs into the tights she was wearing and peeled them down, along with her underwear.
 

And just like that Nigel found himself staring at the hairy old cooch he’d spied George fucking in that very same kitchen. It didn’t look that old up close, actually. Could have used a trim but all that fur was nasty in sort of a fun way. He startled when she started unbuttoning his jeans. Tried to back away but she hung on to his belt.
 

“It’s okay, Nigel,” she soothed. “Just gimme a little sugar and you can be on your way, nobody’ll be the wiser.” Then her hand was down his pants and wrapping around his cock. Pulling it out and jerking it softly.
 

And that was so wrong, too. But it sent a flood of pleasure hormones dousing his brain and he let himself be pulled back into her embrace. His cock was tingling, cum already pooling at the base of it. Each stroke of her surprisingly soft hands was inching him closer to ejaculating. He looked down at her pussy again.
 

It all twisted together inside him. Martha’s hands on his prick. Her bare pussy lubricating for him. The fact that Theresa was allowing this. “Oh god,” he moaned shakily. “You have to stop I…” His body started convulsing and he stared in horror as he started ejaculating all over Martha’s forearm.
 

She looked a little surprised at first, her eyes widening as she inhaled a small breath. But as soon as she realized what was happening she dutifully continued her jerking, seeing him through his orgasm, a pleased looked on her face.
 

He shuddered at the end of it and his face blushed hot at what had just happened. “I’m sorry,” he muttered, shaking his head. “I’ve got to…I’ve gotta go,” he said, trying to pull away from her.
 

She held onto his cock and kept him in place.
 

He finally found the courage to look up at her out of the corner of his eye. “Can you please…”
 

“Nigel?”
 

“Ugh!” he groaned, covering his eyes with a hand.
 

“Nigel.” She wasn’t letting go.
 

He had no choice but to look at her again, his cock still in her hand. “What?”
 

“You know I don’t mind helping you.”
 

“Helping me? With what?”
 

She scowled. “Nigel I’m sure you already know this but that was really fast.”
 

He started praying for a hole to open up in the floor so he could crawl into it and die.
 

She shook her head. “You and I have some work to do.”
 

“What?” he shot back.
 

“Come on, honey. Even your whore of a wife deserves better than that,” she said.
 

His shoulders slouched forward and he felt utterly defeated. “Oh god, I know,” he moaned. “I’m terrible at this.”
 

Martha cupped his chin in her hand and finally let go of his penis. “No you’re not,” she said, looking him dead in the eyes. “You just need a little practice.” She flashed a tight smile. “You better get back to your cabin. I’ll see you for dinner.” She calmly pulled up her tights and snapped the elastic against her waist. Then she turned him around, patted his backside and promised not to say a word about any of it.
 

Nigel trudged back to the cabin feeling deeply ashamed at having enjoyed what Martha had done. Simultaneously humiliated by the little sex lesson she’d delivered and her adjudication of his pathetic performance. This really was turning out to be the worst honeymoon anyone had ever had. He walked in to find the main room of the cabin empty.
 

Theresa was still in the bath. “Nigel? Is that you?” she called out.
 

For a moment he thought of running into the woods and never coming back. Then he shook his head and chided himself. He was a man, damnit. And he was going to take this like one if it killed him.
 






Chapter Sixteen

 


“So?” Theresa asked, a half-smile on her mouth. “Did you get me any intel?” She lifted a leg out of the bath and waved her foot around in the air.
 

Nigel sat on the toilet, grateful for the bubbles in the water that were blocking his view of her nubile body. For a moment he contemplated lying. How could he possibly admit to the humiliation he’d undergone? What would Theresa think of him?
 

She’ll think you’re a pussy-whipped little bitch. Which is what you are.
 

He was on the verge of hating himself. He’d never been one to last long at the best of times. Weird situations only got him more excited. Like getting a blowjob in the woods when George was riding up on an ATV. Or having sex with Theresa after she’d given George a lap dance. Or getting jerked off in a hotel kitchen by her kind-of-aunt.
 

“Nigel?” Theresa asked, rising up out of the tub. The bubbles only clung to her for a moment. Then they started sliding off her body and revealing her shoulders, her breasts, the nipples hot and puffy. “Hello? Are you okay? Did something bad happen?” she asked.
 

He let his head fall into his hands and pulled at his hair. “I’m terrible at this.”
 

“What? What are you talking about? Just tell me what happened?”
 

He looked through his fingers at her and groaned. Couldn’t stop himself from stealing a glance at her pretty nipples that were hardening from being exposed to the cooler air in the bathroom. “I totally messed up,” he muttered.
 

“Just tell me what happened,” she insisted.
 

He sighed. “I went into the kitchen and she was there.”
 

“Uh-huh,” she said.
 

“She started doing that thing, her flirty thing with me. So I started asking her questions.”
 

“You asked her questions? What questions?” she asked.
 

“Why she was doing that. The flirting.”
 

“Oh Nigel,” she said, rolling her eyes but smiling. “I was kind of thinking maybe be a little more discreet about it. Like, poke around and see if she let anything out.”
 

“Wait,” he said, holding up a hand. “That’s not the worst part.”
 

“Okay,” she said, starting to look a little worried.
 

Which worried Nigel. He closed his eyes. “I tried to keep asking questions but then she got all handsy with me. Touching my face and stuff. And my shirt. The front of it.”
 

“Okay. Did you string her along a little? Try to get her to tell you more?”
 

“Ugh!” he groaned. “I tried. I kept reminding myself to keep trying. But then…then…” He dared glance at Theresa again. “Then she…she got into my pants, Theresa,” he admitted, a swell of shame washing over him.
 

Theresa slapped a hand over her gaping mouth to stifle a giggle. “She did?!?” she said, her voice full of disbelief.
 

“She did,” he said through clenched teeth. “And then I got all…freaking confused and…”
 

Theresa raised an eye. “Did you get horny Nigel?” she said.
 

He squeezed his eyes shut tight. Had a quiet debate with himself about how much he should share with his wife. “Yes I got horny. She took her damn pussy out!” he snapped.
 

Theresa’s eyes popped wide open. “She did not.”
 

“She did! That thing was hanging out all over the table and then she was stroking me and, god it was so awfully weird and I just…I blew it, Theresa. I freaking blew it.”
 

She stared at him in silence for a long time.
 

“Say something,” he finally demanded.
 

She cleared her throat. “You, like, blew it, blew it?”
 

The blood rushed to his face. He felt like he was burning up. “Yes I blew it, blew it,” he said through gritted teeth.
 

Theresa had her lips pressed together tightly.
 

He could tell she was trying hard not to laugh. “Stop it,” he ordered. “Stop looking at me like that.”
 

“I’m sorry,” she muttered, then bit her lower lip. Pressed her hands together, which drew his eyes to her breasts again.
 

His cock twitched in his lap.
 

“So, just so I have this straight. You gave it away for free and you didn’t learn anything?” she asked. Her shoulders started shaking and she looked down at the bubbles in the bath. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry that I’m laughing,” she said. “I’m not laughing at you, I promise.”
 

But he knew she was. It was pathetic. But her laughter was infectious and now that he was through blowing it so badly he couldn’t help but admit that he’d done it spectacularly. “Stop that,” he quipped but now a laugh was rolling out of him, too. He rubbed his forehead with a hand and tried to stop but it was no use. And laughing about it made him feel better anyways. And then came the question, should he tell her about the last part? The part Martha had been spot on about. That he was a one-minute wonder and that made him feel terrible about himself?
 

He couldn’t bring himself to do that. It was too shameful. And what would Theresa say knowing Martha had the intention of helping him practice? And then, the dark and dirty part. That he found the idea of that so titillating maybe he didn’t want to rule it out right away?
 

Theresa let out a big sigh. She pointed at the towel hanging on the door. “Would you hand me that?” she asked.
 

Nigel stood up, grabbed the towel and spread it out, cloaking her in it as she rose from the tub. Caught a glimpse of bare flesh where he could have sworn had been covered in hair earlier that day. His heart jumped. Had she shaved herself? Had she shaved her pussy in the bath? “Hey,” he said, looking up into her eyes.
 

“Hey yourself,” she replied, smiling. She turned her shoulders a few times.
 

“Do you want to maybe, you know…”
 

A strange expression settled on her face. Like she was surprised by the question and maybe didn’t want to…you know right then. “Um…” she said.
 

That only drove him more crazy. “No come on. I want to do something for you. Something really nice.”
 

“Really?” she asked softly.
 

“Yeah. I want to get you back for all the fun I had today,” he said, leading her out of the tub and into the main room.
 

“Oh, Nigel, I…”
 

His heart did another dance. Was she trying to hide it from him? Hide her bare pussy? And of course his mind immediately went to the inevitable question. Did George like a bare pussy? Had she shaved for George? “No, come on. I really want this,” he said, sitting her down on the bed. It was possibly the most direct request for sex he’d ever made. He put a hand on her shoulder as he sank to his knees, tipping her back towards the bed.
 

She gasped. “Oh Nigel,” she said, a slight panic in her tone.
 

But he already had his hands on her thighs. He plied them apart, his eyes coming to rest on her peach-like pussy now shorn of the thatch of hair she normally wore. He looked up into her eyes, his mouth hanging open.
 

“It was supposed to be a surprise. Surprise?” she said weakly.
 

“Oh Theresa. Oh wow,” he whispered.
 

“Do you like it?”
 

He nodded. He loved it. And somehow he loved the question pulsing through him. A surprise for whom? Was this Theresa preparing herself for George? Had she shaved her pussy so that he could stare at his big schlong pressing right into her soft flesh? Had him hard in under a minute.
 

He leaned forward and ran his hands along her thighs. Inhaled when his nose came an inch or so above her pussy. Underneath the sweet smell of the bubble bath wafted the danker scent of her arousal. Already there was the tiniest sheen of sticky wet seeping from her tight crack. He closed his eyes, stuck out his tongue and ran up the line collecting her juice. His own body swelled with arousal as he felt her shudder.
 

“Oh Nigel that’s so nice,” she mewled.
 

That filled him with love. Affirmed that there was at least this he could do for her. Lick her pussy until she came. This he would never get tired off. This he could do for her forever if she wanted. He plunged his tongue between the lips of her cunt and groaned as her tart taste ran into his mouth.
 

“Oh god Nigel,” she said, lacing her fingers through his hair and pulling. She pulled him deeper into herself.
 

He licked and lapped, trying to fuck her as fast as he could with his tongue. It flew in and out, up and down her now drenched lips. He licked her until she cupped his chin and brought him up higher. Up to the apex of her opening, up to the tiny bud of flesh and nerves that would bring her pleasure. He slurped her clit into his mouth, sucked it gently and ran his tongue around it in soft circles.
 

Theresa’s grip on his hair tightened. She moaned and lifted her legs until her feet were dangling high above his head. “Don’t stop, Nigel. Just like that. Don’t stop!” she begged.
 

Nigel didn’t stop. Not for a second. Staring up at her body undulating in front of him he continued ravishing her cunt with his mouth. His hard-on nearly popped out of his pants when her body started shaking. His jaw got sore but he didn’t care. Kept lavishing attention on her engorged clit.
 

Theresa drew in a massive breath and held it. Her body went completely still. The air in the room was heavy with her smell.
 

Nigel kept sucking.
 

The scream that tore out of her made him dizzy. He’d never heard her make a noise like that. Pure, unbridled ecstasy expressed as sound. The way she ground her pelvis against his face as her body shook and shuddered under his mouth convinced him that he’d done a good job. He dutifully continued as she peaked her orgasm then slipped down from one ledge of lesser pleasure to another. Only relented when he felt her gently push on his forehead instead of pulling on his hair. Gave a few last licks then kissed her pussy as gently as he had her mouth at their wedding.
 

When her fingers slipped off his forehead he looked up. They were waggling. Beckoning him to her. “Come. Come. Come up here,” she whispered. She had her eyes closed, obviously still lost in the pleasure she’d experienced and wanting more.
 

Nigel got a sinking feeling. His cock was throbbing. He already felt on edge, despite Martha’s ministrations. He knew what was going to happen. He was going to crawl up between Theresa’s legs. And the moment his cock head touched that oily cunt he was going to blow his load. It felt terrible.
 

“Nigel, please?” Theresa begged. Eyes still closed. Hands reaching out in welcome.
 

He shoved his pants and underwear off his legs. Crawled up between her thighs thinking the most unisex thoughts he could muster. His grandmother’s funeral. The day his childhood dog had died.
 

But the sight of her bare twat, slippery with his saliva and her own lubricant, was overpowering. He gritted his teeth as his cock pressed against it. Groaned as it opened far more easily than it ever had and practically slurped him inside. “Oh god,” he muttered.
 

Theresa’s eyes opened and she looked up at him. Her chest swelled and she drew in a breath as he slid into her. Clamped her pussy down on him as she felt him flex inside.
 

“Oh god I’m sorry I’m so close,” he muttered. He grimaced and closed his eyes, his senses under assault by the sight and smell and taste of her still lingering on his mouth.
 

“It’s okay,” she whispered. “Just…hold it inside me like that. We’ll just go real slow, okay?”
 

It wasn’t okay. He could already feel seed leaking out the tip of his prick. Spilling slowly into the super heated choke-hold her cunt had on him. In a moment the contractions would start and then it would be all over.
 

“This feels really good,” she whispered. “Your cock is so hard. I really like it.”
 

A delicious shudder raced down his spine. His willpower snapped. Despite holding perfectly still, his cock started twitching inside her. Flexing as it unloaded whatever semen his drained balls had left in them.
 

Theresa gasped softly. A soft smile curled her lips. She closed her eyes to savour the feeling of her husband coming inside her.
 

The orgasm was powerful. In the depths of it he felt like he was floating a few feet underwater, that the entire world was his cock and that it was pulsing around him. Then he started to float back up. Broke through the surface and into the real world. Took a breath as the pleasure receded and turned to face what lay on the shore.
 

Theresa’s face came back into focus. She was wearing a pleasant smile. It crushed him. That’s not what a woman was supposed to look like after being properly fucked. “That was really nice,” she said.
 

He pulled himself out of her and rolled over onto his side. Suppressed a groan at what she’d said. Women who got properly fucked didn’t say things like that, either.
 

She rolled to face him and put a hand on his cheek. “I love you,” she whispered.
 

He forced a smile. “I love you, too,” he replied. But in his heart he knew what had to be done. Martha was right. Theresa deserved better than what he could give her.
 

“Hey would it be alright if I grabbed a nap?” she asked.
 

Perfect.
 

“Absolutely,” he said. He leaned forward and kissed her forehead. Tried to give her the impression that nothing had changed for him. That he hadn’t just made a momentous decision that he wasn’t about to share with her. Pulled up his pants and zipped them up.
 

Theresa crawled under the blankets. “Come get me for dinner?” she asked.
 

“Absolutely,” he said. “I’ll just be…you know. Out and about.”
 

She narrowed her eyes and smiled. “Don’t get into more trouble.”
 

He smirked and said “sure thing.”
 

Then he stepped out into the waning afternoon and walked slowly toward the main building. Just a guy on his honeymoon out for a stroll. A guy in the middle of nowhere. Looking for trouble.
 






Chapter Seventeen

 


Martha was still in the kitchen when Nigel walked in, his heart pumping hard, vision tunnelled as he tried to steel himself for what he was about to do. He had his fists clenched at his sides as he walked over to the counter.
 

Martha had her back to him as she chopped vegetables and hummed.
 

Coming to a stop a few feet behind her he closed his eyes, took a deep breath, then exhaled. Opened his eyes again and gave a slow nod. “I need your help,” he said.
 

Martha jumped. The chopping knife dropped from her hand and landed with a clatter on the floor a moment later. She spun around clutching her hand to her chest, eyes wide with horror. “Nigel!” she barked. “You scared the ever-living shit out of me!”
 

He recoiled at her unexpected reaction. Took a step back himself. His resolve wilted on seeing the anger burning in her eyes. “I’m…I’m really sorry,” he stammered. Just moments ago he’d walked into the kitchen feeling more like a man than ever. Ready to make a decision that would change his and Theresa’s life for the better. Now he felt weak and boyish again, scolded by Martha’s unexpected outrage at almost being given a heart attack. “I thought you heard me come in,” he muttered.
 

After a few deep breaths the fire left her eyes. Her hand fell from her chest to her side. She stooped over and picked up the knife. When she stood back up she was grinning with her teeth clenched, brandishing the knife like a psycho. An obvious joke but she still looked terrifying. “Try not to do that again, will you?” she said.
 

Nigel took another step back and nodded.
 

“Oh I’m only joking, Nigel,” she said, setting the knife down in the sink to be washed. She wiped her hands on the apron she was wearing. “Dinner’s going to be another hour or so. What was it you needed my help with?”
 

He was hardly in the mood to bring up what he’d come there to say. The waning fight-or-flight response Martha had induced had left him jittery and uncertain. Now it all seemed muddled again. The plan he’d solidified on his way over from their cabin, the one he’d been dead certain of, now seemed illogical, preposterous even. “I…” He paused and took a breath. Found he couldn’t hold her stare and looked away. Then out of the corner of his eye he saw the transformation on her face. The way she changed from terrified woman — the first time he’d seen a glimpse of what might have been the real Martha — into cunning succubus ready to seduce again.
 

It gave him courage.
 

“I need your help because…” He suppressed the swell of humiliation that threatened to overwhelm him. This was for Theresa. This was for both of them. This was the only way. “Because you’re right,” he said quietly. “Theresa deserves better than what I’m giving her.” He could have sworn he saw a fleeting moment of tenderness on her expression. It was gone in an instant, making him doubt whether it had really been there at all.
 

“Well, well, well,” she said wearing her Cheshire smile. She took two steps towards him and ran her hands up and down his arms. “It takes a real man to admit something like that,” she said.
 

“I want George to fuck my wife,” he blurted. So fast the words were almost garbled. A searing bolt of heat tore through him at hearing himself say it. It was followed by a gnawing jealousy that, for some reason, was still arousing.
 

Martha looked…taken aback. She half-laughed, half-coughed. She quickly composed herself again and folded her arms across her chest. “Okay. That was not what I was expecting to hear you say. But,” she said, her smile returning, “I have no doubt it can be arranged.”
 

Nigel nodded. A silence passed between them as he tried to work up the courage to ask her the next question he had prepared.
 

“Is there something else?”
 

“There is,” he replied. “I want you to help me…practice.”
 

She raised an eyebrow.
 

“So that I can…you know. Last longer.”
 

A sticky-sweet smile took forever to form on her lips. “Now that’s closer to what I thought you were going to say in the first place.”
 

He nodded and waited for her response. To his chagrin she let another silence stretch out. So long it got too awkward for him to bear. “Will you…will you do it?” he finally asked.
 

“Oh Nigel,” she said, stepping up so her chest was touching his again. “With pleasure.”
 

He gave a few more quick nods, at a loss for what to say. Martha seemed to be undressing him with her eyes and that had him hot and bothered and feeling awkward again. “Th-thanks,” he muttered. “Just…just let me know when we can…do it, or whatever.”
 

She lifted a hand, put it against his cheek and gave him three gentle pats. “We can start right now if you want,” she said.
 

“Right now? Here? Aren’t you cooking? What about George?”
 

She let out a slightly exasperated sounding sigh. “Here’s the thing, Nigel. If we’re going to do this then you need to have a little faith. How can I be a good teacher if you don’t trust me, hm?”
 

She was right and he knew it right away. Turned his eyes to the ground and nodded, slowly this time. “You’re right. I’m sorry.”
 

“It’s okay,” she replied. She walked around him to the table and sat down. Crooked her finger at him a few times.
 

He shuffled toward her and stood in front like a chastened school boy.
 

“Let’s start with the important stuff first,” she said. “You any good at eating fur burger?”
 

He frowned, puzzled. “Fur burger?” he asked.
 

“Oh you sweet thing,” she said, chuckling. “Pink taco. The bearded clam. Wiry muffin? No? Snatch. Twat. Pussy. Va-gina. Do you eat it well?”
 

“Oh, oh,” he sputtered, his face going beet red again. “Right. No I knew that I was just…”
 

“Just answer the question, Nigel.”
 

“I think I’m pretty good, yeah,” he said.
 

She smiled. “Okay. Well get on your knees and let’s see what you got,” she said.
 

“Now?”
 

“Nigel,” she growled. “You want my help or not.”
 

“I do. I do,” he replied before sinking to his knees. He wasn’t sure what sort of practice he’d had in mind when he’d made the decision to ask for Martha’s help. It hadn’t been eating out her pussy in the kitchen. But she was the teacher, like she’d said. He was doing this for Theresa He was going to get better. Resting on his knees in front of her, hands at his sides, he looked up and waited for his next instruction.
 

“You’re going to have to take my tights off, Nigel,” she said.
 

“Oh. Right. For sure. I just didn’t know if…”
 

“Just go ahead and do it, okay?”
 

He nodded in reply. Hooked his fingers into the elastic of her tights and underwear.
 

She lifted her ass up off the chair as he tugged them down her thighs. She stopped him at her ankles. “That’s good enough. Just leave them there,” she said.
 

“You want the apron off?” he asked.
 

“No, sweetheart. I don’t want to be sitting naked in my kitchen in the middle of the afternoon when you’ve got all your clothes on.” She lifted the bottom of the apron revealing her bushy poon.
 

Nigel drew in a breath at the sight of it up close. She had way more hair than Theresa had before she’d shaved it. Darker and thicker, too. Looked like a steel scouring pad except made out of hair. And beneath he could see the outlines of her outer lips. Not a symmetrical peach like Theresa’s, inviting to be split. Thick, wavy beef flaps that looked like something you could throw on a grill. He looked up into her eyes.
 

“Got your eyeful?” she asked.
 

He blushed. “I was just…”
 

“Just answer the question Nigel,” she said. She swung her toe out and gently poked his cock making him aware of how hard he was.
 

He gave an embarrassed nod.
 

She bent her knees out and lifted her feet, creating a hole for him to crawl through. “Alright. Get in there.”
 

Getting on his hands and knees he crawled under her feet, then rose up until he felt her heels settle on the small of his back. His nostrils flared at the pungent odor of her pussy. Not unpleasant. But it was nothing like Theresa’s scent. Theresa’s was fruity, filled with high notes of citrus and flowers. Martha’s puss was earthy. Onions and honey and truffles. He lifted his hands to brace himself against her thighs and leaned in to begin his appetizer.
 

“Wow, wow, Nick. Hang on a second. First things first.” She swatted his hands away. “We’ll add hands later. I only want you using your mouth this time. Put your hands behind your back. That way you won’t be tempted to use them.”
 

He nodded obediently. Leaned in again to begin.
 

“Oh Nigel, you can’t go straight to the main course. I’m not twenty-nine anymore. No matter how wet your mouth is that tongue’s going to feel like sandpaper unless you let it juice out a little. How about some kisses on momma’s thighs, huh?” she asked with a wink.
 

He wanted to obey. Somehow this submission was kind of…fun. But he couldn’t stomach hearing her call herself momma again. It was too weird. “Can we not say momma?” he asked.
 

Martha chuckled. “Sure thing,” she said.
 

He turned his head toward her plump thigh and pecked it with a kiss. Then another a little higher up. Then a third, her pubic patch scratching at his cheek. Did the same on her other leg and looked up to see if that had helped.
 

She looked down at him with a sympathetic smile. “Open your mouth and stick your tongue out, dear,” she said.
 

He did what she asked, not sure where this was going. Then Martha’s hands were on either side of his head. She turned it sideways, pressed his tongue against her thigh and started moving it back and forth, painting her leg with his saliva. She let out a deep sigh. “That’s better,” she said, voice two notes lower. “Let’s get the other leg. Can you work up some spit?”
 

Shocked but simultaneously hopelessly aroused by what she’d just made him do, he worked his jaw back and forth, trying to get his salivary glands to make some wet.
 

“You got some?” she asked.
 

He nodded, lips pursed.
 

She turned his head toward her dry leg. “Good. Now spit.”
 

He looked up at her out of the corner of his eye thinking he’d misheard.
 

“Do it,” she growled.
 

He did. Puckered his lips and launched a thick wad of spit at her leg. Stuck his tongue out again and let her use it to spread the wet across her thigh. His cock was throbbing and he could already feel precum leaking from the tip.
 

Martha let go of his head and looked down at him. “Alright. That’s better.”
 

He could see the faintest ring of moisture had formed around the hole that led to her canal.
 

“Now let’s see what you got.”
 

He leaned in. Slowly this time. Pushed his nose into the dark bramble guarding her entrance and stuck out his tongue. The tip touched her opening. He licked a gentle circle around it. Then another. Then, thinking it might be time to venture further along her crevice, he swiped up, then back down. Felt a little disappointed when she didn’t react the way Theresa had. Squirming and flopping back onto the table. Had that been an act? The thought made his blood run cold.
 

Martha patted his cheek with the palm of her hand.
 

Keeping his mouth on her sex, he looked up her over the mounds of her breasts.
 

“Sweetie that’s really nice. But in case you didn’t notice I’m not exactly a blushing virgin anymore. Try it like this.” She cupped one hand under his chin and put the other over the top of his head. Drew him up from her hole and over her clit. It was thick and rubbery against his tongue. “That’s better,” she sighed. “Now start sucking, baby.”
 

He did. Hollowed his cheeks and started nursing at her button.
 

“Little harder,” she said. There was a flutter in her voice that made him quite pleased with himself.
 

He doubled down, sucking so hard he worried he might pop the thing off.
 

“Little harder,” she said. This time her voice was tight and low.
 

He knew he was doing something right. He sucked even harder, worried he might hurt her.
 

“Thaaaat’s it,” she groaned. Took her hands off his head and flipped the bottom of her apron down, trapping him in a damp pussy-tent. She let out a low groan and leaned back on her hands on the table. “That’s good. Just keep that up,” she said.
 

It couldn’t have been a minute before his jaw started to get sore. He tried adjusting his position but each time he did she put a hand on the back of his head and got him back into place. Back where she wanted him. A few minutes after that and his jaw felt like it was going to seize up. Worse than that, Martha seemed in the same state as when he’d started. Calmly leaning back on the table. For all he knew she could have been reading a book or a magazine. He’d lost hope that he was ever going to make her come and was about to give up and take a much needed break when she grunted. Slapped a hand on the back of his head, pinning him to her pussy. “Here comes,” she said, her voice strained.
 

The hot squirt of female ejaculate that shot from her vagina hit him square in the neck. A tap pressure gush of what felt like a quart of slightly sticky liquid. He heard the eyelet of her entrance squeeze then felt another blast. It ran down into his shirt, over his chest and down to his stomach. Still he kept suckling. The third squish-squirt combination was far less voluminous. The fourth and final one barely audible. It was followed by a long exhale from Martha.
 

“Slow down a little,” she said.
 

He did hoping she’d stop him before his jaw locked.
 

“Little more,” she whispered.
 

He was glad to oblige.
 

“Thaaat’s it,” she said and put her hands on the sides of his head. She pulled him off while he was still sucking, her clit popping out of his mouth with a wet smack. She flipped the apron up.
 

He looked up at her and inhaled deeply, grateful for the fresh air. “Wad dad aride?” he asked, his mouth unable to form the words correctly.
 

She smiled. “You did real good,” she said. Then she turned her eyes up and straight ahead.
 

“Tamed yourself a little bitch, did ya’?”
 

The sound of George’s low voice sent him into a panic. Another adrenaline fuelled fight or flight response had him scrambling out from under Martha’s legs. Crawling backwards to get out from under her feet, then clawing at a chair to help himself stand, he spun around to face the man. Only realized once he did that he was covered in Martha’s lubricant. It was dripping down his chin and the front of his shirt was stuck to his chest. He stared wide-eyed at George and prayed he wasn’t about to be murdered with an axe.
 

“I was just helping him with his technique,” Martha replied calmly. “He asked for my help.”
 

George’s gaze swung slowly between her and Nigel. “That so?” he asked.
 

Nigel put his hands up, not sure what to make of this. Why had Martha betrayed him like this? She’d said he could trust her, for fuck’s sake! “I didn’t…I mean…she…”
 

Martha hiked her tights up next to him. She slid off the table and folded her arms over her breasts. “Nigel’s got a favor he wants to ask you about. I better get back to my vegetables.” She sauntered off.
 

Nigel heard her wash off the knife she’d dropped and, a moment later, the sound of it cutting carrots. When he’d asked Martha if she could arrange for George to sleep with Theresa he’d had in mind something a little more…discreet.
 

“What’s the favor?” George asked. Oddly, he seemed unperturbed at having found Nigel in such a compromised position.
 

Nigel swallowed back his fear. His pulse pounded in his veins. “I want,” he began, then hesitated. He put a hand up and waved up and down a few times. “I want…” he said, then trailed off again. He closed his eyes. Third time’s a charm, Nigel, he reassured himself.
 

“He wants you to fuck Theresa!” Martha squawked from the counter.
 

Nigel’s eyes shot open. His sore jaw fell.
 

George shrugged. “Oh. Sure. Let’s get it done before dinner. I’m starving.”
 

Stunned, Nigel was frozen in place for a full minute after George had turned and left. When he finally shook it off, he bolted out of the kitchen, out of the building and shot across the compound to where George was already standing at their cabin door.
 






Chapter Eighteen

 


He caught up to George just as he was about to knock on the door. Doubled over and put one hand on a knee to catch his breath, the other catching George’s hand just before his knuckles hit the door.
 

George turned and looked down at him. “You alright, bud?” he asked.
 

Nigel sucked in a lungful of air and stood up straight.
 

George glanced at where Nigel was holding him by the wrist.
 

Nigel let go and looked him in the eye. “What are you doing?” he said, still a little short of breath.
 

George scowled. “What you asked,” he said.
 

George was technically correct. Nigel had asked Martha for this very thing. But like this? Right now? Before dinner? When the sun was still up bathing the world in it’s honest light? Surely this was wrong. Surely these things should be done under cover of darkness. Shrouded in shadow so the memory of them could be foggy and obscured. Not in the stark brightness of daylight where they’d remain etched in Nigel's mind just the way they’d happened. “Right now?” he asked.
 

“That way it’ll get done. It’ll be done. We can go enjoy our dinner without all this hanging over everyone’s head,” George explained.
 

In a bizarre way it made sense to Nigel. But did that explanation mean that this had been a foregone conclusion? Had George known this would come to pass? Had he been patiently waiting this whole time? Had he somehow known this is what Theresa had always wanted? Did this run far deeper than Nigel could ever understand?
 

George turned and looked him squarely in the eye. He drew in a breath and let it out in a sigh. “Listen up, kid. I’m not saying this to get your hackles up or anything. But I’ve been watching you watching me and Honey since the day you stepped off that plane.” He leaned in, which caused Nigel to lean back. “You want this,” he said, his voice low. “It wasn’t just your big boner in the hot tub, either. You feel this deep, don’t you?”
 

Nigel, stunned and staring straight back at George, felt the inevitability of what was about to happen close in around him. He gave a single, slow nod.
 

“So let’s get ‘er done. Walk me in there and I’ll gave your pretty little slut what she wants. You get to sit back and watch. Everybody wins. Whaddaya’ say? Rip this bandage off quick and you’ll see it’s not as bad as all that. Hell, before you know it you’ll be enjoying yourself. Trust me. I know.”
 

That came as something of a shock to Nigel. George seemed just as unconcerned that he’d found Nigel between Martha’s legs. Was he into this, too? And if a man like George could be okay with his wife having a little something on the side that gave Nigel hope. That maybe he could do that too and still be the kind of man he longed to become. A man like George. “It’s going to be okay?” he asked, a tremor in his voice.
 

George put one of this big bear paws on his shoulder and gave him a squeeze and a shake. “It’s gonna’ be just fine. Just you wait and see.” Then he turned, put his hand on the door handle to the cabin and stepped inside.
 

Nigel slipped in after him, back pressed up to the wall for some reason he couldn’t explain.
 

Theresa was still sleeping, the outline of her naked body bathed in the golden light of the setting sun streaming in through the window.
 

George walked with confidence over to the side of the bed. He stopped and stared down at the girl he’d watched become a woman. The woman, Nigel knew now, he’d pined for all this time. Ready to give her what she needed. The real-man-pounding she deserved on her honeymoon. George looked over at Nigel.
 

Nigel gave the slightest nod.
 

George undid his belt and let his worn out jeans fall to the floor.
 

Theresa stirred at the sound. Lifted her head off the pillow, eyes still half shut and looked toward the door. Smiled when she saw Nigel. The single sheet covering her torso slid off her body revealing her breasts.
 

George grunted next to her.
 

Her head snapped sideways and she gasped. Grabbed the sheet and yanked it up to cover herself, staring at George in perplexed surprise. “George?” she whispered. Then, slowly, as the realization dawned on her that he had his pants down, she turned and looked at her husband. “Nigel?” she said softly.
 

Nigel’s resolve hardened to the stiffness of his cock. It throbbed through him. And now, instead of worry, a powerful arousal filled him along with a determination to just get this done. “I want to see him fuck you, baby,” he whispered. “I want to watch.”
 

Her mouth opened, lower lip trembling slightly. Her eyes shot to George, then back to Nigel. They filled with hope and lust as a blush rose to her cheeks. “Really?” she asked.
 

“Really,” Nigel nodded. “I want to see it right now.”
 

George took that as an invitation to pull down his underwear. His half-hard cock came swinging out sideways then bounced up and down in front of Theresa’s shocked expression a few times.
 

Her eyes fluttered up to his and glazed over a bit.
 

He cupped her chin in his hand. “Take a seat, Nigel,” he said, eyes locked on Theresa’s.
 

Nigel slid along the wall and slipped into the armchair in the corner of the room.
 

Theresa was still staring at George with stars in her eyes.
 

George took his cock in his other hand and gave it a wag side to side.
 

The motion caught her eye and she looked back down at it. In it’s half-inflated state it was thick, wrinkly and crawling with veins. Her eyes ran up and down it’s length and her lips parted, as if she were seeing a penis for the first time.
 

“Put a hand on it, sunshine,” George said, staring down at her.
 

She glanced at Nigel looking scared of what he might think.
 

“Do it, baby,” Nigel whispered, giving her a reassuring nod. “It’s okay,” he said. His chest swelled as her hand rose up and cupped the underside of the thing. She inhaled at the weight of it in her palm.
 

Nigel had no doubt that memories of touching that big thing were flying through her mind. He could see it. The desire in her eyes, combined with a look of longing made him certain that she wanted this. Convinced him that she’d wanted it since the first time she’d touched George but just hadn’t admitted it to herself. That was disgusting, in a way. But it was also incredibly arousing. A consummation that had been a decade coming. A need that had gone ten years unfulfilled. And as painful as that was to think about it was also the hottest thing he’d ever seen.
 

She squeezed George’s cock gently. Testing it as if it were a sponge that she was feeling out to see how much it could contain. Her eyes fluttered back up to his.
 

“You dream about that cock, don’t you baby?” he said.
 

She glanced at Nigel again but quickly looked away. She bit her lip and a look of worry spread across her face. She looked up at him out of the corner of her eye. Sweet and innocent and asking for permission. To tell the truth and to do this dirty thing.
 

And for some reason that was the hottest thing he’d ever seen. She wasn’t in this for herself. Sure, maybe she’d harboured some fantasies about George, maybe there were some things about their dalliance she’d never dealt with. But seeing her looking to her husband for approval trumped any ill feelings Nigel might have had about his sweet Theresa touching another man’s cock.
 

She was his now. She looked to him to tell her what she could and couldn’t do. His cock throbbed. “Tell him,” he whispered.
 

She looked back up at George. Handsome, strong and confident, staring down at her. “I’ve been dreaming about your cock for years,” she whispered.
 

The admission sent a delicious blade of jealousy straight through Nigel’s heart and down into his guts. It was painful, in a way. But knowing that his wife had held this man’s cock in her mind through their courtship, their engagement and, finally, their wedding, sent a potent burst of inexplicable arousal surging through him. She looked at him out of the corner of her eye again. Like she was making certain that this was okay.
 

“Yes,” he whispered, shoving his hand down his own pants.
 

She opened her mouth and leaned forward, pulling George’s penis toward it at the same time.
 

Her mouth was almost on it when Nigel groaned “Oh god!” He had his cock in his hand and was perilously close to an orgasm.
 

Theresa gasped, George’s cock head an inch from her mouth, and turned to look at him. “Are you okay?” she asked.
 

Nigel nodded, stroking his cock hard as he watched his bride stroking George. “I’m baby. I promise. Just do your thing,” he panted.
 

Theresa shot him a soft smile then turned toward George’s cock and opened her mouth wide. She slipped her lips over the head, then looked up at him and slid half his penis into her mouth.
 

George groaned and tilted his head back as Theresa started sucking his tool to life.
 

Nigel’s stomach was doing somersaults. Watching his wife suck another man was terrible. But not in a way that he wanted it to stop. Strangely, he felt like he never wanted it to end. Wanted to stay in this space deep inside his mind. His vision, his thoughts, his entire being focused on how beautiful Theresa looked in that moment. He choked his cock with his fist as her other hand came up to play with George’s heavy balls.
 

She turned and looked at Nigel, George’s cock head poking at the inside of her cheek. Opened her mouth wide and took more of his hardening prick. When she pulled off and away the organ was glistening with her spit. “Like that?” she whispered up at big George. Her fingers fondled his balls between his legs.
 

“It’ll do for now,” George grunted. His prick had a slight curve to it when fully erect. It was easily eight inches, if not longer. With the foreskin pulled back the bald head glistened in the sunlight. He leaned over her. Before she knew what was happening he had her by the waist. Ripped the sheet off her body and flipped her over onto her hands and knees.
 

She gasped at the rough treatment but didn’t protest.
 

Nigel gripped the arm of the chair at seeing how easily George manhandled Theresa’s petite frame. He covered his mouth with a hand as George lifted her waist up off the bed to bring her onto her hands and knees. He sucked in a gulp of air as his eyes fell to the sight of her shaved peach, the pretty crevice drenched with her juice.
 

She loved this. She wanted this. Nigel knew he would have to deal with what that meant later. For the time being, so did he.
 

George licked his middle finger and pressed it against her pussy slit. Rubbed up and down, then side to side, opening her up so Nigel could see that she was drenched through all the way to her insides. He unceremoniously put a booted foot up on the bed, stepped behind her with his big balls hanging low and pressed the head of his cock against her cunt.
 

Theresa whimpered.
 

George smacked her on the ass.
 

She bit her fist as he drove the length of his steel hard shaft into her.
 

Nigel stared wide-eyed with his mouth agape at the incredible sight. Flinched when George’s balls fell against Theresa’s pretty pussy with a wet slap. His eyes roamed up her body, to her face, mouth stretched in the most beautiful snarl of lust and pleasure.
 

George grabbed her by the hips. He didn’t pull his cock out and thrust it back in. Instead, he drew her off of it then pulled her back onto himself. Using her pussy like an accessory.
 

Theresa craned her neck and looked at Nigel with her hand over her mouth.
 

Her desperate stare sent desire crackling through him. Once George was done with her, once he’d unloaded his sperm into her pussy, Nigel would have her. He’d use her, too. He’d shove his cock into her nasty, cum-filled hole and blow out inside her. A cum cocktail in his sacred chalice.
 

“That’s it,” George said, giving her ass another slap. “You keep that up.” He stood with one hand on his hip, the other on her waist, guiding her rhythm as she started bouncing back and forth on his prick.
 

The squishing sound her pussy made as it slurped and suckled at his cock made Nigel shudder. He stared at the way her beautiful soft folds were stretched by George’s meat. Each slap of his heavy balls against her slit drew Nigel deeper into his trance until it seemed like Theresa’s pussy moving back and forth on George’s stiff meat was the only thing left in the world.
 

George’s hand across her ass. He dipped his thumb into the lubricant that had turned from clear to creamy and squeezed out onto her taint. Then he pressed the tip of that thumb against the puckered circle of flesh of her anus.
 

Theresa gasped and clawed at the sheets. Offered no resistance as George drew a circle around her ass hole the eased the tip of his thick thumb into it. Slowed her bounce and squeezed her eyes shut tight as his digit burrowed into her. Squeaked as his knuckle passed her sphincter.
 

George started pumping her back and forth with his thumb. Using her body like a wet puppet for his pleasure. Started slamming her ass hard against his pelvis as he neared his climax.
 

Theresa’s expression grew pained and she drew in a big breath of air. Her body seemed to constrict for a moment. She started shaking. Then her limbs splayed out in all directions and she screamed.
 

Nigel, his gaze laser focused on her pussy, watched as it tightened it’s seal around George’s prick. Had to choke off another climax as he saw it squeeze and release, squeeze and release, the inner walls of her cunt flexing in waves to try and draw out George’s seed.
 

It was only in that moment that the terrible realization dawned on Nigel. He’d been so caught up in the moment he hadn’t given a thought to the fact that George was inside Theresa unprotected. There was no barrier between the seed he would loose inside her and her ovum. The thought sent an erotic tremor shaking through Nigel. And while a part of him knew he should somehow interject himself into the situation and put a stop to it, he was frozen in place and unable to do anything but watch the conclusion of Theresa’s defilement.
 

She let out an exhausted warble as her climax retreated.
 

George grunted and slowed her bouncing. Held her at the very tip of his cock and moved her back and forth about an inch along the ridge of the head.
 

This gave Nigel the perfect view of George’s phallus as it began pulsing, pumping cum into his submissive bride. His vision tunnelled even further as he gazed at the erect flesh flexing, sending a torrent of ejaculate spewing into Theresa’s unprotected pussy. Nigel nearly came himself. Realized only when George’s cock stopped flexing that he’d forgotten to breathe. Drew in a massive gulp of air as George removed himself from Theresa’s cunt and a deluge of his sperm drained out of her and landed on the sheets.
 

George gave her ass a soft smack before pulling up his underwear and putting on his pants. He turned and walked toward the door as he zipped up. Glanced at Nigel. “I’ve been dreaming about that for years. Thanks, bud,” he said. Then he was gone.
 

Theresa had fallen down onto her stomach. Her arms were out at her sides and her legs were splayed. Her little peach of a pussy had started closing, sealing in what George had left there.
 

Nigel, aching with need, scrambled up out of the chair. Somehow managed to kick his boots off and claw his pants and underwear away. Tore of his shirt as he mounted the bed and climbed atop Theresa.
 

She looked up over her shoulder at him, looking a little guilty. “Are you okay?” she whispered.
 

“Baby that was so hot,” he said, pressing his cock head against her pussy. “I need you. I need to be inside you,” he whispered, peppering her neck with kisses. The way she smiled made his heart squeeze.
 

Relief and lust and the delicate afterglow of being freshly fucked all played along the lines on her face.
 

Nigel sank into her tight sex and felt his own cock force George’s seed to seep out of her. He pulled out and thrust again, harder this time, sending more of the other man’s cum spluttering out of his wife’s pussy. Soon he was in a rhythm, pumping Theresa and trying to hang onto the intense pleasure dousing his brain and doing it’s best to send him careening over the edge of his own orgasm.
 

Theresa bit her lip and looked out of the corner of her at him again. “I let another man inside of me,” she whispered.
 

“Oh god,” Nigel shuddered, staring down to watch his cock pummelling her hot cunt.
 

“I have another man’s cum inside of me,” she whispered.
 

“Oh god Theresa!” he roared. He closed his eyes and tried to hang on for a few more seconds. “God I’m so close!” he shouted.
 

“Then do it. I want you to do it,” Theresa said. “I want you to pump me full of your cum.”
 

That did it. With another roar Nigel felt his ball sack empty, the cum come shooting through his shaft and exploding out the tip. He buried his cock deep inside Theresa and groaned as he felt her rhythmically squeezing him with her pussy muscles.
 

As the pleasure waned he drove himself in a few more times trying to chase it. He’d never felt so spent after a climax. He fell down onto her and kissed her back and her cheeks before pulling out and rolling off to the side.
 

Theresa spun around and put her hand on his cheek. “Baby?” she whispered and it was the most beautiful sound Nigel had ever heard.
 

“Baby,” he whispered back.
 

“Baby we did it,” she said.
 

He pressed his forehead against her. They had done it. And they were still here. “We did it,” he echoed. He opened his eyes and looked at her smiling face. The full weight of what had just happened settled onto him. It felt like an anchor, dragging him into the dark depths of his scariest thoughts. What did this mean? What did it mean that Theresa had taken a man inside herself. Let him come in her unprotected pussy? Had she been that lost in the moment, so gripped by the throes of passion that she’d forgotten how dangerous that was?
 

“Oh no,” she said, shaking her head. “Oh no you don’t.”
 

“What?” Nigel whispered, trying to pretend everything was alright.
 

“You’re not going there,” she said.
 

“Where? I wasn’t…”
 

“To the thinky place,” she said.
 

The terrible worry festering inside him bubbled to the surface. “Theresa?”
 

“What is it, baby?” she asked, mounting him and crawling down his body wearing a wide grin.
 

“Baby wait,” he said. He grabbed her wrist to stop her. “He just…George just finished inside you.”
 

Her grin turned wicked. “Did you like that?” she whispered. “Did you like sinking into my squishy pussy?”
 

A pleasant shiver raced down his back. “But…are you…you’re not on anything, are you?”
 

There was a glimmer in her eye as she crawled back up came to a stop with her tits above his face. “What’s the matter?” she asked, her eyes searching his. “You worried George might get me pregnant?”
 

Hearing her say it was unexpectedly thrilling. His eyes widened. But, still, the worry remained. “I mean…yes? That was really irresponsible. Of both of us,” he added to couch the criticism. 
 

“That would be pretty thorny, wouldn’t it? If we got back home and my belly started to grow and you weren’t sure if it was yours?”
 

“Oh my god,” he said. “Don’t say that! That’s terrible!” But his cock had already betrayed him. He was half-hard and rising, his phallus glancing against Theresa’s thigh.
 

“Oh my god. You’re turned on by that,” she said, a mixture of disbelief and excitement on her face. “Is that what you want? You want to see Georgie breed me? Breed your little slut?”
 

He gasped and meant to protest. But before he could say a word she picked up his cock, caked with George’s and his own drying mess, and shoved it into her mouth.
 






Chapter Nineteen

 


She worked him up with her soft tongue and whispered recollections of what had just happened.
 

He was hard again in under a minute, the memory of watching Theresa with George’s cock in her mouth making him groan and buck on the bed. A strange but not unpleasant blend of arousal and rage shot through him as she teased him about letting George fuck her.
 

It worked him into a charged state. When Theresa slipped her mouth off his hardened cock and started crawling up his body he grabbed her by the hips and threw her onto her back next to him on the bed. Maybe not as easily as George had. But it was thrilling, treating her like that. Like his fuck doll that he could bend and twist into any position he liked.
 

She gasped when he did it but didn’t object.
 

He got up on his knees, his cock standing proudly erect, grabbed her ankles and spread her legs apart. His eyes fell to her used pussy, a slimy drip of semen still running from it. When he looked up at her again her eyes were wild and thrilled.
 

She bit her lip. “You like it?” she whispered. “You like looking at my dirty pussy?”
 

His cock twitched at the question. He did like it. The thought of his Theresa becoming a slut and letting George use her while he watched was beyond erotic.
 

Her hands drifted between her legs. She spread her lips with her fingers then pressed them together making more nut ooze out of her.
 

Nigel shuffled forward on his knees. Still holding her ankles he jammed his prick into her until he felt his balls slap against her ass.
 

Her lips parted in a lusty snarl and she arched her back, clamping down on his organ.
 

He lowered himself onto her, one hand pawing at her breast, the other slipping behind her neck and gripping her hair. He pulled her head back gently and bit at the soft flesh of her clavicle.
 

“Oh god Nigel you’re so hard,” she moaned.
 

He stiffened more inside of her. And now that his initial need had been sated he didn’t feel quite so desperate for release. Felt a little numb in the rod. Felt like he could give her what she needed. What George had given her. He drew himself out of her then slammed back in.
 

She threw her arms around his back and dug her nails into his skin.
 

“Like that?” he asked.
 

“Just like that!” she begged.
 

He fucked her again. A hard rut that drove her body into the mattress. He picked up speed and found a steady rhythm. Loved how she wrapped her legs around his trunk and hung on while he plied her hard and rough. It seemed like only moments before he felt her squeezing him. Felt her pussy clenching at his cock and he wasn’t even halfway there.
 

“Oh, oh, oh, Nigel,” she panted, her breath hot and moist against his ear. “Oh do it. Oh god you’re fucking me so good. So good…don’t stop,” she pleaded.
 

He swelled with pride when he realized he was going to make her come like this. Like a real man driving his pussy deep inside her snatch. He loved the way she was clinging to him. Loved that he could enjoy the way her cunt clung to him without the trepidation of pulling his own trigger too early. When she screamed and beat her fists on his back he closed his eyes and savored the sensation.
 

“Oh fuck Nigel, yes!”
 

Then she was lying limp beneath him. Eyes closed, exhausted by what he’d done and letting him use her like his toy.
 

He pawed at her tit again. Squeezed it then pinched the nipple.
 

She barely reacted. A soft smile fluttered across her lips. She raised the hands that had fallen to her sides and put them around his neck. Opened her eyes and flashed a sultry stare up at him. “Give it to me,” she whispered.
 

It was thrilling to feel like he was in charge of himself for once. Could have gone either way but now he could actually enjoy himself. Not just hang on and try to keep it in. He flexed the muscles between his legs. Another look at Theresa’s beautiful eyes and he was over. Grunting, cock twitching and squirting whatever was left in his balls up into her cavity. Not as intense as the first one but in control. That was a beautiful thing, too. He groaned at the end of it. Slowed his thrusting and watched the smile blossom on Theresa’s face.
 

“Wow,” she said. “Impressive.”
 

He couldn’t help but smile at that. But as soon as the last of the pleasure had evaporated there was the darkness again, creeping up from behind him and threatening to consume him. He felt his smile fade. “I can’t believe you just did that.”
 

“We just did that,” Theresa corrected.
 

“I know but…” He paused and thought about what she’d said. “We just did that,” he repeated. He shook his head.
 

“Actually you just did that,” Theresa said.
 

“What?” he asked, turning toward her.
 

A mischievous smile formed on her lips. “You brought George here. Way to turn the game around, Nigel.”
 

Hearing it put that way lifted his mood. He hadn’t really been thinking about turning the game around. He’d been thinking of her. Getting her fucked the way she deserved. But so what? If she thought he’d outwitted George and Martha at their own game what harm was there in letting her believe that?
 

She curled up to him and put an arm around him. “That’s pretty hot, Nigel,” she said.
 

That even got him smiling. “Huh. Thanks,” he said. He felt a compulsion to come clean about his exploits with Martha in the kitchen. Decided against it thinking it might spoil their moment.
 

Theresa kissed him on the cheek. “Come get cleaned up with me and then let’s go see what’s for dinner? I’m kind of dying to find out how they’re going to play this.”
 

Nigel groaned as he sat up. He put his head in his hands.
 

“What’s wrong?” Theresa asked.
 

“God I just…how am I going to go in there, Theresa? How am I going to look them in the eyes again after what just happened.”
 

She crouched down in front of him giving him a very pleasant view of her breasts and shaved pussy. “Hey. We’re in this together. You and me. On the same time. Just follow my lead, okay? Everything’ll be fine. Whatever you do don’t let them feel like they’ve got the upper hand. That’s what they want. They want you tripping all over yourself.”
 

He shook his head as he gazed into her eyes. “You are all crazy,” he said.
 

She smirked. “Yeah. Kind of. It gets easier as you go though, trust me,” she said. Spinning around she skipped over to the bathroom. “You coming?” she asked, glancing over her shoulder at him.
 

With a heavy sigh he got up and trudged across the room.
 

They showered and put on fresh clothes. Theresa brushed her hair. They stepped out into the dusky light to find, as George had promised, a massive storm front crawling towards them across the inky sky.
 

“Wow,” Theresa said. “That’s weather alright.” She took his hand and started walking across the compound.
 

Each step closer to the building frayed Nigel’s nerves a little bit more. The chill air cast a sobering light on what had happened that afternoon. What the hell had he been thinking? Taking Martha up on her offer to be his sex teacher? That was absurd. Then, gripped by the simple observation that he’d spun into an obsession, he’d let George into their cabin and watched him fuck Theresa. Now it all seemed like a fever dream.
 

He hesitated just outside the kitchen door.
 

Theresa squeezed his hand. “Same team, remember?” she whispered. “Don’t let them get the upper hand.”
 

He took a breath and exhaled, steeling himself for whatever lay in store. “Same team,” he whispered back. What the hell kind of twisted game was this anyway? He followed Theresa into the kitchen.
 

George had his tablet propped up on a book, a glass of wine next to it. Martha was at the counter ladling soup into bowls. George barely gave them a second glance when they walked in.
 

“Hey kids! You’re just in time. Soup’s on,” Martha called out from the counter.
 

Nigel glanced at Theresa. She’d put on a mildly bored expression. Walked calmly over to the table and took a seat next to George. Nigel did the same, taking a seat opposite the big man. He cast a few furtive glances in his direction until Theresa kicked him under the table and shot him a look. A look that obviously meant play it cool.
 

Martha walked over with two steaming bowls of soup and set them on the table. She flashed a cheerful smile at the two of them then smacked George on the shoulder. “Wine,” she snapped.
 

George harrumphed but stood up and lumbered over to the wine rack and pulled out another bottle.
 

With Martha at the stove and George turned the other way Nigel looked at Theresa and mouthed the words “what the fuck?”
 

She pressed a finger to her lips and smiled pleasantly as Martha returned with two more bowls. “Smells delicious,” Theresa said. “Would you pass the salt?”
 

Martha’s smile faltered for just a moment before she reached across the table and handed Theresa the salt.
 

“Thank-you,” Theresa said, smiling. She set the shaker next to her bowl, picked up her spoon and began to eat.
 

Nigel turned his eyes toward his own bowl and did his best not to break his brain trying to figure out the point. They were almost done eating when the lights flickered, then went out.
 






Chapter Twenty

 


“Oh shit,” George muttered, his chair scraping across the floor as he stood up from the table. “Storm must have knocked something out down the line. I’ll get the genny running.”
 

“I’ll grab the candles,” Martha said.
 

The two of them pawed their way to opposite ends of the kitchen. George turned on a flashlight and made his way down the hall. Martha pulled two tealights out of the drawer, set them on the table and lit them. She smiled and sat back down.
 

Nigel glanced at Theresa through the darkness. The light from the candle seemed to cast an angelic halo around her.
 

“Hm,” Martha said next to him. “I’m afraid that storm might put a bit of a damper on your honeymoon depending on how long it lasts.”
 

Theresa looked over at her. “Really? Why?”
 

“Well,” Martha went on, “if the powers out for a while we can’t run the generator the whole time. That’ll mean we’ll have to heat with the wood stoves. But George won’t want to do that in two cabins at once. That’s a waste of wood.” She looked straight at Theresa. “I have a feeling we might be roomies for a few nights.” The beginnings of a smile played along her lips.
 

Nigel saw Theresa’s calm demeanour falter for the most fleeting of moments. His own stomach sank. Rooming in a cabin with George and Martha? On their honeymoon? That normally would have sounded like the biggest downer. But given recent events it did present a number of possibilities that Nigel secretly relished.
 

“Oh I’m sure that’ll be just fine,” Theresa said, returning Martha’s sarcastic smile. “It’ll be nice to have some time together to catch up.”
 

Martha snorted out a laugh. “Yeah, right,” she said.
 

A silence fell around them. George broke it when he stomped in a few minutes later with snow covering his hat and jacket. “Gonna’ be a rager. No use firing up the genny until we need it. I put a fire on in the wood stove.” He turned to Nigel. “Afraid we’re going to have to invite you over to stay the night, buddy,” he said.
 

Martha flashed a smug smile and nodded.
 

“You better get what you need from your place and bring it on over to ours before it gets worse out there. Here’s the flashlight,” he said, handing it to Theresa. “Nigel you go with her. I don’t like the idea of her out there alone when it’s like this.”
 

They got up and Nigel followed Theresa out into the hall.
 

“Well this is an interesting turn of events,” Theresa said once they were out of earshot. She turned to Nigel when they reached the door. The wind had started howling outside and it was blowing snow everywhere. “You ready to up the stakes?” she asked, smiling.
 

“Up the stakes?” Nigel asked.
 

Her smile turned wicked. “On our game, silly. Just follow my lead. Did you see Martha being smug? They think they’re so clever. I bet they cooked this up as soon as they heard there was a storm moving in.”
 

Fifteen minutes later they were walking through the door to Martha and George’s cabin.
 

There was a healthy fire roaring in the wood stove. The cabin, more of a house, was far more spacious than the one Nigel and Theresa had been staying in. It had a big living room with cathedral ceilings and second floor balcony that looked out onto it.
 

As soon as they’d brushed the snow off their jackets George walked over to the hutch where he kept the booze and started making drinks.
 

Martha had lit a bunch of candles and it made for a very cozy atmosphere.
 

“Come on, Nigel,” Martha said, heading toward the stairs. “I’ll show you where you can put your things.”
 

“This is a really nice place,” Nigel said as he followed Martha with their suitcases.
 

“Aw thanks,” Martha said. She led him up the stairs and past the master bedroom and into the guest. It was simply furnished with only a queen size bed and a small dresser next to the wall. “Make yourself at home,” Martha said.
 

Nigel stepped in and walked over to the dresser where he set down the suitcases. When he turned back around Martha had shut the door and was standing in front of it wearing her devil grin. “Uh…I don’t think this is really the best time for…that kind of thing,” he muttered.
 

“You’re right,” she said, sauntering over to where he was standing. “We should probably lubricate a little bit before we get started.” She touched a finger to his cheek. “You pretty young thing. It’ll be fun riding out the storm together, don’t you think?”
 

Nigel felt the beginnings of a very inappropriate erection forming between his legs. He swallowed back the nervous knot that had formed in his throat. “Yeah. Sure,” he said.
 

Theresa turned and walked back to the door. She opened it and stepped out onto the balcony.
 

Nigel followed her and stifled a gasp when he looked down at the living room. Theresa and George were sitting on one of the two couches with almost no space between them. They had their glasses raised, ice clinking in George’s as he swirled it and were talking in hushed tones.
 

Martha patted Nigel on the back. “Oh good,” she said. “They look comfy don’t they? Should we join them?”
 

Nigel nodded but couldn’t tear his eyes away from Theresa and George. He followed Martha down the stairs.
 

She sat down on the couch across from Theresa and patted the pillow next to her. “Come on, Nigel. Have a seat. George has your drink all made.”
 

George looked over his shoulder at him and raised his glass. “Come on, buddy. Let’s have a drink or six,” he said.
 

Nigel walked over and sat down next to Martha. He stared at Theresa, her slender frame curled into George’s. He picked up the drink George had made and took a swig. Shuddered and nearly gagged before managing to swallow it back. “Oh jeez, what’s in this?”
 

“Bourbon and a maraschino cherry. Why?” George asked.
 

The room started spinning almost immediately.
 

Nigel stiffened when he felt Martha’s hand on his thigh. He looked across the table at Theresa who had a sparkle in her eye.
 

“You don’t mind if I give your husband a little pat on the leg, do you Theresa?” Martha asked.
 

Theresa’s smile tightened. “Not at all,” she said, her hand falling to rub George’s leg the same way.
 

“Good,” Martha purred. She turned and looked up at Nigel. “You picked such a handsome man, sweetheart. It’s hard to keep my hands off of him.”
 

Nigel’s head was really spinning. It wasn’t just the booze, either. What was happening was insane. His wife sitting across from him and rubbing George’s thick leg. Martha’s hand getting closer to his own crotch with each rub she was giving him. It was frying the circuits in his brain in the best possible way. And the best part was that Theresa was watching him and smiling, like she was actually enjoying this depravity. A warm shiver rippled down his spine and settled in his groin. He looked down to find that Martha’s hand had drifted up to his waist. She was working at his belt with her fingers.
 

She tugged it open and unzipped him. Reached into his underwear, wrapped her warm hand his cock and gently pulled it out.
 

Nigel looked to Theresa, a jolt of nerves shooting through him. His worry was erased when he saw her looking at what Martha was doing with awe and not disdain. Whatever jealousy Theresa had possessed about this very thing happening had dissipated. He could feel her excitement like the warm rays of a noonday sun.
 

“You sure you don’t mind, honey?” Martha gently teased her.
 

Theresa glanced at her and bit her lip. She gave her head a few slow shakes then looked back at Nigel. She undid George’s jeans and tucked her hand into them the same way Martha had with Nigel. Pulled out his thick pecker and started stroking it.
 

George sighed and leaned back against the headrest.
 

The sight of Theresa with her hand on George’s cock, lovingly caressing it, coupled with Martha’s delicate strokes made Nigel start to tremble. He looked down at his prick and gripped the couch cushions. “Oh god,” he muttered.
 

Martha, sensing his imminent eruption, put her fist at the base of his prick and squeezed. “Oh no you don’t,” she said softly. “Not yet.”
 

Theresa giggled as she watched Martha’s experienced hands stave off Nigel’s emission. She looked at him and bit her lip again. Tucked her hair behind her ear and lowered her mouth over George’s now stiff cock. Looking at Nigel sideways she put her lips over it and started gently bobbing up and down.
 

George looked down at her, then up at Nigel. “You lucky bastard,” he said, grinning. “That’s an angel’s mouth.”
 

Theresa took him deeper. Sinking lower with each bob until she had half his cock inside her mouth. Her eyes were still on Nigel. Staring at him intently like there was no one else in the room but the two of them.
 

Martha snapped her fingers softly in front of Nigel’s face. “Okay lover-boy stand up,” she said.
 

The warmth in his groin and the arousal coursing through his mind at seeing Theresa sucking George had him in a trance. He obeyed without question, standing up and wondering what Martha would do next.
 

She tugged his pants off and patted his legs to get him to step out of them. “Take that sweater off,” she said.
 

He did. Pulled it up and off over his head. Let it drop to the ground over his pants. Suddenly he felt very sheepish being the only one naked in the room with his cock standing at attention and leaking from the tip. It would have been humiliating if watching Theresa weren’t so hot.
 

She was fondling George’s balls now, too. George’s shaft was slick with her saliva, some of it running down and coating her fingers.
 

Martha stood up next to Nigel. She traced a line along his prick.
 

It twitched and more pre-cum started leaking from it. Nigel grunted. The pressure in his nuts was immense. He watched as Martha stripped her tights off and removed her underwear. Watched as she lay down on the couch and spread her legs. His eyes fell to her thick bush and his cock flexed just from looking at it.
 

“Hope you like the taste of old beaver,” George said, chuckling.
 

“C’mere, kid,” Martha said, wiggling her fingers to make it clear she wanted his face between her thighs.
 

Nigel looked at Theresa again. Maybe for permission. There was still a flicker of worry in his mind. That she’d have a change of heart and flip out. That it would dawn on her how wrong and dirty all this was and that she was about to watch her husband eat out her much older friend.
 

But none of that was drawn on her expression. Instead, she too was staring at Martha’s pussy. She looked at Nigel with a look of stunned wonder and gave the slightest nod.
 

Heat flared through him. His wife giving him permission to lick Martha’s cunt. Not just permission but encouragement. He crawled onto the sofa and lowered himself in between Martha’s fleshy thighs. He cast a final glance at Theresa and felt another surge of arousal when he saw her touching her breast, tweaking her nipple through the fabric of her shirt. He sank his mouth over Martha’s snatch and swiped along the opening. He shuddered at the taste of her oily lubricant.
 

“You know how I like it,” Martha said.
 

That sent a tremor through him. He looked sideways at Theresa, wondering if she’d start to question how he could possibly know how Martha liked it.
 

Theresa didn’t seem to care. She was, at that very moment, peeling her shirt off over her head.
 

Nigel locked his mouth on Martha’s clit and started lapping, his excitement surging as he watched Theresa strip.
 

Theresa threw her shirt away and peeled her pants off. Standing in her bra and panties she watched Nigel giving head and tucked a hand into her underwear.
 

The temperature in the room felt like it had risen ten degrees. The dank stench of sex hung in the air.
 

Nigel glanced up at Martha.
 

She was smiling but not at him. She was looking over at George who was rubbing his prick next to Theresa and grinning.
 

The thought occurred to Nigel that perhaps Theresa's idea of turning the tables hadn’t worked out exactly as she’d planned. Or perhaps it had? In that moment it didn’t matter. Nigel let himself sink into the warm, dark space in his mind as he suckled Martha towards a finish.
 

She sank back into the couch and let out a long sigh.
 

Nigel felt her pussy hole contract against his chin.
 

She climaxed with a low grunt followed by a groan. No squirt this time but her rosy cheeks made Nigel feel like he’d done a good job on her. She patted his cheek. “Okay, lover,” she said. “Now you get your reward. Sit up.”
 

He scrambled up and sat facing Theresa and George again.
 

Theresa was in the middle of peeling off her panties. She kicked them away. Undid the clasp of her bra and pulled that off. She turned and looked at George, her eyes moving from his cock to his face and back again. She flashed a shy look over her shoulder at Nigel.
 

Nigel, lost in the moment, grabbed his cock and squeezed it.
 

Martha was right there, swatting his hand away and grabbing it herself. Squeezing the base to keep all that pent up frustration in there.
 

He groaned but didn’t protest.
 

Theresa swung a leg up, getting ready to mount George’s stiff prick.
 

“Oh no, honey,” George said, spinning a finger in the air. “You turn around and look at your husband. It’s your honeymoon, after all.”
 

Theresa flashed an awkward smile. Her eyes darted around the room like she couldn’t bring herself to look at Nigel and do what she was about to do.
 

George grabbed her by the hips and pulled her lower.
 

She squatted over him. Finally she locked eyes with Nigel, a flicker of worry on her face.
 

To Nigel she’d never looked more beautiful. Her chest and cheeks were flushed. She had a lusty look in her eye. George’s prick swayed ominously between her legs. Nigel mouthed “I love you.”
 

She looked down between her legs. Took George’s cock in hand and pointed it at her entrance. Bent her knees and pressed the head between her lips. Sucked in a breath of air at the pressure.
 

Nigel was ready to burst between the legs. The only thing keeping his orgasm at bay was Martha’s firm pressure on his shaft. He shuddered as he watched Theresa start sliding down George’s meaty pole. Gasped when her lips parted and her head fell back toward her shoulders. Watched George’s big paws guiding her down and onto himself.
 

George let out a pleased growl as he buried the last inch of his cock inside her cunt. His hands moved up her body and kneaded her small breasts. He fingered her stiff nipples. “Alright baby,” he said. “That was a good show for your husband. Let’s make things a little more intimate for you two,” he said. He moved effortlessly, rising up off the couch with his cock still impaled inside Theresa.
 

She gasped, startled at being knocked off balance by the unexpected shift in his position. Her hands shot out to keep herself from falling onto the coffee table.
 

But George had her. He had her by the waist. He lowered her down onto the table on her hands and knees so her face was just a foot or so away from Nigel’s. Pulled her hair back out of her face and pulled her head back gently until she was looking straight into Nigel’s eyes. “Tell your husband that you love him,” George ordered.
 

“I-I love you,” Theresa stammered, her mouth staying open as if in disbelief at what was happening.
 

“Tell him what a lucky girl you are,” George said.
 

“I’m such a lucky girl,” Theresa parroted.
 

George drew himself out of her then slowly eased back in.
 

Theresa’s eyes rolled back into her head and she moaned at the pressure building between her legs.
 

Nigel was back under the spell. The dirty spell of watching his wife taking another man inside herself. And now just inches from his face. She had another cock in her pussy. A cock that was making her moan and twist and writhe. A cock that would erupt inside her and send more of George’s seed into her womb. It made Nigel start shaking. He looked down at his own penis, still expertly held in Martha’s grip. “Oh god, oh god, oh god,” he moaned. Now even the tight fist she had wrapped around him seemed like it wouldn’t keep the massive torrent of ejaculate that had built up at bay.
 

George sped up and started slamming himself harder into Theresa’s puss. He had his hands on her hips. Her beautiful breasts shook with each thrust.
 

“Scooch forward, Nick,” Martha said.
 

Nigel shook himself out of his stupor. Realized Martha was trying to pull him forward on the couch by his penis. Shuffled his butt forward until he was on the edge of the seat. Theresa was almost within kissing distance now.
 

George gave hard thrust and pushed the coffee table forward and inch.
 

“Kiss your bride, sweetheart,” Martha whispered into his ear.
 

Nigel closed his eyes and leaned forward. His lips locked with Theresa’s. She moaned into his mouth as her tongue flailed against his. And now he could feel each of George’s thrusts. The energy of them pulsing through Theresa’s body pushing her closer and closer to a climax.
 

“You two ready?” Martha asked.
 

Nigel, mouth still on Theresa’s, did his best to nod.
 

“Mmm! Mmm-hmm!” Theresa moaned into his mouth.
 

He felt the moment her climax began. A moment later the pressure between his legs burst, overflowing out the head of his cock in a glorious bath of sticky warmth coating shaft as Martha stroked him.
 

His eyes flew open when Theresa put a hand on the back of his neck. She was staring at him like she was about to crawl inside his soul. “He’s coming inside me,” she panted. She screamed as another climax took her.
 

Nigel let out a loud groan as Martha’s manipulations sent him soaring over another peak. He stared at Theresa, her face contorted by pleasure, knowing that George was dumping a load of hot and potent seed into her belly. His own body convulsed at the thought and he had to lean back against the couch to keep from cramping up.
 

Martha’s hand moved with steady and even pressure along his cum-covered cock.
 

Theresa’s eyes fluttered open as George’s thrusts slowed. She looked up at Nigel nearly cross-eyed and in a daze.
 

George held himself inside her for a moment. Then he unhitched his cock from her cunt. Paid no attention to the splatter of his semen on the tabletop as it came drooling out of her pussy. Turned and walked back over to the hutch with his empty glass, pecker still hanging out of his pants and poured himself a drink.
 

“Fix me one of those too, baby,” Martha said getting up and walking over to where he was standing. Leaving Theresa on all fours on the table and Nigel sitting on the couch covered in his own mess.
 

Theresa stirred from her stupor. Looked around in disbelief at what had just happened. Crawled forward and onto Nigel and pressed her mouth against his in a deep kiss. Didn’t seem to care that she was naked or that George and Martha were casually sipping drinks by the kitchen. She looked up into Nigel’s eyes. “I think I want to go to bed,” she whispered.
 

Nigel nodded and kissed her again. Even though he’d just spent his cock hadn’t softened a bit. All he could think about was stuffing it inside her and making her his again. He helped her stand then stood up himself.
 

Theresa, suddenly shy, picked up her shirt and used it to cover herself.
 

“I think…I think we’re gonna’ go to bed,” Nigel muttered.
 

George looked over his shoulder at them. Martha wasn’t paying attention. “Huh? Oh yeah, sure,” George said. “You two have a good sleep, okay?”
 

They were up the stairs before he’d finished speaking.
 

“That was insane,” Theresa whispered as she stumbled into the bedroom, hand pressed against her head. “Was that insane?” she asked, turning to Nigel.
 

“That was insane,” he said, hands on her cheeks and kissing her again.
 

They tumbled into bed, Nigel rolling onto her, easing her legs open with his knee and slipping between them. His cock was throbbing and ready but the pressure had eased and he was ready to do his duty. To be the man she needed. “Theresa,” he whispered.
 

She locked eyes with him. “Was I a good slut?”
 

“You were a good little whore,” he said.
 

“George came in me again, Nigel. My pussy’s filled with his cum. Only naughty little sluts let another man do that.”
 

Nigel gritted his teeth and stabbed his prick into her sodden cunt.
 

She gasped and arched her back. “Naughty little sluts need to be punished for being bad. Or else they’ll do it again.”
 

He cocked his hips and slammed back into her. Put his hand on her neck and squeezed it.
 

She flailed beneath him, arms out at her sides, legs splayed wide open, loving the fucking he was giving her.
 

That only urged him on. His hips started bucking, cock trowelling in and out of her cum-filled pussy. He felt the faint beginnings of his ascent to pleasure. But Theresa was well ahead of him and he knew he could finish her. Doubled down, fucking her harder, her feet flying back and forth next to his head. He rose up and allowed himself the pleasure of watching his cock moving in and out of her. Grabbed her ankles and held her open. “You dirty little whore,” he growled.
 

“Oh yeah!” she shouted. “Fuck the dirty little whore out of me!”
 

Nigel fell back down onto her. Hitched her thighs up onto his and curled over her, fucking straight down into her pussy.
 

“Oh fuck. Oh Nigel. Just like that. You’re gonna’ make me come baby. I’m so close. I’m gonna’ come all over your cock!”
 

He felt her pussy squeeze.
 

She wrapped her arms around his back and ground her pelvis against his. Let out a pained moan and threw her head to one side as her climax took her.
 

Nigel felt a pride rise inside him as he finished her off. When the tension left her body he closed his eyes, let the visual of George plowing her from behind form in his mind and shot up to yet another powerful orgasm. He came down slowly, thrusts slowing, stretching out the pleasure from the wet heat of her sex. Finally he stopped and eased himself out of her. Rolled off to the side and put a hand on her cheek.
 

Her eyes opened again. “Oh, Nigel,” she whispered.
 

“Baby,” he said back. He’d never felt this close to her before. “You okay?” he asked.
 

“Perfect,” she sighed.
 

Nigel bit his lip. The nagging doubts that had haunted him before they’d pulled the trigger on this crazy adventure seemed distant now. But through the pleasant afterglow a more pressing worry came worming into his mind. As hot as it had been knowing George was coming inside her it was still incredibly dangerous. He opened his mouth but didn’t want to ruin the perfect moment they were having. Decided that tomorrow he’d bring it up with her.
 

“Was it sexy?” she asked.
 

“It was so hot,” he replied.
 

She put a hand on his cheek. “Then why are you worrying?”
 

He smiled at her and kissed her gently on the lips. “I’m not. Really,” he lied.
 

She wiggled under the covers. “Then come here and spoon me,” she said.
 

Nigel got up and blew out the candles still burning in the room then crawled back into bed and wrapped his arms around Theresa.
 

They were both asleep moments later.
 






Chapter Twenty-one

 


Nigel was awakened from a dreamless sleep by the pleasant feeling of a warm hand on his crotch. Rubbing his eyes to try and clear his foggy head he smiled and turned his head. A jolt of nerves hit him as he opened his eyes.
 

Martha was lying next to him, stark naked her enormous breasts sagging sideways, head propped up on one hand. Her other hand was between his legs cupping and gently kneading his ball sack.
 

His instinct was to try and scramble away. Seeing her next to him sent his mind into a confused spin. Why was Martha in his bed? Did Theresa know she was fondling him? And, most importantly, where in the fuck was Theresa? “Wh-what are you doing here?” he stammered, trying to move away.
 

Martha’s grip on his testicles was soft and pleasant but tight enough that putting some distance between them was out of the question. “Morning sleepy-head,” she said, her eyes roaming down his body. She let go of his nuts and grabbed his semi-erect cock and gave it a few pumps. “You were out like a light. Have a good sleep?”
 

“I…uh, yeah. Sure. It was…I was passed out. Where’s Theresa?”
 

Martha smiled a little wider at the question. “Don’t worry. She’s in good hands.”
 

Another jolt, this time more panicked, at finding out that Theresa was with the only other pair of hands in the place. George’s. His head shot the other way, eyes darting to the door left slightly ajar. He stopped breathing, trying to listen for any sound that might reveal what the hell was going on. Watching George fucking his wife was one thing. Finding out she was getting fucked in the other room, without Nigel there to watch, was quite another. “I should…I think I should probably…” he said, then trailed off. How did one phrase the need he felt? To make sure Theresa was alright; to make sure…what? That perhaps, without him there, something untoward wasn’t going on? What could be more untoward then letting another man fuck her? Letting another man — a more experienced man, a man she had a history with — fuck her unsupervised. That was what.
 

“Hey,” Martha whispered, lovingly stroking his cock. “Relax. She’s just fine.”
 

Nigel felt his panic rising, despite the reassurance. Logically it was a ridiculous worry. George was married. Nigel had let him have his way with Theresa twice already. What could possibly happen? But the worry wouldn’t go away. Tapping at the base of his brain. What if George managed to somehow, with his magic hands and his big cock, drive a wedge between them? “I really think I should go and see what’s going on,” Nigel said, trying to keep the shake out of his voice. To his surprise, Martha let go of his cock.
 

He looked at her in disbelief.
 

“Suit yourself,” she said. “Go and take a peek. I’ll be waiting right here.”
 

Nigel scrambled out of bed before she had a chance to change her mind. He darted across the room, stumbled on his way through the door and only realized when he was already standing on the balcony landing that he was still completely naked himself. He grabbed the railing and peered over into the living room. His heart seized then jumped into his throat with a kick and started pumping again.
 

His beautiful Theresa was perched on the back edge of the sofa. She, too, wasn’t wearing a single scrap of clothing. Her legs were spread, toes curling ever so slowly. George was on his knees between her thighs, his mouth pressed to her clit, working his middle finger slowly in and out of her pussy as he ate her out. Theresa’s hand was on his head, fingers running through his hair. Her eyes were closed but her lips were parted, her body undulating at George’s wet caresses.
 

Nigel stood there staring at her for what felt like an eternity. He was shaken from his stupor when she sucked in a sharp breath, then let out a tiny squeak. Nigel started slowly descending the stairs, hanging onto the railing because he could not tear his eyes away from Theresa.
 

“You like that?” George asked. “Your pussy like the way that feels?”
 

Theresa opened her eyes and looked down at him with lust burning in her eyes. She bit her lip. “Yes,” she whispered.
 

“Hang on then,” George said. “I’m gonna’ show this pussy a good time.” He re-attached himself to her clitoris and started fingering her again.
 

Theresa put both hands on his head and started breathing heavily. She noticed Nigel when he stumbled down the last two stairs and stood frozen in place staring at her. A slightly guilty look formed on her expression. It was swept away by a wave of bliss from something George did to her sex. Her back arched and she pulled his head tighter into her groin. Looked at Nigel and a smile fluttered across her lips. “It’s okay,” she mouthed. “Go upstairs,” and nodded toward the bedroom. A moment later she was lost in ecstasy again, eyes closed, her body trembling as George edged her toward a climax.
 

It’s okay? Go upstairs?
 

Nigel wasn’t sure what the first sentence was supposed to mean. The second sentence was clear but could he really leave her there? The thought of Martha waiting for him in the bedroom was kind of naughty and kind of hot. Then it occurred to him that he’d probably be getting a similar treatment if he went back to the bedroom. And somehow that seemed like more fun than standing there and watching Theresa have her clit suckled. Balanced things out. Or at least so it seemed in his aroused and nervous state. He climbed back up the stairs, glancing down at Theresa from the top landing one last time.
 

It jolted him again when he saw George looking up into her eyes and Theresa staring down into his and playing with his hair. It seemed to intimate a moment for them to be sharing. This wasn’t George pounding her doggy style. This was different. He jumped when a hand circled his waist and grabbed his cock.
 

“She sure is pretty,” she said.
 

Nigel nodded.
 

“Come on, sugar. Let’s you and I have some fun, too.” She took him by the hand, pried him off the railing and led him into the bedroom. Threw him onto the bed with a surprisingly aggressive shove.
 

Nigel got his first good long look at her naked curvy frame. Her big breasts were capped with long stiff nipples. Her waist was narrow but had a little padding. Her hips and thighs were the sort of thick that made you want to grab and pound. And while Nigel preferred his petite wife, there was something deliciously alluring about Martha’s sort of femininity. Her ample frame a signal that she had enough reserves to nurse offspring. Everything about her screamed “take me and fuck me.”
 

“Like what you see?” she asked with a smirk.
 

Nigel swallowed and gave a sheepish nod.
 

“Good,” Martha purred. “I do to.” She sank down onto her knees and spread his legs. Opened her full lips, flicked out her tongue and licked Nigel’s cock like it was an ice cream cone.
 

It hardened in an instant when she licked it again.
 

She got up over top of it with her mouth and swirled her tongue around the head.
 

“Oh shit,” Nigel said, already shaking with pleasure. The sight of Theresa with George between her legs had built the pressure right back up between his legs. Now he felt like another feather touch would blow all his nut out into Martha’s mouth.
 

“Uh-oh,” Martha said, chuckling. “Someone’s a little too excited. That’s enough of that then.” She let go of his cock, rose up and crawled onto the bed on top of him. Sat down on his lap, mashing his cock against his abdomen with her damp snatch.
 

“Ungh,” Nigel grunted. His hips bucked beneath her, his body desperate to release it’s seed so close to her wet hole.
 

Martha leaned over him. Her tits sagged over his chest. She grabbed his wrists and pinned them to the bed. “Oh no you don’t,” she said, rising up onto all fours and depriving him of her moist heat. “We’ve got to practice, remember Nigel?”
 

He looked up into her eyes. This was all so shocking but somehow deliriously arousing. Martha his stern but gentle sex coach who was going to teach him how to fuck. “I fucked good last night,” he blurted out. “Afterwards, I mean,” he added. Felt himself blush with embarrassment at trying to please her.
 

Martha smiled. “Good. That’s real good, Nigel. But you’ve got to fuck good all the time. Not just after you see your little slut with another man. The better you fuck, the lower the chance she’ll go looking somewhere else.”
 

“What?” Nigel said, eyes widening in horror.
 

“I’m just messing with you,” Martha said, chuckling. “But a handsome stud like you should know how to last. You ready for your lesson?”
 

Nigel let out a relieved sigh, then nodded.
 

Martha grazed his cock with her wet slit.
 

“Oh shit,” Nigel said, voice wobbly as he looked down between his legs. He was on the edge again.
 

“Squeeze it, Nigel. Squeeze and hold it in,” Martha ordered.
 

Grimacing, Nigel squeezed the muscles in his crotch to try and stem the tide of his ejaculation. He felt himself teetering on the edge then felt the tide recede, the hot fog dissipate from his mind as he pulled back from spilling.
 

“Good boy,” Martha said. She looked down at his twitching prick. “You did it,” she said, patting his cheek. “Let’s get you cooled off a bit. You like big titties?” She held up one of her breasts.
 

Nigel, at a loss as to how to respond, shrugged. “I guess?”
 

Martha chuckled. She mashed her tit against his mouth. The stiff nipple popped through his lips. “That’s nice,” Martha said. “Now suck the same way you sucked my clit. Martha likes a suckling.” She closed her eyes.
 

Wide-eyed Nigel had little choice but to obey. He started suckling her the same way, just like she’d said. A few moments later and she was grunting and humming above him, obviously pleased with his performance. She put a hand between her legs and the room filled with the wet sound of her rubbing her slick pussy. “Oh yeah,” she groaned. “Just like that Nigel.”
 

Nigel kept up his sucking, occasionally flicking her nipple with his tongue. He felt her body tense.
 

She twisted sideways. “Aaaand…there it is,” she growled above him. Her body shook and a moment later a splat of wet landed on Nigel’s crotch. Martha opened her eyes and smiled. “That was nice. You cool off yet?”
 

Nigel still felt pretty aroused but not nearly as close as he had been. He nodded. “I think so,” he said.
 

“Want to know what older pussy feels like?” she asked, grinning.
 

Nigel’s jaw dropped. He heard Theresa squeal downstairs. At the same moment he felt Martha’s hand on his cock, then the blissful succour of her warm, wet folds as they ensconced him. He stared down between them, watching in stunned silence as his prick was gobbled into Martha’s furry snatch.
 

She came to a rest on his lap and wiggled her hips. “You feel nice,” she said quietly.
 

Theresa’s mewl distracted him from being inside Martha. He looked toward the door, feeling desperate to find out what was going on in the living room. His eyes darted to Martha’s.
 

“You want to know what’s happening don’t you?” she teased.
 

“Yes,” Nigel said. “I really do.”
 

“Okay,” she said, sighing as she unsheathed him from herself and swung her leg over him so he could get up.
 

He scrambled up and off the bed. Staggered over to the door, bracing himself against the frame as he left the room. His cock was painfully erect again. He peered out over the railing and covered his mouth with a hand as he gasped at what he saw.
 

Theresa was lying on the couch, legs splayed, on up over the headrest, the other dangling down toward the floor. The position gave Nigel a perfect view of her perfectly pink pussy. It was redder than usual, obviously raw from the attention George had given it. Seeping out the tiny eyelet of her entrance and through her puffy labia, was yet another deposit of George’s genetic material. Scanning the room Nigel found George at the sink, chugging a tall glass of water, no doubt to replenish himself for another round with Theresa.
 

“Oh isn’t that pretty,” Martha said, coming to stand next to him.
 

“No,” Nigel muttered. “No, no, no.” He turned and looked at Theresa, panicking. “No!” he barked. “She’s not…she’s not on anything!” he shouted, grabbing his head with his hands. “This is terrible!”
 

“Oh sweetheart!” Martha said, rubbing his back. “Oh honey I thought you knew!”
 

“Knew?” Nigel squawked. “Knew what?”
 

Theresa looked at him with empathy in her eyes. “Nigel the reason George and I don’t have any kids is because he’s sterile.”
 

Nigel nearly swooned in relief.
 






Chapter Twenty-two

 


“Sterile,” he whispered, breathing deeply to try and calm himself. “Sterile,” he repeated. He turned and looked at Theresa.
 

She looked woozy. Drunk. Her eyes opened and she looked up at him with an angelic smile that melted his heart.
 

“Wait,” Martha said. “So this whole time you thought George was firing live ones? And you let him?”
 

Nigel turned to her, mortified by her revelation. He was surprised to find her grinning.
 

“Wow, Nigel,” she said. “You’re way kinkier than I thought.”
 

He looked down at Theresa again still holding his head with one hand. “Did she know?” he asked.
 

“Course she did. We’ve known her a long time, remember? Some secrets you can’t keep.”
 

He walked around Martha, down the steps and over to the couch where Theresa was lying. Knelt beside her, oblivious that all four of them were still completely naked.
 

“Hi Nigel,” she whispered.
 

“Baby,” he said.
 

“I woke up early,” she said, then bit her lip. “And I felt kind of naughty.” She looked up at him smiling but looking a little guilty. “Is that okay? I sent Martha up to keep you company.”
 

Nigel’s eyes roamed along the body of this beautiful creature he was lucky to call a wife. He cupped her face with one hand. “Baby,” he whispered again.
 

“What is it?” she asked.
 

“You knew he was sterile,” he said.
 

Theresa giggled. “Of course I did, silly,” she said. “You got so turned on by it that I figured it wouldn’t hurt to string you along for a bit. Did Martha tell you?”
 

“She did just now,” he said.
 

“That’s some seriously kinky shit, baby,” she said.
 

“I didn’t…I didn’t know that…”
 

“Hey it’s okay. It’s okay,” Theresa said, slurring her S’s a bit.
 

A sudden and urgent need gripped him. To bring back some normalcy to this crazy situation. A wet sucking sound made him turn toward the kitchen.
 

Martha was on her knees, mouth over George’s cock hauling it to life. George stood over her with his head tipped back finishing another glass of water.
 

“Come upstairs with me?” Nigel said to Theresa.
 

She smiled. “Of course. You’re going to have to help me up, though.”
 

He did. Took her by the hand and eased her up off the couch. His heart skipped a beat as he watched her walking with her legs spread far wider than usual. “Are you okay?” he asked.
 

“Just a little sore. That was…a lot of sex.”
 

Nigel nodded. He guided her up the stairs, doing his best to ignore the oral attention Martha was giving George. As they got to the landing he heard a click, followed by a hum. Lights and clocks and appliances all turned on at once.
 

“Hey,” George said from downstairs. “Would you look at that? Power’s back online.”
 

Nigel put his arm around Theresa and escorted her into the bedroom. Laid her down on the bed and lay down next to her. Looked deep into her eyes. “This was…crazy.”
 

She giggled. “Yeah, it was pretty crazy.”
 

He knew she probably didn’t want him probing her with questions. But the questions kept coming and wouldn’t relent.
 

“Uh oh,” Theresa said. “I thought you were bringing me up here to…you know.” She giggled again. “But it looks like you’re getting all…”
 

“Thinky,” he interrupted. “I know. I know you don’t want me to be but I’ve got to ask you something, Theresa.”
 

She smiled instead of scowling. “Of course you can,” she said softly.
 

He pulled the covers up over them. Somehow being naked didn’t feel right now. He took a deep breath, held it, then sighed and looked at her again. “Did you…know this was going to happen?” he asked. He expected shock or outrage. He got neither. The way Theresa’s eyes drifted up to the ceiling, the way she chewed her lip as she thought about her answer twisted his guts and took his breath away. If she’d walked into this with even an inkling of what it might come to, well that would just…
 

“Okay,” she said. “If you want to have this conversation…” she began, then trailed off. “I guess…I guess we have to have this conversation, don’t we?” she asked.
 

He swallowed back the tightness in his throat. “I mean we don’t, I suppose,” he replied.
 

She shook her head. “But it’d be better if we did. Right?”
 

“I think so,” he replied. “But I mean if it’s not something you want to…”
 

“We can’t just pretend this didn’t happen,” she said, looking out through the window. The grey clouds had lightened but were still thick and threatening. Big fat snowflakes were falling outside.
 

“I didn’t say I wanted to…”
 

“No I know you didn’t.” She turned to look at him again. “You deserve this. You’re my husband. I’m just…I guess I’m kind of scared of where we might end up.” She pursed her lips.
 

He almost made a promise. Almost told her that no matter what she said everything would be alright. That they’d still be happy newlyweds no matter what she told him. But that wasn’t right. He had no idea how he would feel after they talked. And if he deserved knowing what she was about to tell him then she deserved his honesty and not empty promises. “It kind of scares me, too. But here we are. All I can say is that I love you. And that I’m going to fight like hell for it to stay that way. Whatever you say.”
 

Her brow arched. The corners of her eyes moistened. “Nigel,” she said quietly. She put a hand on his face and rubbed his cheek with her thumb. Her nostrils flared and she took a deep breath. Blinked the mistiness in her eyes away. “I didn’t think this was going to happen,” she said after a long pause.
 

That sent a big, hot wave of relief crashing over him. He could see in her eyes she wasn’t making that up. It was written all over her face, too. It wasn’t the whole story but it was the core of it and that was good. A lot better than hearing “I always knew George and I were going to fuck.”
 

“I…” she began, then hesitated.
 

He put his hand on her face this time. Smiled a warm smile. “That was the important part,” he whispered, then kissed her forehead. “You decide if you want to tell me the rest or not.” He pulled away to give her some space and rolled onto his back to stare at the ceiling.
 

A long silence passed.
 

“If you hadn’t told me my story about the hot tub turned you on none of this would have happened.” She paused and thought. “Actually if George hadn’t showed up while we were having sex that day this probably wouldn’t have happened either. But then you got so, oh god, I still remember how you fucked me after he checked me out.”
 

“Really?” Nigel asked, chest swelling with pride.
 

“You were so possessive,” she cooed, rubbing his chest with her hand. “You were like an animal. I loved it,” she whispered.
 

Well that was alright.
 

“Then the whole hot tub thing happened and that night was hot. And then, well, you brought him to my room. So I figured that was probably what you wanted. Since you, like, you know, said that.” She giggled.
 

He turned to look at her and laughed, loving how light he felt now. Then her smile faded and his stomach sank.
 

She sighed and looked into his eyes. “But…”
 

He waited a few moments before echoing “but?”
 

“But before any of this happened, before we were married, before I knew you…yeah.”
 

“Yeah?”
 

“Yeah I wanted to fuck George. Or, I think I wanted George to fuck me,” she said looking away and into the past.
 

That sent a thrilling shiver racing through him. It was tinged with jealousy but not too much. Theresa had a past. He couldn’t change that. She used to be her own person and not his wife. Now she was both. And somehow Nigel was okay with that.
 

“Does that make me bad? Does that make what we did bad?” she asked.
 

He rolled onto his side, tucked his hand under the covers and ran it over her smooth stomach, then slowly down in between her legs. He felt her back arch as she spread her legs for his hand. “That makes you honest,” he whispered close to her ear. “And honesty’s really hot.” He pressed a finger into the line of her cunt and wetness seeped out. He glanced out the window as he rolled onto her.
 

The sun was shinning through a crack in the clouds.
 






Chapter Twenty-three

 


Nigel stood on the dock watching the seaplane puttering across the water. He’d been dreading this trip the first few days they’d been there. Now, somehow, it didn’t seem so bad. He felt a hand fall on his shoulder and turned to see George standing behind him.
 

After the power had turned back on he and Theresa had returned to their cabin and seen very little of Martha and George for the last few days of their stay. Martha made dinners but her and George usually ate separately in their house.
 

And that had been fine. Nigel had had about all of George and Martha he wanted to take. The craziness had been fun but spending the last few days trapped in the cabin under a blanket of snow with Theresa had made up for it. “Hey George,” he said, smiling at him.
 

George seemed uncharacteristically cowed.
 

“Everything alright?” Nigel asked.
 

George looked up at him from under a scowling brow. “Hey man,” he said, sighing. He cleared his throat, looked to the side, then forced himself to look back at Nigel. “I, uh, I wanted to come out here and say something.” That, too, was odd. George at a loss for words.
 

“Yeah sure,” Nigel replied, trying to put him at ease.
 

“Things…we all got kind of carried away there and I just hope…I hope we didn’t totally fuck up your honeymoon, Martha and I. We’re both…” He pointed at his head. “A little fucked.”
 

Nigel stifled a chortle. This was a far different George than the one he’d met nearly a week ago. But he himself felt like a far different Nigel. He’d lived through this bizarre experience and survived. He’d watched his wife have sex with another man and he was still standing. Somehow that felt more masculine than chopping a cord of wood with an axe. He turned to face George and put a hand on his shoulder. “Hey man, I should be thanking you.”
 

“Huh?” George asked, turning up and eyebrow.
 

Nigel smiled. “You taught me how to use an axe,” he said.
 

George smirked and looked a little sheepish.
 

“And you taught me there’s more to a marriage than vows. So, yeah. Thanks, George.” He held out a hand.
 

The tension in George’s body eased. He grabbed Nigel’s hand and pumped it a few times. “You’re a hell of a man, Nigel. Theresa’s lucky to have you in her life.”
 

“She’s lucky to have you, too,” Nigel said.
 

George opened his mouth. Like there was more to say but he wasn’t sure if he should say it.
 

Nigel spared him the trouble of deciding. Turned and looked at the three men stepping out of the plane and onto the dock. They looked like George. Burly. Rugged. Wearing baseball caps with camo patterns.
 

Martha and Theresa walked out of the building as the three started walking up from the dock. “You two say your goodbyes?” Martha asked.
 

Nigel turned to her and smiled. “Sure did,” he said. “What about you?” he asked, looking at Theresa.
 

Martha put an arm around and squeezed her. “Sure did. Now I want you two to promise me that you’ll come back. This time we’ll be…on better behaviour, won’t we sweetheart?” She flashed a saccharine smile at George.
 

George grumbled something and had a hard time looking at them.
 

Theresa looked up at Nigel.
 

He cocked his head in George’s direction.
 

She stepped up to him and wrapped her arms around him in a hug.
 

His came up slowly, not touching her until she squeezed him tighter.
 

“I had a really great time,” she whispered.
 

George blushed.
 

Theresa released him from the awkward hug. She looked at Martha, then back at George. “How about…how about what happens at Moosehurst stays at Moosehurst?”
 

It took a long while but a funny smile finally cracked on Martha’s mouth. She started chuckling. Then George, trying to hide his own smile, started chuckling, too.
 

Theresa shook her head and rolled her eyes.
 

Someone cleared their throat behind them. They all turned to see the three men who’d emerged from the plane staring at them. “This Moosehurst lodge?” one of them asked, breaking into a grin.
 

“It is,” George said, his big man voice back on. “You gentlemen will have to give me a moment, though. I’ve got to get these suitcases to that plane over there,” he said, pointing at their luggage, then the plane.
 

Nigel looked at the three guys. All three of them had their eyes firmly affixed to Theresa. Nigel smiled at George. “You know what, George? Thanks, but I’ve got it.” He bent over and picked up the luggage and lifted it up. “I’ll get these into the plane,” he said to Theresa. “Come when you’re ready.” He shot her a knowing smile.
 

She turned, made a big show of getting on her tiptoes and hugging Martha and George again. Then she adjusted the tight sweater she was wearing. Said “excuse me” and pressed her way between the three guys. “Right behind you,” she said, weaving a hand under Nigel’s arm.
 

He walked her down to the dock knowing full well George and the guys were staring at Theresa’s ass. And that was fine.
 

“I’ll get those in for you,” the pilot said, taking their suitcases.
 

Nigel and Theresa stepped into the plane and took their seats. He put his arm around her. Through the front windows he could see Martha watching them. George and the guys had disappeared. “What were you two talking about?” he asked.
 

Theresa leaned her head against his shoulder. “You know. Girl stuff.”
 

Nigel smirked. “Oh yeah. You ever figure out what was with their big plan to fuck with us?”
 

“There was no plan,” Theresa replied.
 

Nigel’s smile faded. He turned to look at Theresa. She looked up at him. “There wasn’t? You were so sure of yourself. How’d you find out?”
 

“I asked her,” she said.
 

Nigel’s eyebrows went up. “Really? What’d she say?”
 

Theresa shrugged. “They just get lonely up here. We came up all young and sexy — her words not mine — and they just kind of went with it.”
 

“Huh,” Nigel said.
 

Theresa turned to look out the window at Martha again. “I think a lot of that stuff I might have made up in my own mind.”
 

Nigel opened his mouth to voice his confession. He’d never told Theresa about what had happened when she’d been napping. Before he’d brought George to their cabin. He sighed and changed his mind. “Yeah,” he said instead. “Sometimes people do that.” He gave her shoulder a squeeze as the pilot hopped up into the cabin.
 

“Gonna be a beautiful flight back!” he said, giving a thumbs up and grinning.
 

Nigel gave him a thumb up right back and smiled. It was going to be a beautiful flight back.
 



END
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The two flirt with opening their marriage to an alternative lifestyle. But will Norbert be able to stand sharing the gift of his wife.


Taking Her Back

An innocent remark at a party unveils Mark and Keira's hidden desires. 

Unsure at first, the two finally plunge head-first into the hotwife lifestyle. 

As the two progress along their journey a happy balance becomes difficult to find. 

Will Mark succeed at taking back his wife?

Slightly Used

John Dempster finally connects with an old crush. He's shocked to learn she's not at all who he thought she was. 

Christine's party lifestyle is a far cry from the woman he remembers. John is surprised at his own reaction to seeing her with other men. 

But the attraction he felt is still as strong as ever. As more of Christine's lifestyle is revealed John is faced with a difficult choice. 

Can he be the man she needs? Or will their relationship flounder as he tries to be the man she seems to want?



The Sowing Song


Adam wants nothing but happiness for Milena, his bride-to-be. 

When she begs him that they get married in her tiny, isolated village half-way across the world, he can't say no. 

His discovery of the marriage rites Milena must perform lead him down a dark but thrilling path. 

Will Adam be able to endure the week-long ritual? Will he hear the Sowing Song sung?


The Summer House


When Rob overhears his wife Val telling her friend he's not paying enough attention to their marriage he's shocked into action.
 
A romantic evening out to try and patch things up leads to an enthusiastic romp that convinces him he must do more for his wife. 

Val's been talking about a summer house since they first met and Rob finds the perfect one to rent. 

Viktor, the handsome owner, has an eye for Val as soon as they meet. Will Rob be able to put his jealousy aside and live out their newly discovered fantasy?




Dear Diary : A Hotwife Fantasy 

Sam and Kate Parsons have a good life but he wants more attention from his wife. 

When she leaves her diary out, he can't resist the urge to peak inside. 

Her writing reveals a secret about the reason their friends are splitting up: a sexual misadventure that derailed their marriage. 

When Sam confronts Kate about what she wrote, the two embark on a hotwife journey that leads them to the vacation of their life. 

Will their marriage be able to survive? 


The Village Wife: A Hotwife Fantasy


Reg and Jenny have a traditional marriage. He's taught his younger wife to obey and submit to him, as his needs require. 

Their move to the quiet village of Dunning seems perfect for the next step in their life. 

When their new friends mistake Jenny's anklet, a gift from Reg, as the sign of an alternative lifestyle, Reg finds himself too aroused to fend off their advances. 

Jenny only wants to make her husband happy. Reg wants them both to be happy too, but can't control his voyeuristic desires. 

Will he be able to control his urge? Or will Jenny become the village wife? 


Yes : A Hotwife Romance

When his wife receives a friendly massage, Charlie discovers a hidden lust.

After sharing his fantasy with Angie, he's thrilled at her interest but unnerved by her eagerness to try it.

Charlie leads the couple on an erotic journey of voyeurism and wife-sharing.

But will Angie's enthusiasm turn the heat up too high for their marriage?
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