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  Allure of the Bad Boy
*** Disclaimer ***
The following story is a work of fiction. It contains themes of cheating, cuckoldry, voyeurism, exhibitionism and NTR.
This is a work of fiction. All characters depicted are at least 18 years of age. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.
***
ALLURE OF THE BAD BOY
***
"Looks like we have the place to ourselves," Andrea declared with a wicked little smile.
That remark alone was enough to make the front of Jarred's pants grow taught as he pulled into the gravel lot and parked the car. He swallowed, nervously knowing what Andrea had in mind already.
Lately Andrea had been growing more emboldened and adventurous with her sexuality, dabbling in exciting new things. But this... this might be a bit much, even for him. At least the playground was deserted. It was a weekday, and a rather overcast one at that. Even though the humid air was warm, he doubted there'd be anyone else out and about. But still, it made him nervous. How far was Andrea willing to take this? Every day, it seemed like she was getting more reckless.
He glanced across the seat and saw her nibbling on the tip of her fingernail. Her expression filled with nervous energy. She was also trying to wrap her head around it.
Andrea had never been an especially emboldened girl. Jarred had met her in their freshman year in high school. They'd been matched up in chemistry class as partners. It seemed like a perfect fit. They were both unpopular outcasts, soft spoken and shy, distrusting of other students, and very intelligent. They'd bonded over shared interests in video games, superhero movies, and obscure comic books. And neither one had any concept of style. Jarred's mom picked out his clothes, and Andrea wore hand-me-downs from her older sister. She especially favored big baggy hoodies. As their relationship grew, Jarred soon discovered why...
Andrea was stacked! She had always been self-conscious of her body, but as they grew older, Andrea became more and more aware that her body wasn't something to be hidden. At least not from her boyfriend.
Now that they were attending their first year of community college together, at the ambitious age of 18, free of the assholes and dimwits who soured their high school experience, Andrea had begun to blossom. People were nicer in college, less critical, and less likely to hurl insults or obscenities for a cheap laugh from their peers. And as such, Andrea began to dress... flashier.
Right now, Jarred's eyes wandered over her body, and his feelings of nervousness were momentarily overtaken by lust. She wiggled her legs together, like she was trying to warm herself. And maybe she was. Her black miniskirt stopped just above her mid-thighs. Not pleated, but the kind with sexy buttons up one side, if she spread her legs, Jarred knew that skirt would bunch into nothing. She was wearing panties, although Jarred wondered how long that might last. And complimenting that skirt, she had dawned a pair of knee-high brown boots. The kind that weren't meant for hiking...
Rounding out the look was a skin-tight beige top, almost flesh toned and matching her naturally tanned complexion. It was buttoned in the front, and Jarred could almost hear the buttons screaming as they fought to restrain the stretchy material. Beneath that top, Andrea was boasting a pair of tits that exceeded the expectations of most men. At 36FF, it was easy to see why Andrea had been self-conscious in high school. Her breasts earned the glances from the boys, and the scorn from the girls. It was attention that she could do without, especially because Andrea often thought her tits made her look fat. She had a little bit of a tummy, sure, thicker thighs, and a butt to match, but none of it was unappealing.
In fact, Jarred found her curves down-right sexy. They matched her round heart-shaped face. Her long curly brown hair, parted in the middle, helped accentuate that heart-shape. And her full lips, and big brown eyes sold it all.
How this girl had made it through high school without having half the student body vying for her attention was lost on him. Somehow she'd stayed off their radar completely. But their loss was Jarred's gain.
He ran his hand over one her bare thighs. It was smooth and warm. He gave it a squeeze. "You up for this?" He asked.
Her brow pinched together in a look of brief apprehension. Then it departed like a vanishing fog. She nodded, and that mischievous smile grazed her lips once again. She nodded slowly.
"Okay..." Jarred said, and stepped out of the car. His skinny legs trembled beneath his jeans. He adjusted the camera strap around his neck. His reason for bringing it was for alibi purposes-- should anyone cast a questioning glance at the pair of lovers, Jarred figured he could play it off as an amateur photographer and his model. He was aware he'd put too much thought into an excuse, but it comforted him.
Andrea liked it for different reasons...
"Should we get the blankets out of the back?" She asked, stepping up behind him and whispering wetly in his ear. She was teasing him already, and when she pressed her full heavy breasts against the back of his shoulder, the tightness once again returned to the crotch of his pants. The blood racing down to his cock.
He shook his head and swallowed. "L-lets scout around first. Make sure we're alone."
The park stood on the outskirts of town and wasn't wildly popular. A playground with swings, a sliding board, and jungle gym greeted them near the parking lot.
Andrea eyed the low plastic castle-like structure with a thoughtful glint in her eye.
"Too close to the parking lot," Jarred whispered, and sagged with relief when Andrea didn't pester him further about that one. She would, in due time, Jarred knew. And when she found a good spot, there'd be no talking her out of it. She was insistent when an idea came to her.
Past the parking lot was a deserted basketball court. Weeds were sprouting from the cracks in the pavement. Beyond, a cinderblock bathroom. Jarred eyed it.
"Ew," Andrea said at once.
"The doors lock. Nobody is going to question--" he began.
"No way. That's disgusting," she wrinkled her nose cutely.
"Okay, okay." They moved on. Beyond the bathroom, a walking and bike path ran the perimeter of the park, past open meadows and through groves of trees. That might be their best bet...
"Check it out," Andrea remarked, and dashed playfully toward the picnic pavilion. A covered slab of concrete with benches and a rusting charcoal grill sat in the shadow beneath. She hopped adventurously up onto a table top and sashayed her hips.
"Drea, it's wide open. Anyone can see," Jarred glanced up nervously at her. But from this angle, he had quite the view up her skirt. Her panties were blue and velvety.
She plopped down on the table, planted her butt on the edge, and spread her legs. Her skirt inched up and up. "Maybe I want them to see," she teased him. "Ever think of that?"
The crotch of her panties came into view, and she swung her legs slowly back and forth. It was hard not to look. She leaned forward, rested her hands on the edge of the table, and gave her tits a little shake.
It was the sort of behavior that Andrea would be much too bashful to exhibit if someone was around. A lifetime of shyness and self-restraint had begun to fracture with their new adult freedom, and now her sexuality was oozing out. Exploring these previously uncharted horizons was so new and exciting and liberating, that Andrea couldn't bring herself to stop flirting with it.
She seemed to enjoy Jarred's conflict of emotions. She leaned back and braced herself on her arms. She thrust her chest out, and let one boot roam up to Jarred's crotch. She nuzzled his penis with the tip of her toe. "Got your camera ready there, Mr. Photographer?"
Jarred stammered for a second, then remembered. "Oh, uh yeah. Okay, maybe just a few here..." he said, glancing around to triple check that they were alone.
"Better hurry," she teased, biting her lip and throwing her long curly hair back over her shoulders. "You never know who might show up and get a show."
Jarred knew she was bluffing. She'd be just as embarrassed as he, if someone happened to catch them. He brought the camera up anyway. It was an old Nikon, before the days of digital. He'd restored it as a hobby in junior high.
Andrea teased the flap of her skirt up and down in front of her pussy, like she was fanning herself.
Jarred snapped a picture.
She crawled up onto the table, and knelt on all fours, her back arched like a cat, and she tossed her head back and stared sexily at the camera.
Jarred snapped another picture. His cock was hardening, like a turtle unsure if it should come out of its shell. His heart was pounding, and his legs had a small tremble to them. The park was set back from the road, but anyone at any point could pull into the lot and discover what they were doing.
Andrea slid off the table, bent over it, and hiked up her skirt. Her underwear was a thong. She'd only just started wearing those recently, having to acclimate to the wedgie. She peered over her shoulder at the camera.
Jarred resisted the urge to get behind her and take her. Bent over was the easiest, most accessible way of fucking during risky situations. Last week, Andrea had talked Jarred into heart-pounding sex in her kitchen while her older sister and mother were home, watching a movie just out of sight in the living room. Jarred had fought to keep his erection, his anxiety through the roof, as he struggled to stifle his moans.
He snapped more photos. Andrea sauntered around the table and bent forward over it, facing the camera, and smiling her youthful pleasant smile. From this angle, Jarred had a wonderful view down the front of her shirt. Her massive breasts squeezed tightly together in the confines of her shirt.
"Bet you can't wait to play with these," she teased and shook herself until they jiggled.
"God, baby, you're killing me," he admitted. He swallowed, and again turned and glanced around. He was hyper aware of his surroundings, and absolutely terrified, but not wanting this display to stop.
Andrea mounted the table once more, climbing up onto it like a prowling jungle cat. She knelt, and sat back on her heels. Her legs spread wide enough to give Jarred a peek of her panties. She tossed her hair back over her shoulders once more, then did the unthinkable. She hiked up her shirt, all the way to her neck, and revealed her giant breasts. A matching blue silky bra could barely contain them.
"Oh wow," he said. There was no mistaking it now. His cock was tenting in his slacks. His button-down draped loosely over his narrow frame helped hide it, but not fully.
"You like?" she sucked in a breath and bit her bottom lip. Her expression wasn't just forced sexuality. She was actually turned on. She reached into her bra, scooping up her boobs, and pulling them out of her cups, one by one. Her bra tucked beneath them now, her boobs on full display out in the open... naked outside... in public! It was crazy!
Jarred shook with excitement. This was the craziest thing they'd ever done. More crazy than car sex. More crazy the romp in the kitchen, or the quickie in her closet, or the quick flash at their last comic con.
Andrea's boobs were massive, bigger than her head, but they hung perfectly above her cute little tummy. Soft and inviting, with big round pink nipples.
She cupped one for the camera, giving it a squeeze, and then her nipple a soft pinch, before moving on to the other one and doing the same.
Jarred clung to his camera, more for something to focus his attention on. He was absolutely terrified where Andrea was going with this, but here and now... that thought scared him.
She ran her hands up through her hair, holding it above her head like a posing supermodel, then letting it fall around her. She gave her tits a little shake that made them bounce and sway. She giggled. A high naughty giggle.
She started to taunt him. "I'll bet you can't wait to suck on these plump, juicy, ripe melons--"
She trailed off as a figure suddenly stepped casually around the side of the pavilion. A man in dark clothes with a cigarette pinched between two fingers. There were tattoos on his knuckles.
Jarred didn't see him. Andrea peered over her boyfriend's shoulder as she spied the man, and she fell silent for a moment.
"Oh yeah, baby. Your melons are so juicy," Jarred repeated, staring intently through the viewfinder, one hand gripping it tightly, the other roaming down to his crotch.
Andrea peered between Jarred and the stranger behind him. Her tits fully exposed, knelt in an obscene position with her boyfriend talking dirty to her. The man wore an amused smirk across his dark features. Not shocked or horrified. Merely watching.
Andrea started to laugh nervously, unsure, as she alternated her focus. Then her face began to redden, and she slowly started to pull her shirt back down over herself. A nervous smile on her lips.
"Oh, you're gonna tease me with your hard nipples poking through..." Jarred mumbled.
Andrea hardly heard. She was frozen, having been caught in the act. The man only regarded her. There was a very James Dean quality to him-- dark and rugged, mid twenties, his arms covered in tattoos. His dark stringy hair hung around his face, and the stubble of beard. Torn jeans, and a faded band t-shirt, chains, even wrist cuffs. He reminded Andrea of a young Bam Margera... and just as cute...
And he had seen her breasts! Her boobs in full view in a pose that she'd struck to be deliberately sexy. There was an odd thrill to it.
"God, you're making my dick so hard," Jarred murmured lamely.
This earned an even bigger smirk from the man, as he overheard, but made no move to approach. Andrea suddenly felt silly. She felt terribly young-- a foolish girl caught messing around without knowing what she was doing. This man... from the looks of him, was an expert. Out of the league of amateurs like Andrea and Jarred.
A little embarrassed, she cleared her throat before Jarred could utter anymore dumb things. When her boyfriend paused, she tilted her head behind him, and giggled nervously. It was all she could think to do.
Jarred suddenly stiffened, and when he turned and saw the man, his eyes went wide. He looked like a deer staring down a pair of headlights. Then he went into full blown panic mode. He dropped his camera back around his neck, and scrambled to adjust his clothes, tugging his shirt down to hide his boner. Not that it was necessary. His clothes were baggy on his skinny body, and his cock didn't stand out as much as Andrea sometimes pretended it did.
"I... uhh... uhhh..." Jarred cleared his throat, trying to play off like he wasn't talking dirty, but just coughing.
Andrea slid off the picnic table, her skirt catching on the edge and giving the stranger one last flash of her legs and butt. Then she was standing beside her boyfriend.
"Sorry," she giggled, and reddened. Her cheeks flushed with embarrassment, and the ever-so-slight thrill of having been caught. Especially by a stranger who had a dark and sexy allure about him. "We didn't think anyone else was here."
The stranger took a drag on his cigarette and shrugged, his mouth still tilted up at the corner. "There's usually not around this time." He said, and regarded the two that he'd just stumbled upon: college kids. Early college, and former nerds by the looks of them. The guy-- gangly with messy dark hair and a nervous mousy face, dressed in oversized clothes-- slacks and short sleeve plaid. The girl... short. 5'3", maybe, and all of her weight in her curves. Nice booty, little tummy, and big sweet knockers like porn star Brandy Taylor might tote around.
"We'll... umm... we'll get out of your way," Jarred said, nervous and embarrassed. Taking his girlfriend by the hand and hoping to go scampering off. Andrea continued to stare at the man, as though something had passed between them. For some reason, she couldn't take her eyes off of him. The stranger knew a doe-eyed glance when he saw one.
"It's a big park. We can share it. I won't tell anyone what you two were doing," the man promised.
"You're sure?" Jarred asked, like he was expecting some punch-line that would never come.
"I have my own business transaction in a bit. As long as you don't tell anyone about that," he reached into his jeans and produced a baggy, with what appeared to be ground up weeds. It dawned on both of them what that meant.
Jarred looked suddenly uneasy. Neither having been in the presence of a drug dealer before.
"W-we won't," Jarred shook his head. Andrea remained cautiously silent. Quietly regarding the stranger over her boyfriend's shoulder.
A drug dealer. A drug dealer had seen me naked-- the thought raced through her brain. Her heart still pounding harder than ever. The thrill of exhibitionism alone had been nuts enough. Then getting caught by a cute stranger. Now the realization that he was a criminal! She couldn't catch her breath. Should she be afraid? Horrified? Embarrassed? She wasn't sure.
The man smirked. "Just so you know, there's better spots for what you were doing along the bike path," he gestured.
"Oh... um... thanks," Jarred stammered.
"Maybe think about those spots. Unless you want to distract my buyer so I can score a better deal," there was a good natured quality to his smirk. A cavalier brashness to his attitude. A guy who was confident in his power over them, meant them no harm, but was so comfortable in his own body that he couldn't give two shits how this might go down.
"You got it, we'll get out of here so we don't mess anything up," Jarred hunched his shoulders, afraid that by not being humble around this guy, he'd somehow anger him. For a moment, he looked like a rodent about to scurry away. No confidence, just keeping his head down and being a shadow.
For a second, Andrea didn't budge. Then by absolute impulse, she just blurted out the words. "I'm Andrea..." She didn't take her eyes off the stranger. When Jarred paused with confusion in his eyes, Andrea added quickly, "This is Jarred."
"Hi," Jarred threw up a tentative wave, still half hunched over.
"I'm sure you are," the man replied.
For a moment, disappointment on Andrea's normally shy face. How had she suddenly become so emboldened? In any other circumstance, she'd never be so forward with a total stranger. But in this moment, it was like she couldn't stop herself. Her body quivering, her legs shaking, and her heart pounding.
Then she started to leave with Jarred. Halfway to the path, the stranger added "I'm CJ."
Andrea's expression lit up. She had her reward-- a name. "Nice to meet you," she called, stumbling behind Jarred as he led her by the hand, her boots scuffing over loose stones. They shuffled clumsily, Jarred hunching like he was about to be shot at. Andrea peering curiously over her shoulder back at CJ as she was led away down the path, staring at him with cute innocent... or not so innocent curiosity, until she was out of view.
CJ smirked to himself. He'd seen that look before. Starry eyes, and an obvious glance over the shoulder. She was going to rock the skinny guy's world, and the poor sucker would have no idea why.
CJ turned back to the lot and waited.
***
"He was cool about it," Jarred said, his mind still in a daze.
"Yeah, he seems like a genuinely nice guy," Andrea agreed. No sooner were they out of sight of CJ, than Andrea grabbed her boyfriend's hand and nearly dragged him along the path. "C'mon!" She said, eager and urgent.

  Casino Comic Con
  


  Casino Comic Con
NOTE:I generally don't do requests, mostly because if I'm not excited for a project, it's hard for me to commit the time and efforts.BUT... this was an idea that popped into my head that really made me laugh, but it could also be work-shopped to fit a suggestion from a fan.And if I could both fulfill this twisted fantasy AND entertain a loyal reader who feeds my ego with kind words (and an attraction toGalloway), then all the better.That being said... enjoy!(Also, you're going to have to forgive a few errors, since many of these pop culture references in this story did not exist in the time period when Galloway and I... er I mean *Quinn*... were casino security.)
So... there's this horror video game (that I won't name) that made it big recently. The general premise is you're the overnight security guard at a dingy old Chuck-E-Cheese venue. And each night, the creepy 1980's animatronic characters come to life, climb off their stage, and attempt to kill you.
A bit cheesy, yes, but you have to admire the fact that it made the creator— an independent programmer— a millionaire overnight. It was wildly successful, giving way to dozens of sequels, spin offs, merchandise, cartoons, comics, and... well... costumes.
By now, you're asking yourselves "What the fuck does that have to do with casino security?" Or, more importantly, "What the fuck does that have to do with security officers Scott Quinn and Kate Galloway?"
Well, once the hotel officially opened to the public, there was also a convention hall within that would occasionally sell out to companies on team building retreats, wedding receptions, and yes... nerdy comic cons.
A video game where you play as a security guard, a comic convention in our casino, and weirdos in costume... are you starting to see where I'm going with this?
This was certainly a new one for me. And I'm not talking about weird fetish-related group sex.
I've never been to a comic convention, nor have I really had the interest. Don't get me wrong, I can enjoy and appreciate Batman, or Star Wars, or any other movie that appeals to the kid in us. But I also don't make it a lifestyle.
My partner, Kate Galloway, is much the same way. She can nerd out and watch most movies— her favorites surprisingly were military-based. Rambo and Platoon (to name a few). I'll never forget the first time I had her over to my place for a beer and movie night. She browsed my DVD collection and gasped when she saw I had the Rambo collection— particularly the 4th one. "I have so much more respect for you, now that I know you have this." Ever the smart ass, but she was being serious.
But like me, even her favorite movies and video games never appealed to her enough to dress up for them.
On this particular night, I think Officer Kate Galloway appealed to the virginal nerds at the convention much more than their movies did. Galloway was a hottie. Definitely the envy of any horny casino guest or employee with a wandering eye.
Picture a 23 year old Neve Campbell (circa about 1998 or so)— with dark features, eyes that squint cutely and naturally, add Lauren Graham's wild curly hair, dye it to an exaggerated shade of raspberry red, and you have her face. Her face alone was enough to make this girl my biggest crush the instant that we met and became buddies. But her body was rocking. She was tall, about 5'9" and in pretty damn good shape. A great frame with a bigger than average ass, solid thighs with heavy muscle and the hints of definition. A pair of C-cup breasts, with pink puffy nipples (and yes, I've seen them many times at this point). She had a few tattoos scattered about— ankle, shoulder blade, hip, and bicep, as well as a few choice piercings.
Drape that body in a bright blue (and somewhat ugly) "Police" looking uniform with flashy security badge, radio, duty belt, and casino insignia. And tack on the demeanor of a lady cop. When she spoke, her voice was dry, with periodic hints of sarcasm, and the ability to curse like a sailor. Her facial mannerisms were carefully controlled. She had a good poker face, and her ice blue eyes revealed nothing about what went on in her head.
When we first met, I commented that (except for her choice in hair color), she looked, spoke, and carried herself like a female cop. "Thank you," she said, with a half smirk and an amused squint to her eyes as she assessed me. "I went to school to be a cop. So that's what I was going for."
"Yet you ended up here," I said, sitting beside her in the same orientation classroom on the day we were both hired.
"So?" She arched her eyebrow. She wasn't offended. She was testing to see where I was going with this.
"So, it looks like we both make shitty choices."
I think most strangers would find a comment like that offensive. Instead, she snickered.
"We're two peas in a pod then," she replied.
Indeed, she was right. We were instant friends, and thankfully the managers had kept us together— assigning us as partners to almost every posting. We got to know each other, and we grew tight. On our days off, we'd go out for beers, or get take out.
Despite her best efforts to hide her emotions, Galloway wasn't hard to read once you got a feel for her. A tiny smirk when she was amused, or a twitch at the corner of her mouth if she was pissed, or a glazed expression to her eye if she was turned on— which I've had the privilege of seeing more times than I ever thought I would.
We didn't start out as an item. We both dated around, hooking up with other people. For the longest time, Galloway was simply my crush. Maybe it was inevitable, but through a series of events, we started fucking each other— especially on the job. God knows there was ample opportunities at this place. The shifts were long and especially boring— there was a lot of down time as we waited for serious incidents to happen. So to make the time go faster, we'd often find a discreet place to slip off to and fuck each other's brains out.
In bed, her abilities matched her hair. She was certainly a wild one.
To be honest, we never actually classified what we were. We weren't an exclusive "couple". We fucked other people... but yet even if we weren't involved in each other's flings, we always came back to each other— often to fool around while trading wild stories. I think it was our connection that prioritized each other over anyone else. I didn't worry that some hunky stud would steal her from me, and she didn't worry I'd fall for some other girl. We might fuck them, yes, but whatever I had with Galloway wouldn't be broken by someone else. I guess that's what our partnership meant to us.
Either that, or me and Galloway were just too damn easy-going for exclusive relationships. It's hard to be jealous when we're musing and trading stories about slutting around over beers after work.
***
Anyway, now that I've thoroughly bored you readers by repeating my description and back history of my partner (for what is probably the sixth time since I started chronicling our debauchery), back to the story...
"Oh my god," Kate Galloway muttered beside me. "It's like a freakin' cabaret in here."
We both stood frozen in the doorway to the main conference hall. Neither of us had actually seen it finished. The room was huge, adorned in shades of light grays and blues. But that's not what drew our attention.
The room was filled with tables and booths— like an over-sized cubicle maze in any office setting. Only, these cubicles were filled with anything comic, movie, or video game related. There were toys by the boat load, libraries of comic books, a few tables with B-grade actors (that I've never heard of) signing autographs. There were also people by the volumes. And of all of the people who came and went, almost all of them were in some sort of costume, face paint, or goofy outfit.
Superheroes were the most prevalent. But there were also Sci-fi characters from popular fiction, a few characters from TV (I recognized a couple from a zombie show that I absolutely despised), and many more dressed like big fuzzy mascots.
"I never thought I'd say this, but for once, we're not the most absurdly dressed ones in a room," Galloway commented, staring around with a bewildered expression at all of the people coming and going. Indeed, our uniforms often looked (and felt) silly, and Galloway made her distain for them no secret. They were light blue, and made us look like cops in a porno movie with a shitty budget.
"If you want, we can blend in. We'll just have find you a metal bikini to wear," I said distantly. I was equally caught off guard by the sights and sounds around us.
"I've got the hair for it, tonight," Galloway commented. Although Galloway usually threw her maroon hair into a loose ponytail while on duty, tonight she'd branched out by complete coincidence. She was sporting a pair of tight braided pigtails— but not like Pippie Longstocking, as most people would picture. Instead they actually looked kind of tough and military-like.
"Princess Leia never braided her hair into pigtails, moron," I responded. "You look more like Cammy from that Street Fighter movie... if Cammy ever dyed her hair that ridiculous shade of purple."
"It's raspberry, moron. And it really troubles me that you know that, Quinn," She responded.
"Oh, c'mon. Everyone knows how Princess Leia looked in every movie."
"That's not what I meant, ass hat. What disturbs me is that you know that god-awful video game movie."
"Obviously you do too," I smirked. "Otherwise, how would you know it was bad?"
Her cheeks reddened slightly. "Shut up," she said and rested her shoulder against mine, giving me a little shove to throw me off my balance.
The truth was, we weren't really here to enjoy the sights. And we also weren't here to keep the peace. I was pretty sure it wasn't necessary. I couldn't see a bunch of Star Wars geeks being a threat to anyone, really.
We were on door-duty tonight. A pair of double doors led from the convention hall out onto the main gambling floor. And, even though the casino had agreed to allow a comic con on its property, the executives were super up-tight about the costumed characters— particularly people wearing masks and face paint. They weren't so much worried that these goof balls would conceal their faces in order to rob us. The worry was that people under the legal gambling and drinking age would conceal their age with a mask, in order to get out onto the gaming floor and indulge. The legal age to gamble and drink (in our state, anyway) was 21. If you were 18 to 20, you were shit out of luck— even though you were old enough to vote and die for your country.
(Counter intuitive, huh? If "Hell is the impossibility of reason" then truly this casino WAS hell... because nothing ever made sense.)
But if anyone under 21 got out onto the gaming floor, the casino would get hit with an automatic fine (usually something in the neighborhood of 50K). So for that reason, they needed a pair of guards at the door to the convention. If one of the comic book nerds wanted to come out onto the gambling floor, we'd have to ask them to remove their mask or face paint.
I'm not making this shit up either, for the story. It was the same song and dance at Halloween, too.
Tonight, Vic put me and Galloway on door duty.
Not that we had to be super vigilant. I think most of these people were too timid to even approach the door with us there. Even though I was generally filled with dark cynical humor, my face often told the story of a man who wanted a drink and to be anywhere else. And Galloway... well any smokin' hot girl who carries herself with as much confidence as my partner does, is bound to keep the introverts at bay.
Although she did earn a few glances. Quite a few.
It seemed that every other passerby couldn't resist casting a tentative glance at Galloway. She knew it was happening too, and whenever she caught one, she'd offer a polite smile. In my opinion, they should have taken it as a victory, since Galloway isn't nearly as welcoming towards people. But she always did have a soft spot for nervous kids with no confidence.
(I say "kid" loosely— these were all adults mostly in their late teens, or early twenties. But between their meek statures, small physiques, and the way they carried themselves with a complete lack of confidence, it's easy to see why I reflexively call them that.)
At one point, a kid in a pilot's jumpsuit (I'm guessing from Star Wars) walked past and made the mistake of making eye contact with Galloway. She offered him a smile. "Hi," she said.
He immediately blushed. "Hi," he stammered, before darting away.
"Wow," Galloway remarked to me. "Am I really that scary?"
"Totally," I grinned. "A real ball buster."
"That's me," she beamed. "I actually feel kind of bad... but kind of flattered. These guys look at me like some sort of goddess."
"Oh crap. That's all you need is an ego trip," I rolled my eyes.
"Would it kill you to look at me that way?" she smirked.
"Pay better attention, moron. I used to look at you like that all the time."
She was shocked. "When?"
"Back before I saw you naked."
She punched me in the shoulder... hard.
I resisted the urge to rub the bruise. "No, I just mean I was crushing on you pretty hard. Now that I can admit it to you, it's way less awkward for me."
"Good save, asshole. Maybe I'll go chase down that Star Wars nerd and make you jealous. ...Assuming he doesn't run away from me."
"I don't think it'll go well. You're an attractive woman who's being nice to him. He's probably wondering where the punch-line is."
"That is so cruel, Quinn."
"I'm being serious," I responded. "I was a total nerd in my younger years. Believe me, I know."
"You're still a nerd."
"No, I'm mean literally. From 5th grade through 9th, I was the fat kid in class. I had braces, and I had these huge coke-bottle glasses," I explained.
"No fuckin' way."
"Next time you come over, I'll pull out my old photo albums," I was being serious. "My point is, even at that age, I knew I was a big fat dork that pretty girls didn't want to be seen with. So when one would approach me and start talking, it was because there was some cruel joke about to be made."
"But I'm not going to do that," Galloway said.
"They don't know that."
"So what changed for you?" Galloway cocked her eyebrow.
"Lasik cured the big glasses, weight loss made me skinny, and some time with the Army gave me confidence."
"The Army?" Galloway was surprised. "You never told me about that."
"I never told you I was fat either, until just now."
"Touche."
I was dismissive about my time in the military. I didn't like to talk about it for many reasons. But my top reason was— it was none of anyone's business. Unlike the other guys in security who would embellish every little reservist stint like it was Special Forces. They did it to pick up women and score free respect points from their peers. I didn't need either. And usually if I was asked, it was easier to tell them that I was never military, than to answer the slew of questions that followed.
Thankfully, Galloway knew enough about me to not pry.
But she was a little looser in this environment now that I gave her the explanation about the nerds around us. I wasn't blowing smoke. It had come from a place of personal insight.
As the night went on, I came to realize that this was actually one of the more enjoyable postings that I'd had in a long time. Galloway and I stood beside the main doors. We didn't feel like we were under the watchful eyes of the cameras or the uppity patrons. People paid us no mind, so we were pretty free. We were subtle about it, but we sang along to the overhead songs that we knew.
We listened to "Sympathy For the Devil" and chimed in with the chorus of "Woo hoo"s. We bumped asses together, dancing to Ace of Base. When Breaking Benjamin played overhead, Galloway swooned.
"I would have Benjamin's Babies," she told me.
Galloway let herself be a little more approachable to the folks at the convention. Not that they approached her. But she tried.
A few times, she walked up to clusters of guests. "Hey guys, do you want me to take a group picture of you all?" She would ask. If they were guys, they would blush, but they would oblige.
Even though the crowd was predominately male, periodically there were women at the convention too— enjoying the excuse to dawn a costume as well. Most were with guys— probably just friends.
Once in a while, Galloway would try to grow bold. "I think she likes you," she would whisper and wink to one of the guys in the company of a girl.
I shook my head at her in those circumstances. "Probably best if you don't. It could ruin the friendship."
She sighed. "You can lead a horse to water, but you can't make him drink."
"Galloway, you have a big heart, I'll give you that." I said.
She flinched. "What? No I don't"
"Oh c'mon. Yes you do. Somewhere beneath that stoic ice-bitch personality is a big marshmallow. I appreciate what you're trying to do for these guys. It's very sweet. But the best thing is for them to learn to fly, all on their own."
She shrugged. "I guess I'm like a mamma bird."
"I remember you taught Officer Wade to fly," I grinned.
Galloway drifted off at the memory. "That a was fun night," she admitted. I could see the gears turning behind those icy eyes. That night we had helped out a friend who was down in the dumps about a girl who was playing head games. Rather... *Galloway* had helped. Wade wasn't exactly virginal, and he was a good looking guy. He was just too nice for his own good. Galloway had fucked his brains out. Well... both of our brains out. It was her first time experiencing double penetration, and she had taken it like a champ.
I watched her for a minute. Again, she wasn't hard to read, once you knew the subtleties of Kate Galloway's mannerisms. She was replaying that night in her head. And I could tell by the very discreet way that she nibbled the corner of her pouty lips... she was getting a little turned on by thinking about it.
"I know that look," I said to her.
She tore herself away from her memories, snapping back to reality. "Shut up. No you don't." She reddened.
I inched closer and lowered my voice. "So you're not thinking about the way you straddled Wade's lap and rode him, while I slipped in behind you, took you by the hips, and the two of us made a Kate sandwich?"
The shade of red on her cheeks deepened. "That was fun," she giggled a little, but shoved me away. "I know what you're trying to do, asshole."
"What am I trying to do?" I played coy.
"You're trying to get me all hot and bothered, so I put out for you later."
"Maybe I am. Is it working?" I grinned.
"Maybe if you throw on a metal bikini..." Galloway grinned wide enough to reveal her teeth.
"I'm not amused," I remarked. We were both content to let it rest.
***
We stood for a while, people watching and assessing their outfits and costumes. Most of the movie references we (shamefully) got.
The few women who dressed up for the convention that were good looking, often were displaying copious amounts of cleavage. Galloway snickered each time she caught me looking.
"I'm not sure I understand those costumes," Galloway said as a group walked past us. They were dressed like various animals— head to tow, in big fluffy Disney like costumes. They looked like they should be jumping around at a football game.
"Furries," I responded with an amused half-smirk.
"What the hell is that?"
"You don't want to know."
Galloway rolled her eyes and sighed. "Oh god. That means it's like a sex thing, doesn't it?" That was my usual reply whenever Galloway was asking me about a sexual term that could be found on urban dictionary.
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When I started dating my wife, Alexandra ("Alex" to her friends and family), I knew she was going to pull me out of my comfort zone in more ways than one. She was an athletic girl. One of those gym rats who would go for a morning run (even in the bleakest winter days), hit the gym after work, and attend a weekly social sports league (sometimes dodgeball, sometimes volleyball, and sometimes softball-- it always rotated).
She was a tomboy at her core, having grown up with three older brothers, she played a lot of sports, wore minimal makeup, and could crack vulgar jokes and curse like a sailor when the mood struck. She could throw down beers at the bar after her games, bond over cars, and immediately call out her friends on their petty personal drama. She wasn't a passive-aggressive girl. If someone acted pouty around her, it was usually met with a "What's your problem?"
I was very different. I always thought I was in good shape until I met her. One of our first dates involved a rugged hike up a mountainous trail. I was huffing and puffing after only a hundred yards, while she was practically jogging in place, urging me on with comments like "Get tough, pussy." (She never meant it in a mean way, and we both clicked for sure with our sense of humor.)
I ate poorly, whereas she counted carbs and fat. I gave little thought to my appearance-- dressing in basic jeans or khakis and a t-shirt, whereas (despite her upbringing) she knew how to dress herself. And I don't begrudge her that. She worked hard on her body, and she knew how to package and present it well. She was tall, 5'9", and hard and fit. She wasn't the bustiest girl-- sporting a pair of B-cups-- but boy were they perky, and when it was warm out, her nipples were puffy and pink. She had a flat tummy, complimented by a naval piercing, a firm round ass (an asset that she was known for and often spoken of), and long smooth legs with just the slightest hints of muscle definition.
I had drinking buddies who used to argue over which actress she most closely resembled. It was narrowed down between Hilary Swank and Jennifer Garner. I could see the resemblance to both. She had straight brown hair that was usually swept to the side and often covered one of her brown eyes. Her mouth was her dominant feature. It was complimented by perfect white teeth and big dimples.
Alex was also a very social girl. I was a bit of a loner-- monogamous to my comfort zones. Most of her activities involved other people-- drinking, parties, shenanigans, and discovering new places. The types of simple things that most people shied away from-- organizing get-togethers, Captaining sports teams, and asking bosses for raises, were the sorts of things that she didn't hesitate to do.
I'd like to say we were an odd couple, with my shy personality, but the truth was that I was pretty malleable, I was never bored, and she got me to come out of my shell and try new things. She was going to do them anyway... I was just the guy that she wanted to bring along for the ride.
She was also different from me in another way. She willingly volunteered that she was "promiscuous" in her younger days. Her early twenties she had amassed a collection of lovers... one night stands and long term boyfriends, alike. Almost all of them ended abruptly, and I used to speculate as to why...
...until about a year ago...
She had purchased a brand new car, and the attractive salesman (one of those meat head jock douche bags who only wanted to put notches on his belt) had played a pretty expert seduction game with her. I want to say that Alex fell for it, but she's not a moron. She knew what was happening from the start. She let herself be wooed.
I had done my own investigation in private, learning of the exchanges of text messages and belittling jabs that this guy took at me. And finally, after a night of sleuthing, I'd caught them fucking like rabbits in his car. Well... not so much caught as secretly saw. I never confronted Alex about it.
As a guy who's been cheated on in the past, I have to say that this was literally my worst nightmare-- here I finally had a great girl who checked all of the boxes in what I was looking for in another person-- smart, sexy, practical, sense of humor that perfectly matched mine, tough, independent, dominant Alpha-female type. And now she went behind my back and behaved like a common slut.
But I'd also be lying if a shameful part of me wasn't so incredibly turned on. It had been the most intense night of my life. Feelings of dread, rage, jealousy, humiliation, and my own personal insecurities had grown into a monster, and it's name was arousal. I was actually aroused by what she was doing. Was I devastated? Yes! But was I just fucked up enough to stay with her? You bet! I'm an introspective person, and deep down, a guilty part of me rather enjoyed the abuse as much as I hated it.
I looked the other way on the whole night, and our relationship continued as usual. She played it off as though it never happened. I knew better. But I was also hyper vigilant, and was aware that it had been a one time thing with this guy. She had no interest in him long-term. She had been turned on by the thrill. So had I for that matter.
It stayed with me for a long time. She hadn't cheated since. But that was about to change. It was going to happen again. I wasn't sure if I'd feel differently if I caught her in the act again. Would I be more hurt? More into it?
The answer is... I felt exactly the same as before... completely destroyed, and more turned on than ever before. My emotions were at their most raw and primitive. It was like a drug, and I was hooked...
***
It was that time of year again. The time when we'd receive half a dozen invitations to half a dozen different Superbowl parties being hosted by our assortment of friends. When it comes to football, I'm was capable of watching it, understanding it, enjoying the game, but otherwise I'm relatively indifferent on the outcome. Alex was about the same. For us, the excitement was in the party itself, not watching the game. I was in it for the food and booze. She was in it for the friends, company, and conversation.
Our friend Don was the first one to invite us to a party, so his was the one that we picked. He was a pretty quiet mild-mannered guy, but he was a one of those consistent faces at every social sports league that Alex participated in. Sort of the social center of everyone, without having to be loud or boisterous. The "Mayor" of dodgeball. For that reason, he had tons of friends who we never met, and the majority of get-togethers hosted by him were comprised of strangers. Fine with Alex, she didn't mind meeting new people.
He was also one of those perpetual bachelors, so he certainly had the house for hosting parties: massive entertainment center, leather couches, a fully stocked wet-bar, beer pong in the garage, a finished basement with a pool table. He always had a ton of food and booze.
Tonight's party was what we expected. It was a decent turn-out. Alex and I arrived with a bottle of wine-- one of those inexpensive jumbo bottles meant for quantity over quality. "We brought a bottle of Chateau de Cheapo," I grinned at Don when he greeted us.
"I feel like that's not the first time I've heard that joke," Don said as he shook my hand.
"Yeah, it gets old," Alex chimed in, grinning widely. "But he's cute, so I'll keep him."
"What the hell?" I asked, letting my voice raise to a comically high pitch.
Settling into the party, I was at ease to see a few familiar faces. Sara and Andy I knew from dodgeball. Alex greeted each of them with a hug. "Well well, don't you look amazing?" Sara said, then grinned. "You look okay too, Alex." She teased.
This earned a blush from me. "I'm not sure how to respond to that," I admitted.
We made the rounds greeting the handful of familiar faces, but the majority of them were either passing acquaintances, or total strangers. True to the dodgeball league, the majority of them were younger than us. Both Alex and I were in our late twenties, though she was about three years older than me. Many of the heavy drinkers and enthusiastic party-goers were 22 to 25.
Despite the age difference, Alex still turned a few heads. She didn't dress slutty, she dressed classy. Tonight she had on a pair of nice dark jeans that hugged the curve of her hips and butt. A black top. It was breezy and playful, not figure-hugging, but not frumpy either. And a pair of black healed boots gave her a boost of height until her head was almost even with mine. She kept her hair down tonight, and a long sweeping bang occasionally fell across half of her face.
Like I said, not showy, but she looked good.
Her boots clacked their way around the party as we helped ourselves to food and various dips. I found the beer collection and clung to it heavily-- since this was definitely not my scene. I was never at home in parties in the first place, but especially ones where I barely knew anyone. A beer in my hand rapidly became my comfort blanket.
Playing the role of good host, Don kept tabs on us. "Did you guys see the finished basement?" He asked.
"Finished?" Alex asked.
"Well getting there," he admitted. He explained how he still needed to finish the ceiling tiles and lighting.
Of course, this had Alex's attention. Lately she had gotten on this HGTV kick. Apparently this is a woman thing, and I assume it's less about the home renovation and improvement aspect, and more about the male-model pretty boy contractors who swing sledge hammers for the camera. I knew she had a thing for the "Property Brothers" and would often fuck my brains out after an episode. Hey, whatever worked, right?
But the dangerous elements of such shows is that they present a major six-month renovation in the condensed time span of an hour, and women start to think that ripping down walls is easy. As it turns out, Alex is quite handy, and (with the powers of youtube) taught herself construction. In the last several months, she tackled the bathroom, the back bedroom, and the upstairs landing of our house. Between her attention to detail and her obsessive type-A personality, each project only took about a week... thank god. Because I am neither handy, nor do I enjoy stepping over tools and watching clouds of dust roll through our home and coat all of our possessions. During such projects, she would get home from work and throw all of her time, energy, and attention into the project while I kept us fed and stayed out of the way.
Those were times when she would get 'tunnel vision'-- so focused on what she was doing, she would completely tune out and ignore what was going on around her... including me. I've only seen her get that way a few other times... usually when she's drinking...
Lately, her home renovation addiction had cooled off... for now.
"If you need help finishing," Alex said, sipping her beer, "I'd be glad to assist."
"Yes! Please god yes!" I nearly begged. Delighted that for once she'd be making a mess of someone else's house.
"Plus I look damn good in a tool belt," She added with a laugh.
I shook my head. "Miss Modesty."
Don took us downstairs, and I must say, the rec room was pretty impressive. Despite the half finished space, the room was well lit and pleasant. A couple of couches and an entertainment center stood off to one side, the football game was on down here as well. A back-lit wall of alcohol bottles on display lined another wall, as well as a small counter and a row of bar stools. The center of the room was dominated by a pool table. There were a few guys drinking and bantering over the game that had just concluded. There was a lot of shit-talking on the part of the winners. The guys who lost the game made for the basement stairs with their tails between their legs. Nobody was paying much attention to the Superbowl on TV.
I realized that I immediately liked this area better than the upstairs. It wasn't nearly as crowded, so my social anxiety wasn't through the roof. "Guys, this is Alex and Sean," Don introduced us to the pair of guy-friends.
They were young muscular type guys, probably not even a day over 22. They gave us a disinterested nod-- at the age where they were more enthralled by a meaningless game than social interactions. But that doesn't mean I didn't notice their eyes as they assessed my girlfriend. She was the only woman in a roomful of competing men, so maybe they thought a quick evaluation didn't hurt. And aside from her good looks, (as one of my friends once told me) Alex looks like a girl who'd be wild in bed-- acrobatic, aggressive, and rough. I took it as a compliment.
Alex also caught sight of these guys-- particularly how spry and fit they were. "Your new recruits for dodgeball?" She asked.
Don merely shrugged, being coy.
"Well in that case, I might have to head hunt a few. God knows Sean brings nothing to the table," she commented. I wasn't offended. Alex captained her team, and one of her biggest challenges was to find subs to fill in when teammates inevitably called out at the last minute. I've filled in on occasion, but I'm terrible. Can't throw, not very athletic, and not especially coordinated. Like parties, I'm in it more for the food and drink.
The guys overheard and chimed in from the table, following Alex's sarcastic quip. "Oooooh! Burn!" One of them remarked.
"I like her. She's fiesty," said the other.
"You guys want to play?" One of them asked, chalking up his pool cue.
"That's Justin and Mike," Don said. "You don't have to humor them if you don't want to."
Mike and Justin were typical 'bro' types. They were both muscular gym rats. Justin was taller but Mike was better looking. The former was one of those guys who was naturally tan all year round. His face wasn't much to look at. He had a narrow head, like a track runner, and a long crooked Owen Wilson nose. But he had perfect white teeth-- a feature that Alex definitely notices and appreciates. Dirty blonde hair that was spiked, and big muscles with a visible vein jagging its way down his bicep. He was wearing a polo shirt-- the kind of pale pink color that makes you want to just punch him.
Mike was shorter and a little stockier. But he had a broad chest, five-o-clock shadow, and dark curly hair. He wore a perpetual shit eating grin on his face, a black t-shirt that was a size too small-- clearly meant to display his chest, and baggy white gym shorts. One of those guys who'd wear shorts even in the dead of winter, and nobody believes him when he insists that he's not cold.
I don't like to judge a book by its cover, but these were the kind of guys that I'd ordinarily want nothing to do with. Unfortunately, men like this tended to gravitate to Alex, with her fit body, movie-star good looks, and unfiltered guy-type boldness and sense of humor. And she liked men who worked out. I guess what woman doesn't?
They also reminded me of someone-- that same meat head car salesman asshole who talked her out of her panties... The thought of him, alone, working his 'game' and seducing my girlfriend both made my blood boil and my cock spring to life.
I had to think about something else, before I risked an embarrassing bulge waking up in the middle of this party.
"I'm always up for a game," Alex said, inspecting the rack of pool cues on the wall.
And they inspected her, being much less discreet now that her back was turned to them. They could see the way that her jeans hugged the delicious round globes of her ass cheeks. She reached up and her shirt rode up just a tiny bit, giving us a peek at skin. I began to feel a familiar pang in my gut, knowing they were looking.
It was a pang of jealousy... combined with something worse. The guilty little feeling that I sort of enjoyed the fact that these douche bags were appreciating my girlfriend's body.
Don couldn't stay down there with us. He had a party to attend, but asked us to help ourselves to his liquor collection, and there were more beers in the mini fridge behind the bar. Then it was just the four of us.
"So what are the stakes?" Alex asked, selecting her stick and rolling it across the flat felt surface, to check for imperfections. I watched her long slender fingers rolling the stick back and forth, and I knew I wasn't the only one. There was something vaguely sexual about it.
"Well we weren't really playing for money," The guys responded. "Mostly just to get shit-faced. But I'm sure we can always spice things up if the game gets boring."
Now would probably be a good time to point out that Alex is very competitive. When it comes to watching sports, Alex couldn't care less. But when it comes to participating in them, it's a whole other story. Even board games can bring out her sense of competition. We once played a game of Clueduring her nephew's birthday party, and she took to reading everyone's tells, to figure out what cards they were holding (I have an honest face, so I was definitely easy to pick apart). She hates games that she's not good at-- mini-golf, bowling, etc. She fights the battles that she knows she can win. And having grown up with a pool table in her house, and three brothers who are equally as competitive, she figured this would be an easy victory... even if she would be single-handedly carrying our team. And she would... because (in case you haven't figured by now) the only thing I suck at worse than social interactions, are games.
So naturally, I was feeling pulled out of my element, having been volunteered to help back up my girlfriend in a casual game with strangers. And these guys looked like they knew how to do a couple of things-- push her buttons, and relentlessly test the limits of flirting with an attractive girl. These were competitive guys, and as I would soon find out, a boyfriend is merely a foe to be beaten, and a hot woman is a victory to be achieved.
But I didn't know where this was going at first. We were all still mostly sober, so I assumed it would be like any other party. We'd play for a while, until more people would come downstairs and join us, hopefully lose, and let the newcomers play winners so we could finally step away. That was the usual formula.
Tonight was going to be horribly different.
"Teams?" Justin cocked his eyebrow.
"Sean and I versus the two of you," Alex said, as though it was obvious.
"Okay," Justin said in a 'suit yourself' tone of voice. His eyes looked me up and down. "I just wanted to offer to keep things fair." He teased, although I was the one coming away feeling slightly emasculated.
"Don't be a dick," Alex fired back with an easy smile. "Sean might not be the best, but every once in a while he hits a weird winning streak where he makes every shot."
I blushed. "Usually it happens after I tell everyone how much I suck," I admit.
"And the more I drink, the better I get, darlin'," Alex said, throwing back her beer and handing me the empty bottle. "Alex needs another one, Sean," she winked at me.
"Sure thing," I hurried over to the bar.
Mike grinned a broad shit-eating grin. "Do you really get better? Or do just black out and forget how bad you got beat?"
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"I'm not sure this is what I was picturing," Callie admitted, the moment they stepped off the plane and onto the concourse. The airport was stifling hot, and the temperature hit them both like a slap in the face. More than just the heat, it was never more apparent that they weren't in the United States any longer. It was crowded, disorganized, loud, and there were more members of other ethnicities than she had seen in her 26 years in Indiana. Here, she and her husband were the minorities.
"Honey, that's racist," Jake corrected her.
Her eyes widened for a moment and a splash of color appeared across her bright apple cheeks. She looked around at the masses with an apologetic look in her eye. Jake took a moment to savor her discomfort. Callie always did have a very expressive face. Each emotion played across her features, more animated than a Disney princess in a cartoon. And her look of self-questioning embarrassment was one of his favorites. She had a way of darting her head around like an anxious puppy during 4th of July fireworks.
"I just meant, I didn't expect it to be like..."
"A third world country?" He asked.
She reddened again, fearful that someone might overhear their hushed voices. "Now who's being the racist?" she said uneasily, feeling wildly out of place. Indeed, both she and Jake stood out quite a bit in this crowd. Both were fair-skinned with strawberry blonde hair. Their features were very similar. They could have passed for brother and sister, although they weren't. They were newly weds. Callie's straight blonde hair hung down to nearly to her waist. The color was natural, not a hint of dye to it, and she had never done anything daring with it before, why start now? An inch or two longer, and she might have looked like a religious zealot living on a cult compound. Instead, her lack of makeup, honest good looks, small town upbringing, and long hair made her appear like a farmer's daughter, in the most classic sense. As did her hourglass figure. While Jake didn't consider himself a shallow guy, one of the most noticeable features about Callie (save for her nervous bashful smile) was her body. A pair of plump 36DD's sat above a waist that narrowed, then widened again to accommodate full hips and a big perky ass, made perkier by the way she had this cute little tendency to walk on the balls of her feet, giving a quirky bounce to her steps. All of it was accentuated by the outfit that she'd worn for the flight down-- a sundress. From the waist up, bright red and strapless-- almost as red as her cheeks. It hugged her breasts-- if anything, making them stand out even larger and fuller than they already were. And from the waist down, a breezy playful print of red flowers over a white backdrop that stopped at her knees. It wasn't mean to be showy, but each time Jake glanced at her, his eyes were instantly drawn to the bright red, the enormous swell of her chest, and the milky skin that showed.
He thought he saw more than a few men at the airport glance her way. But that might not have just been at Callie, but at him as well.
Jake also stood out as someone not from around here. His skin was just as pale, and he wore a pastel blue short sleeve button down, and white board shorts. Callie often liked to joke that he looked like Macaulay Culkin if the former Home Alone star had grown up to actually look cute and had developed some broad shoulders on his skinny frame. They were tourists, and it was obvious to everyone in the terminal.
Jake appeared far more at ease than Callie felt at the moment. She felt lost, slapped in the face by the reality that the world was a very large place beyond their hometown.
"C'mon," Jake took her by the hand. "It'll be different once we reach the resort."
Callie looked apprehensively at the mob of bustling strangers. "Do you think it's dangerous here? I don't want to get lost in the city." She clutched her purse closer to her body as she pulled her wheelie suitcase behind her.
"We don't need to worry about that. I called the resort ahead of time. They're sending out a guide to drive us and help us settle in. Think of it like a personal butler."
They moved through the crowd until Jake spotted a man with a sign that read "Mr. and Mrs. Decker." Sign aside, he wasn't hard to spot. He towered over much of the crowd like a statue on a pedestal.
"We're the Deckers," Jake greeted the man with a disarming smile. Callie's first impression of their guide was almost immediate intimidation. He was a wall of a man-- easily 6'8". He towered over the two of them. Callie had always considered her 5'6" frame average for a woman, but next to the guide, she felt like a dwarf. Jake too. His 5'8" build suddenly didn't seem so impressive. And the guide's complexion was nearly polar opposite of the newly married couple. He was dark, exotically so. His muscles huge, the smooth black skin of his arms like iron bands, barely contained by the thin breezy white button down that he wore-- somewhat open and casual. Vacation-like. He appraised the happy couple for a moment before extending his enormous paw toward Jake.
"I'm Andre," he said pleasantly with a deep resonant voice. Callie detected an accent. It was thick. French maybe? Callie couldn't fathom a guess as to what sorts of languages and heritage were common around here. Then Andre took her hand and peered into her eyes, lips peeling back to show bright white teeth.
"This is my wife, Callie," Jake said.
Callie's hand seemed to completely disappear in the man's giant paw.
"Welcome to paradise," he said with a piercing gaze that went on for just a moment too long and left Callie dazed and shy. "I promise to take good care of you while you're staying with us."
"Thank you," she smiled bashfully. When he finally released her hand, his eyes flicked momentarily to her chest.
It was nothing that Callie hadn't experienced before. Ever since she developed, her breasts had attracted attention. Often, she used them as a ploy to make Jake run late for work, or to arouse him at inappropriate moments. The way they reduced Jake into a stammering mess of raging hormones amused her. But from a stranger it was a little different... she was still processing how she felt about it, when Andre's eyes lifted from her chest right back to her eyes. He'd been caught looking. They both knew it. But instead of apologize, or shy away, he merely smiled. Oops... no big deal, right?
After what felt an eternity, Andre stooped and retrieved her luggage. He tossed the suitcase easily over one shoulder and helped Jake lug his. The man's biceps straining the fabric of his shirt, threatening to tear through like the Hulk.
Black men were not something that Callie was accustomed to. In their high school back home, there had only been one black student in their entire graduating class of 500, and he was about as threatening and built as a Teddy Bear. When Callie had been a cheerleader during her sophomore year, even the basketball team was all white.
It wasn't that her town was deliberately racist. Sure, they had their share of cantankerous ultra conservatives who subscribed to the old world prejudices about blacks, and while growing up, Callie had heard most of them with disinterested ears, choosing to believe the best in people. But now that she was a fish out of water in this foreign land, all of those ignorant stereotypes floated to the front of her brain, whispered by men who would find their guide intimidating.
Callie reflected on all of them, as she curiously watched Andre steer them through the airport and to a waiting car. His back was broad and his posture, confident. He spoke in his deep accented voice as they walked. "The resort is very safe. But outside of the walls, I don't recommend that you travel alone. There are many pickpockets, thieves, and worse..." He cast a glance at Callie as he said this last part.
Then they were in the resort's luxury car, and on the way through town, crossing toward their little private retreat.
Jake took Callie's hand as she peered out the window, watching the city slip past. She was certainly awed.
"Not in Kansas anymore?" He asked knowingly.
She shook her head. Callie hadn't been much for traveling. Hell, she had barely traveled out of her home town, except for college. And even after college, she had moved back home, married Jake-- who she'd known since practically kindergarten when he shared his crayons with her on the first day--and recently they'd bought a house just down the street from her mother. Hell, Callie and Jake even worked for the same high school that they'd graduated from-- a rural school where students wore hunter camouflage, or letterman jackets.
Jake had been much more fearless-- going to college a few hours further from home. He'd even shown no fear climbing onto the horse for the first time at Callie's childhood home. Jake might not have been the most adventurous type, but he was up for pretty much anything that Callie found interesting. Which was how they ended up here. Before the wedding, they'd been talking about honeymoons, and Callie had shrugged in that uncertain way that she always did. "Oh, I don't know." She had said, almost afraid to commit to anything, and wishing that Jake would take the lead. But she knew that wouldn't happen. So she initiated the first suggestion. "How about some place beautiful and beachy?"
Jake had smiled, and replied, "Then let's make that happen."
Now here they were, in the back of a bumpy little rental, passing through the pothole ridden streets of an impoverished area. Their car drew glances from the passing pedestrians, and Callie felt an overwhelming urge to slouch and hide.
When she glanced forward, she caught Andre's eyes in the rearview mirror.
"So you are newly weds, ah?" He asked.
"Yep, tied the knot a few days ago," Jake admitted.
"I'm sure it was beautiful," Andre said. Once again, when Callie glanced up, she found his eyes on hers in the mirror. The heat rose to her face, and her eyes darted away, with a strange sense that Andre's would always follow-- like a hungry confident jungle cat.
"It rained the entire ceremony," Jake explained.
This earned a laugh from Andre. A deep resonant belly laugh. "I don't know if you Americans have the same expression. But rain on a wedding day is said to be good luck."
"So we've been told," Callie said with a smile. "Honestly, we moved everything into the barn and had the ceremony there. It was cozy, actually."
"She would have danced in the rain, if she had to," Jake covered her hand with his.
"Ah, a cowgirl, huh?" Andre said with a shake of his head and cluck of his tongue. "All Americans are."
"Not really," she said. "I just grew up around horses and goats."
"And dogs, and barn cats, and chickens," Jake added.
"So you are farmers?" Andre asked.
"Teachers," Jake said. "I teach ninth grade history, and Callie is a library assistant."
Andre considered this. "If you're in the library, I bet every student has taken a new found interest in reading." His eyes were on Callie as he said this, and she found the blush returning to her face. Was that a flirtation, or was it just a general compliment? She had no way of knowing.
They reached the gates of the resort, and Callie was startled by the amount of security around the place. An enormous wall set it apart from the rest of the city, with closed circuit cameras. An effort had been made to paint it in pleasant pastel shades, and adorn it with flower beds and tropical plants, but at the end of the day, they knew what it was for. They passed a guard booth, and Andre exchanged a wave with the uniformed men who raised the gate and waved him through.
Jake nudged Callie. "Cartel," he whispered from the side of his mouth. Callie rolled her eyes. It had been a running joke that their families had tried to warn them of. "All of those resorts down there are owned by the cartel." They had said. "That's why they can afford to be so luxurious and heavily guarded, and why nobody messes with the resorts. You don't fuck with the cartel."
Callie thought it was utter nonsense, spouted off by the older, more closed minded relics of her family. But that never stopped Jake from cracking jokes about it.
Beyond the gates, it was as though they'd stepped out of the drab old Kansas and into Oz. A whole new world. Sprawling greenery met with sand so white, that Callie needed sunglasses to see it. The ocean was blue-- *actual* blue-- like in a story book. Palm trees lined the walkways and paths. Callie had never seen an actual palm tree in person. Only in the movies. The gardens were lively and vivid. So many colors arranged so perfectly. Sparkling fountains of crystal clear waters danced in the sunlight. Swimming pools, tennis courts, and golf courses seemed to stretch away into eternity.
And at the center of it all, stood the hotel. It looked like a stately palace, painted in subdued colors, with bright attractive accents, and welcoming windows.
"Oh my," Callie said aloud, sounded like a Dorothy to her own ears.
"Welcome to paradise." Andre reiterated.
"It's perfect." Callie said. "I might never want to leave."
"I think you'll enjoy it here," Andre said. He was looking straight at Callie as he said it.
***
Andre helped them with their bags as he showed them to their room.
It took Callie's breath away. The honeymoon suite was on the first floor, in its own private corner of the resort. It was a bungalow style, with a thatched vaulted ceiling, and rich wood décor. The bed looked out onto two balconies on different walls. One faced the deep aqua-marine of the sea. The other faced a tropical pool, with vivid plant life and a waterfall feature. The pool wasn't heavily used, although they spotted a few sunbathers laying nearby, and a man wading waist deep in the water, sipping on a margarita. The bathroom was a frosted glass partition, with a large walk-in rainfall shower and flat stone tile work. It created the effect of showering in a tropical jungle.
"Oh wow," Callie murmured.
"I'll let you two get settled in," Andre said, and allowed a knowing grin to spread across his face. Callie blushed, but she and Jake both laughed lightly at Andre's implication. "I will be available as your personal guide during your stay here."
"What sorts of things are there to do around here?" Jake asked.
Andre's sly smile spread, and his eyes wandered to Callie suggestively. Jake didn't seem to pick up on it, but Callie did, and again was at a loss if he was being flirty or trying to make a joke.
"We have many unspoiled natural rainforests to the south of the resort, with beautiful views, waterfalls, and plant life. However, it is not recommended to go there without a guide. Wildlife is a very real danger."
Callie swallowed. Jake looked intrigued. "Any man-eating dinosaurs?"
Callie rolled her eyes. Andre didn't appear amused as he regarded the short pale white man with the full lips and straw colored hair. It was the first time Callie saw Andre's expression turn from cordial customer-service pleasantness to something more like... contempt? No. That couldn't be it. It was more like a lack of respect, the way an adult would regard an interrupting child.
"Jungle cats, poisonous snakes, and river monsters are not something to be taken lightly, Mr. Decker."
Jake nodded, looking like a guilty child who just got scolded. Callie never saw Jake fold so easily to someone who lectured him. Maybe it was Andre's towering height and impressive physique. He certainly commanded a room, the way he carried himself. Callie was pretty sure that if the building was on fire, she would listen to Andre's direction no matter how many people were trying to talk, or what he told her to do.
Andre must have sensed the atmosphere, because he changed his tone to become cheerful once again. "I am a certified scuba instructor and have a boat, so I could take you out onto the water to see some of our more beautiful reef formations," he explained.
"I always wanted to try that," Jake was enthused.
Callie shook her head, her eyes wide and fearful. She was always a bit scared of the water. "You can do that, I'll sit it out, thank you."
"We also offer zip-lining, spas and massages, we have three restaurants and bars, as well as tennis courts, five swimming pools, and a private golf course."
"Holy moly," Callie declared.
"Of course, if the newly weds want to stay in the room the whole time, I wouldn't blame you. That might be much more fun," he said, giving Jake a wink and looking Callie up and down. Under normal circumstances, she would have found such a gesture creepy. But there was something about Andre that she was much more dismissive toward his remarks. The accent maybe? It had to be. It really illustrated to her that he was of another culture, and therefore his social cues might be different than in America. That made it more forgivable.
Or maybe it was that Andre was attractive. She'd once heard that people were more forgiving toward those that they found attractive. But that raised a new thought in her head. She found Andre attractive. The realization surprised her a bit. Callie never thought of herself as racist, but she also didn't think she'd find a black man attractive. Not that it mattered, because she was married and had promised herself to Jake for the rest of her life. But the idea of this new feeling in the face a man who she didn't think would be her type was startling. It made her break down Andre's attributes in her mind, and assess each one. He was tall. Very tall. Callie knew that the attraction to tall men was instinctual desire that went all the way back to the most primitive parts of the human brain-- the need to have the biggest, strongest protector in the cave. Plus he was muscular. What woman doesn't like a set of big strong arms, and power behind them? He was well dressed. He had a bright smile. And maybe the dark skin wasn't a deal breaker after all. It was different... exotic. Like a dress that surprises her, it was definitely not something she would have picked out on her own, but if tried on, might be a huge confidence boost. Of course there was also the myth about black guys... The one stereotype about black men that seemed to be encouraged by society...
Callie shook that thought away as soon as it began to needle into her brain. Why was she thinking about this? It was the venue-- the vacation. She felt loose, free. This was a place where she could let her hair down without any kind of societal judgments or repercussions to how friends and family would see her. In a world where nobody recognized her and she was free of all obligations aside from her own personal pleasure.
Jake thanked Andre and offered him a tip. Andre instantly dismissed it. "That won't be necessary. I'm more than well compensated," he assured them. "Keep it and buy your lovely bride something that she can enjoy," he winked, and left after wishing them a good trip.
There was something about the way the door clicked when it shut, sealing her alone with her new husband in this tropical paradise. The click resonated in her mind and triggered an excited burst of euphoria that Callie hadn't felt before. They were finally here, they were finally together, and they had nowhere else they had to be!
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The following day of their vacation, Jake and Callie agreed to spend some time laying low and relaxing. Yesterday had been exciting enough for the both of them-- new place in a new part of the world, new sights and sounds, and wild sex out in the open in a mangrove swamp. It had taken a while to come down from the initial excitement of that romp, and they'd returned their rented kayak looking sweaty and guilty. Callie especially wore it on her face-- the expression of a guilty puppy.
After a night where they'd both slept like rocks, they agreed to a lazy day at the beach, enjoying the sand and the ocean. They wouldn't be needing their guide today, which was fine with both of them-- but for reasons that they hadn't told each other. Something about the way Jake had witnessed Andre in a tense situation still nagged at him. And Callie... she had her own reasons for wanting to avoid him. He had seen her and Jake fucking. Yet for some inexplicable reason, not only had she not stopped, but she'd gone harder, faster, and louder. Every time the memory of it came to mind, she could feel that shameful embarrassment, and a hot sensation between her thighs. If they ran into Andre today, she was positive that she'd never stop blushing, no matter how hard she tried to pretend that they hadn't seen each other.
No, just her an Jake doing things today was absolutely for the best.
Shortly after breakfast, they grabbed their towels and headed down to the beach. Callie had swapped out her black bikini for a more colorful one with alternating stripes of black and teal blue. Personally, Jake preferred this one, as the horizontal stripes inadvertently made the curve of Callie's 36dd chest seem to pop out even more. On the walk down to the sand, he found himself eyeing her up.
"What?" she asked, smirking amusedly from the corner of her mouth.
"Just checking out the situation, that's all," he replied innocently.
She followed his eyes, and glanced down at her chest. "Uh huh, the situation... right." She rolled her eyes behind her sunglasses. "I'm just glad I wore a sarong," she said, sashaying her hips slightly to show off the white wrap she wore like a skirt around her hips.
"Wait, you wore a thong?"
"Not thong, you goof. Sa-ronnng," she lightly smacked him with the back of her hand. He came away giggling like an idiot. Callie merely shook her head.
Along the shore, the sand seemed to stretch away in either direction for miles. Clusters of palm trees dotted the landscape, providing shade and a sense of privacy. It wasn't crowded or loud, like the lakeshore vacation spots back home. If anything, there was a sense of calm, and relaxation about it all.
There was another couple nearby-- a husband and wife of about the same age.
"Where'd they get those chairs?" Callie whispered to Jake, suddenly envious. They'd only brought beach towels to sit on.
Jake made his way over, much to the chagrin of Callie's shy humility. "Sorry to bother you, my wife was wondering where you got the lounge chairs?"
Up close, Callie saw they were a small compact Asian couple, but very cute. Their expressions energetic and welcoming.
"Oh, we had to steal them from the pool area," the man responded. No trace of an accent. They were Americans as well.
"Don't tell on us," the wife giggled, and settled her dainty hand into her husband's palm.
"Thanks," Jake said, and set off in that direction at an easy jog.
"You're welcome to join us," the husband and wife duo offered.
"Oh, I don't want to bother you if you're on your honeymoon," Callie waited politely for Jake to come back.
"Oh honey, that ship has sailed," the wife responded with a chuckle. "It's been... what? A year and a half?"
"Two years next week," the husband replied.
The wife's eyebrows raised. "Look at that. I stand corrected."
"Happy anniversary," Callie said.
"Thank you," she wrapped her arm around her husband's. "We actually didn't do a real honeymoon, so I guess you're not far off in calling this our honeymoon."
"Sheesh. Remind me again, why don't you?" The husband shook his head.
"No honeymoon?" Callie asked.
"We decided to wait. Planning a wedding is enough of a hassle without having to tack on what'll probably be the most expensive vacation of our lives."
"You're telling me." Callie smiled. She liked these two. They seemed fun and funny and loving.
The wife stuck her hand out. "I'm Mei. Spelled M-E-I, but pronounced like the month."
"I like that," Callie smiled and shook hands. She couldn't get past how small Mei's hands were.
"Then you'll really like this," Mei continued. "This is my husband, June."
"Get out of town!"
June merely shook his head. "Yeah. As if I wasn't going to have enough problems in school already, my parents gave me a girl's name."
"I love it. That is so cute!" Callie declared. "May and June."
"Oh we know," Mei grinned.
"I'm Callie... like... umm... the state, I guess?" She glanced around and spotted Jake jogging back with two loungers tucked beneath his arms.
"Jackpot!" He declared.
"This is Jake. We just got married. This is our honeymoon," Callie explained as they set up beside their new friends.
"Wow, lucky you two," Mei congratulated them.
Despite Callie's generally introverted nature, she took almost immediately to these two. They were from Washington, but Callie couldn't remember if they'd said the state or the city. And they'd flown down half a week ago.
She and Jake spent most of the late morning lounging in the warm sun with these two, talking and laughing. The four of them got along amazingly well.
Callie couldn't get past how small and cute they were. The times where Mei and June got up for a quick dip in the water, she saw they were both short and skinny. June couldn't have been over 5'4" and Mei was pretty and petite, barely five feet tall. She had perky little boobs hidden behind the small triangles of her black bikini top, a tanned and flat stomach that Callie would have killed for, and slender legs. Her butt was round and tight. Her whole body seemed light and playful. And to illustrate that, her straight black hair was tied back in a casual ponytail that bounced when she walked down to the water.
Callie watched as she and June took a quick dip, laughing as they splashed at each other and kissed in the blue-green waves.
"They're so cool," Callie whispered to Jake.
"Yeah, they are," he agreed.
When they came back, they all promised each other that they'd wait until lunch time to start drinking. It was a promise that they'd kept... but barely. There was a tiki bar just a short walk down the beach, where they ordered drinks and rolls stuffed with crab meat.
Callie had never been much of a drinker, so she was a bit hesitant to start this early, but peer pressure was a powerful factor. She ordered a mimosa.
"Callie can get drunk off of orange juice alone," Jake smirked.
"Shut up," she reddened, but giggled.
"Once during college, we were at a party where they were making fuzzy navels. I decided to do a little social experiment. I didn't put any liquor in Callie's drink. Only orange juice. Half an hour later, she's staggering around, slurring her speech, jumping on the sofa, and acting like an ass."
"Oh god," June laughed, "That is delightfully cruel."
"At least your clothes stayed on," Mei smirked.
"Mei, don't be a pervert," June remarked.
Callie's hand covered her mouth in embarrassment. "Yeah... I felt drunk."
"Right up until I told her that she wasn't drunk. She actually argued with me that she was. She was very insistent that she was smashed. How quickly she sobered up when we told her she'd been drinking only orange juice all night." Jake laughed.
"You're such a jerk," Callie smacked him lightly.
"It was hilarious."
They shared in the laugh as they drank, watching the waves roll across the sand. After noon, more swimmers and sunbathers came out to the beach. They spotted several people among the waves, cooling off.
"Oh there's Andre," Jake nudged Callie and threw a wave to one of the people in the water.
Callie was thankful for her sunglasses, because her eyes suddenly widened in alarm. Her heart sped up. She had been hoping to avoid their guide after the incident yesterday in the mangroves. Now here he was, waving back at them as he waded towards the shore.
"You met him too?" June asked.
"Yeah, I booked him to drive us when we venture into town and for tours," Jake explained.
Callie stayed cautiously silent. Alcohol or not, she didn't trust her voice.
"So did we," June said. "He seems like a cool guy."
Callie glanced back toward Andre as he emerged from the water and nearly gasped.
"There's one at every party," Jake said under his breath, but otherwise the group had fallen deadly silent, and they all knew why.
The water cascaded from Andre's body like a god emerging from the ocean. His dark brown skin was smooth and packed with muscle. Veins stood out on his bulging biceps, and his pecks jumped happily as he swung his arms and swaggered toward them. But his muscular physique wasn't entirely to blame for the hush, or Jake's remark. It was what the man was wearing... or not wearing.
Andre was clad in only a Speedo. The black stretchy material clung to his body... and the fact that it was stretchy was a mercy. Because it looked packed to the gills. The men were instantly uncomfortable, and the women were trying not to stare as Andre's thickly packed muscular legs carried him toward them.
"Hello there. I see that my favorite tourists have met," he declared, delighted.
Callie's eyes went reflexively to Andre's crotch. She hadn't intended to look. But the man was standing in front of them, and his endowment was at nearly eye level. His crotch was impossibly big. She could see the outline of his manhood, and it was monstrous, much like the rest of his hulking 6 foot 8 frame. He looked like he'd manage to coil up a massive muscle, and cram it into his bathing suit. Callie found herself inadvertently comparing it to her wrist, and realized that his thickness had to be bigger around than her arm. How was that possible? And how was it possible that it wasn't bursting out of his tiny trunks right now? As it was, the suit was hardly snug against his legs. Callie realized there was a gap between where the suit pulled away, and his body, where she could see glimpses of his enormous package, and huge dark-skinned balls. Jake had once tried on a pair of boxer-briefs, and he hadn't even come close to filling it out the way Andre's swim suit was fighting a losing battle to contain him. Andre's bathing suit was the bare minimum-- only there to cover his reproductive organ, and nothing more. It was the equivalent of if Callie had decided to wear a thong bikini, and a top that only covered her nipples....Not that she ever would. She didn't have the type of body confidence that Andre had.
Callie had the sudden sense that small talk aside, his coming up the beach to greet them had been deliberate. He had wanted them to see it for some reason. If it was just her and Mei, she would understand it as a subtle "look at what I've got, ladies." But for what reason could he possibly have to make sure Jake and June noticed it as well?
Thankfully, where Callie failed to find her tongue, Mei took over. "Oh yeah. We've met. Were you trying to hide them from us, Andre? Because if so, you failed. We're going to keep them. Totally taking them home with us when we leave." Mei teased.
"Then I'll just have to try to keep you all here," he grinned, glancing from face to face. His bright smile revealing his perfect white teeth.
"That shouldn't be too hard," Mei said over the tops of her sunglasses. "Just keep the drinks flowing and the scenery nice, and I'm pretty sure you can keep all four of us."
Callie reddened, saying nothing. Was Mei flirting? Then Andre looked at Callie, and she gave him a little nervous smile, begging him with her mind to not say anything about yesterday in the mangroves. There was a knowing look in his expression. Or could that just be her own guilty mind playing tricks on her?
"Well I'll be sure to 'up my game' as you Americans say. Enjoy the scenery, beautiful girls," he winked, and strode away.
Callie found herself following him with her eyes. Curiously inspecting the curve and bumps of the coiled python in his Speedo, to the rock hard sculpted cheeks of his ass. As he went, Mei caught Callie looking, and a devious knowing little smile spread over the tiny Asian girl's face. Her eyes flicked to the sky, her mouth dropped open, and she mimed a gesture of fanning herself in a discreet little 'Oh my god, he's so hot' animation. Callie blushed harder and shrank slightly in her lounger.
"Wow... that was a whole new visual I could have done without," Jake admitted, once Andre was out of earshot.
"Tell me about it," June agreed. His expression was a little withdrawn. He looked uncomfortable.
Callie snapped out of it and glanced at the two men. She had nearly forgotten that they were there. In fact, that whole interaction, it was like the husbands had vanished. Andre had barely acknowledged them, and had directed all of his attention to Callie and Mei. And Callie had also been guilty of forgetting about her company, too lost in her appraisal of the man's body, and the guilt over the accidental show she'd put on for Andre. She shook that thought away, chalking it up to the men having fallen silent-- probably due to their own insecurities.
"What kind of weirdo thought to invent the Speedo?" June shook his head.
"A woman," Mei giggled and threw back the last of her drink. Callie had lost count of what she was up to.
"I guess I can't blame him," Jake shook his head. "If that was mine, I'd take out billboards all over town, showing it off."
"Why would you need to do that?" Callie glanced at Jake over the rim of her sunglasses. "You want women all over town knowing what your dick looks like?"
"No," Jake said, deflating. "I just... you know what I mean."
Callie scowled at him, then turned back to watch the waves. The imagine of Andre was still burned in her mind. "Honestly, I feel kind of bad for him. It must be painful having to walk around with something like that attached to your body. Every bathing suit you wear being too revealing, or too tight."
"Ah ha!" Jake blurted out in a 'gotcha' voice. "So you *were* looking!"
Callie reddened, and opted to say nothing.
"I'll bet you can relate to bathing suits being too tight," Mei pointed to Callie's breasts and made a gesture of lifting two heavy objects. It was clear she was slightly buzzed from the alcohol.
Callie flashed a nervous smile.
"Hey, I'm just teasing you, girl," Mei said, apologetically. "You've got nothing to be ashamed of. I'd kill for your figure. You're like a poster girl for sexy. You ought to show those twins off more. If Andre can do it, why can't you?"
"I'm sure he wasn't doing it on purpose," Callie said, defending what they had just seen.
"Bullshit, bullshit, bullshit," Jake sang out. "He's wearing that banana hammock to show it off. I know I'd be if that's what I picked out in the store."
June sighed, looking very uncomfortable with this conversation. "Can we please talk about something else?"
Callie could relate to June's discomfort. In general, sex wasn't the sort of thing she talked about a lot, and especially not with people she'd just met. But as she saw the way that Mei reached over and apologetically began to rub June's arm, she came to realize June's reaction might be more than just a prudish reaction to people openly talking about sex. Mei was too tiny to hold her liquor very well, and it was showing her facial expressions and gestures. She was regarding June with a blatant look of humble apology as she rubbed his arm lovingly. Probably more blatant than she would have attempted if otherwise sober in front these strangers. It told Callie that June probably wasn't very gifted down there, and was probably very self-aware of it. One look at June's short stature and skinny frame definitely told the story of man who was not especially endowed. And Mei's attempt at nonverbal reassurance really drove the point home.
"Do you girls want to get the next round?" Jake asked, reading the situation as well.
"God yes," Callie nearly jumped out of her chair, thankful to be able to break the somber cloud that had come down around them. She took Mei by the arm and the two of them hurried down the beach toward the tiki bar. Along the way, Callie wondered vaguely when the last time she'd gone in the ocean had been. Her bottoms were soaked-- specifically between her legs.
***
"Do you need a coffee?" Callie asked when they reached the bar.
"Pffft," Mei blew out a derisive snort. "I'm on vacation."
"I just wanted to make sure everything was alright," Callie smiled politely.
Mei propped her sunglasses up on her head and scrutinized Callie's face. "No, you're worried I'm too drunk and going to say something weird."
Callie's eyes widened, but she was a terrible liar and she knew it. "Kind of. But I also meant that whole thing with June."
Mei dropped her eyes for a moment, settling her elbows on the counter while they waited for the bartender to finish up with the couple across the way. "Oh, that."
"Uh oh... trouble in paradise?" Callie asked, regretting having mentioned anything at all now.
"No, it's fine. June doesn't like me talking about it, but you don't strike me as a gossiping Gertie, so let's keep this between us."
"Of course," Callie leaned closer. The sincerity on her face was genuine.
"June isn't... well... he's not a gifted man... down there," Mei admitted, glancing back down the beach toward where Jake and June were lounging. They were far enough away to be out of earshot.
Callie understood what she meant but she wasn't sure what to ask next. What might be appropriate? None of this was her business, so she treaded carefully. Thankfully Mei picked up on this and decided to continue. "I know, the whole Asian man stereotype. It's not always true. Just like I'm sure there's plenty of black guys in this world who aren't hung like... well... like--"
"Like Andre?" Callie said a little too quickly.
Mei paused like she'd just been slapped. Then she leaned forward and the girls giggled guiltily together.
"Nice to see I wasn't the only one who noticed," Mei admitted, teasing Callie. "Regardless, in June's case," she glanced down the beach at her husband, who was talking to Jake, blissfully unaware of the conversation that the girls were having, "I love him dearly. He's the sweetest, kindest, smartest man I know... but he's definitely no Andre."
"If you don't mind me asking... how much is he... *not* like Andre?" Callie struggled for the right way to phrase the question.
Mei simply held up her thumb and forefinger, spread barely two inches apart. Callie swallowed. She wasn't sure if that meant hard or soft. But she knew that was about Jake's size when he was soft.
"I knew what I was getting into before I married June. I really did. So this is a little on me. It's not his fault. I know his size isn't up to him. Hell... it's not even about size. Well... maybe it is. Maybe his insecurities over that shape his personality. But sometimes I wish he was a little more... rough, you know?"
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For the rest of their second day, Callie didn't talk much about what was on her mind. She recovered from the little bought of hysteria, but it was hard to erase the memories that kept revisiting her. She was still processing what she saw out there on the beach.
Mei had cheated on her husband June, and fucked Andre. And she'd been so casual about it. Diabolical, even. One moment, she'd been the sweet loving wife, rubbing her husband's arm when he was having thoughts of self-doubt. The next, she was slipping away from him under the pretext of finding a bathroom, only to have wild sex with a man who was practically a complete stranger! And they'd done it nearly out in the open, in a grove of palms on the beach. Anyone could have happened by and saw. Even Mei's own husband, who would have been absolutely crushed if he'd walked in on that whole affair.
And what an affair it had been. Every time Callie closed her eyes, she saw Mei and Andre. She could hear their animalistic cries of pleasure. She could see the sweat from their bodies glistening in the afternoon sun as they fucked feverishly, urgently. Not even fucking. The term "mating" came to mind. Mei and Andre hadn't just "fucked". They'd mated, in the most primal sense of the word. Two animals, forgetting any trace of civility or society and just urgently throwing themselves into what their bodies craved, only for Mei to return to her husband's side and pretend like it never happened.
...Speaking of what bodies craved... Callie was wet. Every time that image popped into her head. The screams, the cries, the kisses... and Andre. The image of his naked body was burned into her memory. His huge dark muscles flexing as he easily handled Mei's light little body. The enormous manhood that he had used to invade her pussy... and her marriage. Callie had never seen anything like it in her entire life. She hadn't even known they *could be* so big. And more than anything... the way that Andre had caught Callie spying. The way he'd intensely stared at her as he violated Mei's wedding vows.
Callie spent a lot of time contemplating that stare. Was he mad at her, that she'd caught him? Was he putting on a show? Was he trying to intimidate her into not saying a word to Jake and June? Or... was there something more in that look?
"Are you alright?" Jake asked.
"Huh?" She snapped herself back into the present.
He was watching her in the mirror as he delicately applied a dress-shirt over his chest and began the arduous task of buttoning it. His sunburn was raw and red, starting to blister. The simple movements were causing him considerable pain as he dressed himself. Sun poisoning, most likely.
Callie, herself, had reddened a bit from their day at the beach, but she'd been cautious. A mixture of pink and tan where the sun had kissed her. Her hair looked a lighter shade of blonde (as it often got after spending time in the sun) and was wavy-- beachy looking, and she had noticed tan lines starting around her breasts. Regardless, the coloring on her face wasn't enough to hide her blushes and vacant stares.
"Oh yeah. I'm fine," she said. "I was just thinking that we don't really know these people that well."
"Mei and June?" Jake cocked his eyebrow. "We couldn't stop gushing about them earlier. What changed?"
Callie didn't want to say. She hurriedly said "She just worries me when she's been drinking a lot, that's all," she was hoping Jake wouldn't press it further.
"I didn't think she was that bad. But we won't stay long if she gets like that again," Jake assured her with a smile, adjusting his shirt and fixing his collar. He hissed through clenched teeth each time, from the pain of his burn.
They had agreed to meet up for dinner. Jake had put on a white button down with some khaki slacks-- island semi-casual, if they could call it that. Callie had opted for a nice maroon tank top with a lace pattern along the neckline, and a pair of black dressy shorts. They were short-- easily mistakable for a skirt, that showed off much of her smooth thighs. A pair of heels (that she rarely wore) perked her butt and highlighted her strong legs.
They met up with Mei and June at one of the resort restaurants that overlooked a sprawling pool with curving islands covered with trees and plant life (to create the effect of a natural spring). It was closed at this hour. The water was calm and lit from beneath. That, combined with the warm ocean breeze created a relaxing effect that Callie desperately needed. Her face was still flushed, and her thoughts elsewhere as they sat down and ate.
Mei and June were perfectly fun and pleasant, as they'd always been. June was oblivious to the events from this morning, and Mei was the attentive, playful, and loving wife. Callie watched her, mystified that Mei could play this off so well-- having just cheated in the most carnal ways possible, and yet not having a single lingering shred of guilt on her face. Had Callie done something like that, it would be written all over her expressions. Callie wasn't sure if she secretly hated Mei in that moment, or if she was envious. The feelings were wrestling with each other behind her eyes as she smiled politely and made normal conversation. As normal as could be, considering how withdrawn she looked.
Again, her expression hid nothing. Jake seemed to sense something was up with her. He nudged her several times, asking if she was okay; if she was having fun; if something was bothering her. Callie dismissed it each time, that nothing was wrong. But her lack of a smile, and her exceptionally quiet demeanor said otherwise. Poor Jake. Unlike other times when she'd grow quiet and withdrawn, she really wasn't being passive aggressive. She just needed some time to sort out her thoughts. Distance would be nice.
"Homesick?" Mei smiled over her glass of wine.
"I guess," Callie said, hoping the group would accept that answer and move onto a different topic without another word. "I have never really been far from home for long." She shrugged.
"Callie is a home body," Jake said with a polite smile, reaching under the table and giving her hand a squeeze. She didn't return it.
"You know, we have a gift certificate for a couple's massage," Mei said. "June doesn't want to go. Massages weird him out."
June agreed. "I don't like being naked in a room with strangers touching me. That doesn't sound relaxing to me. It sounds stressful."
Callie reddened again. From what Mei had told her, June's endowment was a great source of shame. She suspected that was the real reason June was avoiding the massage.
"I do love back rubs," Callie admitted.
"Then it's settled," Mei said. "Tomorrow, you and I are having a girl's day."
"Umm... I guess that would be fun..." Callie smiled, her face tilted down to the table. She wasn't entirely sure how she felt about spending time with Mei. But maybe Mei wanted to explain herself, or justify her actions. Mei still didn't know that Callie had seen her and Andre, but maybe Mei wanted to get it off her chest.
"What the hell, where's my invitation?" Jake teased.
"You are so sunburned that you cried in the shower earlier," Callie smirked. "Do you really think you can take someone rubbing your shoulders and back?"
Jake mock pouted. "Well... if they're really gentle about it."
Callie glanced at Mei and couldn't resist giggling. She handed Jake a glass of wine and said "Here... if you can lift this above your head without wincing, you can come."
Jake picked up the glass, looked at it, then set it back on the table in defeat. He wasn't even going to bother.
The girls snickered.
"You should probably get that looked at," June suggested.
"I just need to take it easy for a couple of days," Jake said, sounding more hopeful than confident.
They finished their meal and when they returned to their rooms, Jake was nearly in agony as he stripped out of his shirt.
"Aw Jake," Callie cooed when she saw how red and irritated his skin had become. The burn was worse than she thought.
"Yeah, it hurts like hell." He collapsed on the bed with a sigh, burying his head into the pillow miserably and not daring to move. "Enjoy your day tomorrow."
***
Jake had managed to work some aloe cream onto his more burnt areas, as the morning sun streamed in through the balcony doors. But the effort left him in pain, and he otherwise didn't want to move.
"Sorry I'm not being very fun," he groaned from the bed. He meant it. This was their trip and Callie was very much out of her element. He knew how much she leaned on him to be the provider and the guide in general, let alone in a foreign country far from home. And more than that, he hated being the reason her trip was about to become much more boring.
"No worries," Callie was toweling off after her shower. She'd put on a pair of pastel pink panties and a matching bra as she dried her hair. "I'll go get a massage with Mei. Maybe come back and rent a movie with you, and order in. I don't know yet."
"Maybe Mei knows some fun ideas?" Jake looked at her, trying not to get too excited over the way her full curves looked in her bright pink panties and bra. The bra sat low, forcing her big round 36DD's high. They were on proud display, and Jake could sense the beginnings of tan lines. The skin on top a nice gold shade, while the areas that had been covered by her bikini were bright whitish-pink. She looked radiant.
She seemed uneasy by this suggestion, but he couldn't fathom why. "M-maybe," she said, and before Jake could contemplate why she was stammering and blushing, Callie turned and retreated back to the bathroom. He heard the hair dryer kick on, and lull him into a pleasant trance with its white noise.
***
Before she left, Callie had put on a light and airy white miniskirt, made of that soft reassuring cotton they used as sweat suit material. It went well in this casual vacation setting. She slipped into a turquoise halter top that clung to her tummy and hugged her chest. Callie thought the colors were playful and fun, though the skin-tightness often attracted Jake's wandering eyes. Even as she kissed him goodbye and told him to feel better, she sensed his relentless eyes going to her boobs in that thin stretchy material.
Then she was heading to the lobby to meet Mei, her flip flops slapping off the tile, and her skirt playfully bouncing with each step.
"Has anyone ever told you that you walk like a ballerina?" Mei greeted Callie in the lobby. She was nearly drowning in a fluffy white robe, looking like a miniature princess on vacation, just waiting to be pampered.
Callie paused and glanced self-consciously down at herself. "Well yeah, actually. I took dance when I was little. I think it might have affected the way I walked growing up."
"You sort of bounce on the balls of your feet," Mei grinned, appraising her. "It's cute. Like a perky cheerleader."
"I was one of those too," Callie added. And they both giggled.
Mei led Callie to the spa area. "I scouted it out this morning," Mei explained.
"Couldn't wait, could you?"
"What can I say? I'm *very* sore," Mei commented.
Callie's face turned bright red and her eyes wandered away from Mei. The knowledge was written all over her face. Mei didn't have to scrutinize for long.
"You're blushing? Why are you blushing?"
"Oh... I don't know," Callie admitted, wishing she'd just drop it.
Mei rounded on her, with a mischievous twinkle in her eye. "You know something. Spill it!"
Callie glanced around the empty spa reception area, making sure they were alone before she spoke. Her eyes and expression were one of a dog that just piddled on the floor and was awaiting the inevitable scolding. "I... uhh... I saw you. Yesterday. With Andre."
Mei looked slightly guilty, but to Callie's surprise, her smile only broadened. "You saw us? Well I guess that's my fault. I should have been quieter. But, oh my god, I couldn't have, even if I wanted to."
"It... it looked very... acrobatic," Callie was at a loss for words. She was trying to keep the judgment from her eyes.
Mei also lowered her voice and leaned conspiratorially into Callie. "Callie... I haven't been fucked like that, ever."
"Oh my. I'll bet."
Mei looked momentarily ashamed. "I know what you're thinking. But remember what we talked about? How we both fantasize about a change-- something rough and powerful with a man who knows how to just take you and show you what your body was built for? That conversation was just fresh in my mind. And then we saw Andre, and I was feeling adventurous, and I just had to go for it."
Callie's heart was pounding. She wasn't sure why, but she could feel her hands trembling slightly with this conversation. Mei was speaking so frankly about it, in a way that Callie would never dream of doing if she had cheated on Jake.
"Just like that?" Callie asked.
"Just like that. He was more than ready," Mei nodded, her stare distant, returning to that memory. "He was... wow. It *is* true what they say about black men and BBC."
"BBC?" Callie asked.
"Big... black... cock," Mei devilishly emphasized each symbol, like she was reading the recipe for an exotic dish.
Callie reddened. She put her hand to her lips, and glanced sharply around the empty room, again confirming that they were alone.
"I'm not going to lie, after trying it, it's kind of hard to go back to June. I love June... but boy, he could *never* do the things that Andre did. As it is, I'm not going be able to sleep with him again until my body readjusts. I doubt I'd even feel June right now. Andre stretched me to new limits."
Callie was standing uncomfortably, her legs trembling, unsure what to say as she processed what Mei was telling her.
Then Mei got a wicked little smile on her face. "You should try him. You'd love it."
Callie's mouth nearly dropped open. "Try him? I'm married," she nearly breathed the words in the softest whisper that she could manage.
"So? So am I. We could be affair sisters," she taunted. "I guarantee that you would not be disappointed."
"Mei, stop it. I'm married. I'm on my honeymoon. And I'd never cheat on Jake."
"I never thought I'd cheat on June. But it happened... and you know what... I don't regret it."
"Mei!" Callie gasped.
"It was the hottest, wildest, sexiest time I've ever had. I haven't cum like that before. The things that man did to my body..." She trailed off, biting her lip. She was turning herself on by just the thought. "Besides... I think he likes you. I saw the way he was feeling your hip at the bar."
"No he wasn't," she said defensive. "We should stop talking about this. I wouldn't ever--"
"How long were you watching us?" Mei interrupted.
Callie reddened. It was all the answer that Mei needed. "A little while," she said, trying to sound vague and innocent... but she couldn't lie. It would be obvious."
"Uh huh. And what were you doing while you were watching?" Mei teased.
"N-nothing... just watching."
"Right. Just watching," Mei rolled her eyes. "You were just watching. And Andre was just holding me up to keep my feet from burning in the hot sand. Be honest with me, Callie. It's written all over your face. Were you masturbating?"
"Well..." Callie glanced away, then shamefully put her hands over her face. "Okay, I was. Just a little bit. But I was."
"Hey, you're only human. You liked what you saw. It turned you on. You did what felt good. I can respect that. And Andre and I were putting on quite the show. I'd be insulted if you didn't touch yourself. Were you thinking about his big black cock?"
"Mei! That is wrong for so many reasons. For one, it's racist--"
"Nothing racist about what we were doing," Mei smirked. "If anything, I was just paying for reparations. But you didn't answer my question. Were you thinking about Andre and his giant dick?"
Callie didn't trust herself to form the words. She nodded shamefully.
Mei smiled. "Girl, there is nothing wrong with looking at things you want. Stop beating yourself up so much. When things turn you on, you look at them."
"But I never thought about a black guy... or any guy other than Jake..." Callie quickly corrected, her cheeks burning with embarrassment.
"You're such a liar, Callie," Mei teased, but decided to dismiss this line of questioning. "You are wound up so tight. You *need* a massage." Mei leaned in and gave Callie a big hug.
Callie was stiff under her touch.
"I'm glad we cleared the air. You were acting weird last night," Mei said.
"Was I?"
"I thought you were in some silent fight with Jake or something. So that's what this was all about? You were freaked out by what you saw."
"I was," Callie sighed with relief. Despite her embarrassment, she felt lighter, considerably better to have gotten these thoughts off her chest. She could talk to Mei about what she'd seen, and it wasn't weird.
"C'mon. I'll sign us in while you get changed. Then we'll get you good and loosened up." Mei suggested, guiding Callie back toward the dressing rooms. That sounded nice. Although there was something about Mei's choice of words... and the little twinkle in her eye that made her uneasy. Especially as Mei leaned toward the receptionist and began to conspiratorially whisper.
***
Jake spent most of the day laying in bed, groaning, feeling sorry for himself, and (most of all) feeling sorry for Callie. He'd majorly messed up by not wearing sunscreen, and now Callie was off having a crummy vacation without him.
...Or worse... she could have been having the time of her life without him.
As selfish as it was, that thought was somehow slightly worse. He felt left out-- like a party that he was missing out on because he was too sick to attend. He was the uninvited, the outsider.
He laid in bed for a while, restless. He checked the clock. Fifteen minutes had passed, and for some reason, he had a weird feeling in his gut that he couldn't explain. He thought of Callie-- nervous and out of her element, laying naked on a massage table. It spurred some life into his loins. But it also spurred something else-- the image of someone running their oily hands over her body. It might be another woman-- in which case that'd be sort of hot. But... what if it wasn't? What if her masseuse was a man?
He needed to know he was still on good terms with her. Jake impulsively reached for his phone, wincing as he did, and texted her. "How's the massage going?" He was curious to know. Most likely he wouldn't hear anything back if she was in the middle of it...
A moment later, his screen lit up. "Not started yet. Getting undressed. This is weird."
That response made Jake laugh slightly. Okay, things were far less erotic than he was concerning himself over. He could imagine the scared doe-like expression to her eyes, and the funny way she darted her head around when she was nervous or out of sorts. Most likely she'd get on the massage table and (no matter how much of a sucker she was for his intimate back rubs) would probably freak out the moment some stranger began to touch her.
He decided she needed some reassurance. It would go a lot further than him voicing any concerns or sounding like he was insecure that she was having fun and he wasn't. "You'll have fun. It's like a back rub, only way longer and professional... and it doesn't end the way it usually ends when I do it." That last remark was followed by a winking face.
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***
Jake was uneasy as he sat in the hotel room and carefully applied aloe cream to his sunburn. The pain was coming in waves... burning one minute, and turning into chills the next. Sweat, followed by the shivers. But that's not what was making him uneasy. Callie was still acting weird.
When he'd gone into the bathroom to retrieve the aloe, she'd been in the glass shower, shaving her legs and between them, and cautiously avoiding eye contact. She'd talked very little about her shopping trip with Andre, and Jake couldn't fathom why. She'd certainly come back with a lot of things that were exciting and different from her usual style of dress.
Afterwards, she'd stood in the bathroom for a long time. Jake tried to observe her mannerisms, but his sunburn was a constant and on-going distraction. She stood before the mirror for far longer than she ever took to get ready for a night out. It wasn't until Jake peeked that he saw that she was carefully curling her blonde hair-- something she hadn't done since prom.
He returned to the bed, the knot in his belly having grown more. Jake wanted to be dismissive. To say that her going the extra mile was because she was on vacation, and she was going out dancing with her new friend.
Jake mulled this over for a while, as the TV danced with muted images.
"You're being very quiet," he said, with a timid inflection-- the way he'd prod if she was mad at him but he wasn't sure why.
"I'm just concentrating," she replied from the bathroom. There was a nervous energy to her voice. Just the tiniest tremble. They both heard it. Because then she quickly added, "What are you going to do tonight?"
"Oh, I forgot," Jake reached for his phone. "I wanted to call June and invite him to go do something."
"You should," Callie said, almost a little too quickly. "That might be fun."
From where he sat on the bed, he could see Callie in the bathroom. She had shed her robe and was now getting dressed. The intense level of concentration on her face as she went about this task was concerning.
Even as he dialed June's hotel room phone, his stomach was turning over and over with a bad feeling, and he still didn't understand why.
***
3 Hours Prior
After her massage, Callie had hurried to meet Andre out front. She was feeling especially flustered, and the realization that she'd somehow managed to lose her panties and bra wasn't helping that. She felt very exposed and... well... a little naughty. She smoothed her bouncy playful miniskirt for what felt like the hundredth time, and glanced down at the way her halter top hugged her 36DD chest. Her nipples protruded from the blue fabric ever so slightly. Trying to act casual wasn't good enough. She felt like a million eyes were on her, and they were all able to tell that she wasn't wearing panties. Not only that, but every passing stranger somehow magically knew that the tall handsome black man she was running to meet was definitely not her husband. "What a slut" they'd probably whisper, and Callie's cheeks reddened on their own.
Thankfully, Andre had procured an SUV for their trip into town. For that, she was grateful. It would be far less obvious than if they had to walk.
Andre was leaning against it, having thrown a dark dress shirt on over his t-shirt. He left it casual and unbuttoned.
"You look more than ready to have some fun," he smirked as he inspected her.
Callie blushed. Did he know? He couldn't possibly. Not that it mattered. He'd seen her fully naked during her massage. She'd even accidentally shown her whole body to him. Had it been an accident? She didn't know. She was confused.
Callie clambered into the front seat before her mind could chase those thoughts.
"Typically tourists like to ride in the back," Andre laughed as he drove.
"Oh," Callie felt a little foolish. "Well, I'm not used to being chauffeured around. Plus, I like to see where we're going."
"Perhaps it best if you sat in the back then," Andre said from the corner of his mouth. "The area we'll be traveling through is not as beautiful as the resort."
"It's fine," Callie admitted with a polite smile, watching the narrow streets roll past. "It's very real."
Andre said nothing, but gripped the wheel with his big black hands. Callie found herself fascinated by them.
When the silence began to unsettle her, she spoke. "Thank you for the massage."
"And let someone else rub that beautiful body of yours? It was going to be my pleasure," Andre smirked.
Callie blushed harder-- remembering the sexual tension between them during the rub down. She fidgeted in her seat, fixing her skirt. She noticed Andre glancing from the corner of his eye, and when she glanced down, she saw that her breasts were jiggling and bouncing as the SUV rumbled over the pothole-ridden street. Unsupported by a bra, there was a lot of movement to their heavy weight. The thin fabric barely containing them. For reasons Callie couldn't explain, she didn't do anything to hide them or cover herself.
Finally, Andre pulled over to the curb and parked. Callie was doubtful as she appraised the neighborhood. "There are shops here?" She asked, trying not to sound critical, but the degree of fear in her voice was apparent. The area looked like third world country... and not in a good way. Graffiti covered the surfaces of poorly maintained homes that crumbled to the ground. Bars were bolted to broken windows. Stray dogs rummaged through litter for any scraps of discarded food. There were people around-- the ones who didn't look dangerous looked... haunted. That was the only word that came to mind.
"They're a few blocks down. Parking is terrible. We have to walk from here," Andre explained. "Don't worry. In a few blocks, the area becomes much nicer and upscale. This city can be very marbled."
Callie took his word for it. When she dismounted the vehicle, her skirt rose up, and a few scowling punks in bandanas caught a flash of her creamy bare thigh.
Callie quickly fixed her attire and hurried to Andre's side, grateful that he was here, because she was nervous and never felt more lost and far from home. She had the overwhelming urge to call this off, to go back to the hotel. But Andre walked close, and she felt safe in his shadow.
They hadn't gone more than a dozen steps from the car, when a man called to her from the steps of a dilapidated building. "Hey baby! Hey mamma! Let's see them big tits? You look sexy as fuck!"
Callie reddened and leaned into Andre, feeling tense and on display. That sensation wasn't helped when a moment later, a breeze kicked up and wafted her skirt high. Callie nearly jumped as the man calling to her got an eyeful of her wide hips and plump round ass.
Horrified, she grabbed at her skirt to keep the light material from blowing high again, but by then it was too late. The man had gotten an eyeful of her bare ass.
"Whew, baby!" He hollered after her. "You just made my day! No panties! You shameless slut."
Callie reddened, and glanced meekly up at Andre. The wind didn't relent, and she was shuffling awkwardly, her hands on her own butt, trying to keep her skirt from flying away, flashing everyone on the street.
Andre assessed her plight, and as naturally as driving a car or tying his shoe, he reached his big hand down her back, and rested it firmly on her ass. Callie jumped at first, but then she glanced up at Andre. His expression was one of nothing at all. Like this was the most natural thing in the world. Her skirt fluttered around her legs as she walked, but otherwise, it wasn't treating everyone on the street to a free peep show. And to a casual passerby, they just looked like a very intimate couple.
A very mismatched couple, she reminded herself, appraising his big bulging arms, and chocolate dark skin. Somehow, after she overcame her initial shock, Callie didn't mind. His hand was big and commanding. She felt like they were dancing and he was leading-- guiding her along the street like the alpha that he was. And she was just getting swept up in his powerful tidal force. His hand alone was big enough to palm one of her plump ass cheeks.
They walked another block like that. The heat was still in Callie's face, but she felt directed, protected, and slightly thrilled. And that wasn't the only place where there was heat. The desperate tingling between her thighs was back. And the orgasm she'd been deprived of in the spa changing room was dampening her thighs and calling forth images to her imagination.
She wasn't aware of how hard she was breathing until they paused at a corner and she felt her heavy chest rising and falling. Why was this turning her on? She was in the middle of a crowded and dangerous city, with a stranger's hand on her ass. And yet, she was nearly quivering with the thrill.
This was so bad. And she knew from having seen Andre with Mei that there was nothing so innocent in this gesture as him keeping her skirt down. He wanted to touch her butt, and Callie was letting it happen. But as long as they didn't take it any further, was it the worst thing in the world?
Her thoughts were still chasing each other in a relentless spiral as they cut along a side street. She didn't notice at first the way that Andre stiffened, suddenly on high alert.
At the end of the street, a group of half a dozen men were gathered around, and when they spotted Andre, there was recognition in their eyes. One glance at them, and Callie knew that they were bad news. But not like conventional punks looking for a cheap thrill out of boredom. These men seemed organized. Dangerous in a way that was next level above common street muggers. They had calculation.
They were dressed well. Or well enough. Nice slacks, breezy button down shirts. She spotted tattoos. Not just on their arms, but several had face and neck tattoos. Many had scars across their dark skin. Their eyes were intense, burning, always searching. She could see the murder in them. The ill intent.
As they strode toward the pair, their shirts blew open. Callie stiffened when she spotted guns. She'd never seen real pistols before. Jake was always such a pacifist and didn't believe in guns. Now here she was, being approached by a gang of men wearing them.
"Andre," she whispered, tense and fearful.
"Put your hand in my pants," Andre whispered, urgently eyeing the men who were coming up to them.
"What???" Her eyes widened in alarm. What he was saying made no sense--
"Tourist women-- especially white women-- don't pass through this part of town unescorted... if you know what I mean. It's the way things are around here. If they don't see a sign that you're claimed, they'll abduct you right here on the street. If they think I've already claimed you, they'll leave you alone."
"That's silly... that's not how the world works. That's just not--" Her eyes widened as she drew their leering glances. There was something in those hard eyes that made her fear for more than just her life. One of the men began to reach for the gun on his belt.
"Just remember that. You're with me." Andre insisted quietly.
It was all enough to send Callie into panic mode. No longer thinking about the rationale behind it, she drove her hand straight into the waistband of Andre's slacks and down until she felt the warm yielding flesh of his manhood.
Her whole face reddened. He wasn't wearing underpants! She didn't have much time to consider this, as the men were fanning out, surrounding the pair. Her heart was pounding-- too afraid to be aware of her own embarrassment. What was going to happen? Were these men going to kill her? Take her? Gang rape her before selling her off into sex slavery? On any other day, it would seem impossible-- the sorts of things that silly racist Hollywood action movies espoused happened to tourists in third world countries. But standing in this run down city, the only white person within site, all of those nightmare movies seemed all too possible.
She leaned herself against Andre, for protection and comfort. His hand still rested on her ass. Without thinking, she closed her fingers around the shaft of his limp cock. Even limp, he was more than a handful. His girth overflowed her palm, and she had no clue how far down his dick extended.
"Andre, what you doing in this part of town?" One of the men approached-- a slender man with a pencil thin mustache and aviator sunglasses.
Andre puffed up his chest and kept his chin held high. Not that the posture was necessary, he was already towering over the men. "I'm taking my woman shopping."
"Did you forget to make the last meeting?"
"I didn't forget. I made other arrangements," Andre was calm, one big arm commandingly around Callie.
She felt silly, standing with her hand down his pants, but the men seemed to not question it at all. Maybe Andre wasn't lying. Her grip remained around his cock. She tried not to think about it, but it was impossible to ignore. Like wrapping her hand around a huge snake, she knew that she was only feeling a small area of it, and he was soft! Jake's entire package when soft, could fit in her whole hand. Andre's felt like it could run off and have it's own adventures, and she would be merely dragged along for the ride. There was no controlling cock of this size... it would go wherever it wanted to--
"We didn't hear about no arrangements. We didn't get our cut," Aviators said. His voice was cold. Unsympathetic. There was something untold to his presence that made Callie think this man was capable of unfathomable cruelty.
"Too bad for you. Take that up with your boss," Andre shrugged, indifferently, and made to move past the circle of men.
They continued to block his way. Aviators glanced at Callie. She saw her own reflection in his lenses, and she shivered before shying her eyes away. "This your new slut?" He asked.
Callie bristled slightly, her hand tightening around Andre's member. She realized fear was making her grip him so tightly that she might actually be hurting him. She eased her hand back a bit and tried to rub the circulation back into his shaft. This proved to be a mistake, as she could feel him start to grow beneath her trembling tender touch.
"This is my woman," Andre said firmly, his hand still on her ass, possessively.
Callie took a nervous breath, seeing herself blushing in her own reflection. She swallowed and looked away meekly.
"Mmmm... she looks good," the man rubbed his chin thoughtfully. She felt multiple sets of eyes on her body. She melted tighter into Andre's body, clinging desperately to him. "Nice curves. Nice white skin." He reached out a hand and traced a finger along the curve of her breast. "Girl like this would go for a lot of money."
Callie glanced up at Andre with legitimate fear in her eyes. There was a calmness in his expression that she found reassuring. Even though they were outnumbered, he seemed to command this whole moment, this whole conversation. Her hand squeezed his member again without realizing that she was doing it. She was moving it slowly, as though she was petting his penis for reassurance.
"I said, she's with me," Andre said with calm finality, and when the breeze kicked up, his shirt blew open. Callie saw a gun hanging from a leather holster beneath his arm. Shiny and polished, it caught the light.
Callie looked from it, to Andre, then to the men standing around them. Mustering up the courage to find her voice, she repeated, "I'm his." The words just fell out of her mouth. She realized how she must look right now, with her bright white skin, her mini skirt and tight halter that hid nearly nothing, standing on a public street with her hand down the front pants of this towering statuesque black man-- a man she only just met a few days ago... while on her honeymoon! If her parents, or god forbid husband, could see her now, they wouldn't recognize her! How could she ever explain this to any of them?
"Damn right she is," Andre said firmly, and gave her ass a light smack-- just hard enough to assert his territory. Callie jumped and yelped slightly, her boobs giving a little jiggle from the movement. And before she could collect herself, Andre leaned over her, half scooping her up in his arm and pressed his full lips to hers, meeting her upturned face.
Oh my god! Her mind was screaming. He's kissing me! Even as she realized it, Andre's tongue rolled into her mouth and found hers. He licked expertly at her tongue, coaxing it to life. Reflexively, she began to kiss him back. Her first thought was "His tongue is huge!" Then speaking of huge, she felt his cock give an excited jump in her palm as her tongue took curious tastes of his. They wrestled playfully. The kiss deep and powerful and passionate. There was real hunger in the way Andre moved his mouth. Callie felt like she was making out with a man-eating panther. She could sense the danger, feel the fangs. Only the danger didn't come from the fear of attack. It was from something much more primal and lusty. The kiss seemed to last for hours, even though it was only a few seconds-- for the benefit of these dangerous men who were scrutinizing them.
But in that time, Callie had lost all track of who she was, where she had come from, or that she was supposed to be on vacation with her husband. Her hand responded to Andre's throbbing girth by stroking him back and forth gently in his pants. Maybe it was just a reflex, but it seemed instinctively like the right thing to do.
When they broke the kiss, Callie's eyes were starry and dazed. Her heart racing, and her hand was working along Andre's length, searching for his head that was still very far down. Instead, her fingers found his big heavy balls, and she caressed them gratefully.
The men seemed to accept this, and they returned their attention to Andre. They continued to talk, but Callie was far less aware of the conversation now than she had been a minute ago. It seemed oriented around business and money. Between the gun on his shoulder, and the conversation at hand, it made Callie wonder just what Andre was involved in. But that all seemed so secondary in comparison to what their bodies were doing-- Andre holding her protectively, and Callie cradling his enormous organ, caressing it, tracing the lines of his veins with curious fingers, and softly massaging his balls.
The impromptu "business" meeting eventually concluded with a gangbanger's version of "Have your people call my people." Callie had no clue what it was about, and frankly, she didn't want to know.
The armed men parted in front of them and let them pass. They shuffled uncomfortably by. Andre's cock swung heavily in his pants. Callie couldn't get past just how big he was. Like an animal. And in her palm, he was waking up quite a bit.
"One more thing," Andre paused. He glanced at Callie, then back to the men. "Don't ever talk business in front of my woman again." Then he turned back to Callie, returned his hand to her butt and steered them away. "C'mon baby, lets get you shopping," he said.
They made it two more blocks before Callie realized that she still had her hand down Andre's pants and firmly around his member. Her legs were trembling, her mind a mad blur of thoughts, that it wasn't until a passing well dressed couple gave Callie a disapproving glance. Callie regained her senses. Not only was she still very noticeably fondling Andre's package, but it seemed that they'd left the bad neighborhood behind. The shops, restaurants, and hotels on all sides of them were fancy, well maintained, and on a class that even Callie felt was far above her economic place in the world. Here she was, walking around in public with her hand down a man's pants. Oddly, she wasn't embarrassed in the same way that she'd been when she and Jake had almost been caught fucking in front of the hotel room window. Why was that? She decided that here, she had done something necessary in order to survive. There was nothing embarrassing about necessity.
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Jake wasn't just worried. He was beginning to feel sick.
He rolled over and looked at the bedside clock. The numbers 3:34 stared back at him, mocking him. That was 3:34 in the morning. 3:34 in the morning on one of Jake's first handful of nights as a married man, and he was in bed... alone.
Callie wasn't back yet. She had left to go dancing around six o'clock, promising to not be out late. Well... now it was late, and now Jake was worried. Dancing. Only dancing. But Jake had seen the way she dressed and styled herself before she left.
Callie had packed her tasty curves into a little white designer dress that showcased her in ways that Callie would never showcase herself back home. Her dress inched dangerously high on her smooth thighs, narrowed considerably at the waist, and hugged her large full chest. Something about the way the material accented her already busty physique, she looked like she was hiding a pair of cantaloupes in her dress, even with no cleavage visible. The back was open, and stopped dangerously short of her curving ass.
Callie had stood in front of the mirror, fussing with her hair for what felt like hours. She had styled her long blonde hair in vertical curls that reminded Jake of Goldilocks. In years, she had never done anything adventurous with her hair. Why now?
She'd put on makeup-- pink lipstick and blush on her cheeks, obsessively plucked her eyebrows and curled her lashes, and carefully applied just the right amount of perfume.
She had even take the time to carefully run lotion up and down her legs, giving them a smooth alluring sheen.
Callie most certainly didn't look like the Callie that Jake had known since grade school. She looked sexy. Like a celebrity attending a red carpet event. She certainly wasn't dressed like a wife on vacation, and definitely didn't look like the small town farm girl he'd known for most of his life.
Jake couldn't shake the feeling that he was watching his own wife prepare herself for a date. A date with another man. Because Andre would be there. Andre... who Callie had 'let slip' that he'd taken her shopping. Andre who had bought her these clothes. Even right now, Callie was sitting in one of the plush hotel suite chairs, strapping on a pair of heels that added at least four inches to her height, so focused that she wasn't looking at Jake at all.
Andre... who stood at 6'8" with huge powerful muscles and a firm commanding presence. Andre who Jake had seen outside of the hotel, trading money with a shady looking man, and completely dominating him with his stare alone.
When Callie had finished putting on her shoes, she stood and made an effort to not look in Jake's direction. He, again, had this unshakable feeling that she was mad at him, and he couldn't figure out why. She was being ice cold and silent the way she sometimes behaved when he did something to upset her.
"You look really gorgeous," Jake said softly.
"Do I?" she asked, staring at herself in the mirror as she put on earrings that twinkled in the light and must have cost a fortune. Her voice sounded distracted-- a million miles away. She draped a necklace over her chest, and took an extra few moments to adjust her boobs. They seemed to stand out even more prominently than usual-- which was a feat in itself, because Callie's boobs definitely grabbed attention with their size.
When she turned back from the mirror, she again averted her eyes, moving back and forth from one destination to the next with a purpose. Her mouth held in a thin line.
"Did you want to get a drink with me before you go?" Jake offered up a tiny liquor bottle from the mini-fridge.
Callie almost seemed to ignore the offer completely. She glanced at the time and cursed softly. "Crap, I'm late for meeting them. I gotta go," she hurried for the door.
"Okay baby," Jake felt slightly defeated. "Have fun tonight."
"You too," she said, in that same distracted tone. Her heels clacking off the floor as she made for the door. Her curls bouncing down her back as she walked. "I won't be out too late," she promised.
"No worries. I love you," he called after her, but then the door shut behind her. The gunshot sound of finality was his only reply.
Jake had gotten dinner and drinks with June while the girls had their night. June was fun, and interesting, but the conversation did little to distract Jake from his mounting concerns that he had committed some infraction and his wife was angry with him. And if she was while she was out dancing-- looking like a glamour model-- should he be worried?
He must have glanced at his phone countless times throughout drinks with June.
And when he returned to his room shortly after ten o'clock, he found the silence and solitude to be absolutely panic inducing. He'd managed to control his worries until eleven o'clock, before he decided to try Callie's number.
The phone rang about five times before it picked up. Jake could hear the blare of rhythmic pounding music in the background. Like tribal drum beats set to club music.
"Hello?" Callie sounded unsure, annoyed, and out of breath all at once. He could hear her breathing heavily.
"Hey baby, I'm just checking in. Are you having fun?"
There was a pause. He knew the call hadn't dropped, because the music was continual. "Yeah, I'm having a great time." There was a tremble to her voice. She was definitely out of breath.
"Wow, it sounds like a real party. Is everything alright?"
"Yeah, why wouldn't it be?" Suddenly defensive and annoyed.
"I was just checking. You sound--"
"I'm just out of breath from dancing," she said quickly.
"Okay... well I'll let you get back to your fun," Jake said meekly. "What time do you think you'll get back? If you want, I can have room service bring a midnight snack--"
"I don't know," she said the last with some degree of hesitation. "I'll let you know when we're on our way back."
A second later, a new voice in the background. A woman's. Mei sounded very drunk and very jovial. "Caaaaaallieeeeeee. Get off your phone. Andre's waiting."
"I gotta go," Callie said quickly.
"Okay," this time Jake wanted to say it while she could hear him. "I love you."
There was a pause-- long enough that Jake knew she heard him, and long enough that she knew she couldn't play it off. "I love you too," she said finally. Callie sounded like her thoughts were very jumbled and she was sorting out some unseen insecurity with herself.
Before Jake could question it further, the line clicked, and her voice was gone.
Jake sat in silence. That final "I love you too," echoing in his head for hours and hours.
He had waited for two more hours, checking his phone obsessively for a call or text message. Any indication that things were normal. All the while, he was battling this ever growing feeling of dread that something was very wrong and he had no idea why or how he could fix it.
The TV did very little to pacify him. His concerns made his stomach feel like it was tied in knots. He found himself pacing the room, trading glances between the door, the clock, and his phone.
Finally, he took a deep breath and decided that he needed to try to sleep. It might prove to be a futile effort, given how not-tired he felt, but he had to try. This whole evening had taken on a surreal quality that felt vaguely reminiscent of a nightmare, and Jake needed to try to escape it.
When he turned out the bedside lamp, Jake stared at the digital clock with wide open eyes. The minutes crawled along until they eventually read 3:34, and still Callie was not back yet. Jake's emotions were churning in a mixture of fear, self loathing, worry, guilt, and a touch of anger. Callie was never normally this aloof, irresponsible, or... dare he say-- selfish. Just what in the hell was going on with her?
In his head, he began to practice the things he would say to her when she finally got back. The questions that he'd ask.
It would be another half an hour before he heard the hotel room door open and shut behind her. And the reassuring sound of her feet pattering toward the bathroom was such an instant comfort, that almost every one of Jake's questions and talking points vanished. He heard a drunken clumsiness to her staggering walk.
Jake rolled slightly over, and saw the bathroom light on. He heard the sound of her shedding her clothes-- probably eager to get out of her dress. Then, to his surprise, the shower started. He rolled back onto his side, facing away from the bathroom door and only listened.
Callie was in the shower for a surprisingly long time, it seemed. The clock on the wall read another thirty minutes before Callie emerged from the bathroom. She seemed to pause at the side of the bed. Jake could sense her staring at him. He felt his heart pounding, but for reasons he couldn't explain, he squeezed his eyelids shut, and pretended to sleep. He didn't move or stir.
After an eternity, Callie slipped into bed beside him, facing away from, and went to sleep without so much as a goodnight kiss or the slightest hint of any bodily contact.
Jake tried to tell himself that she was just tired and didn't want to wake him. And those thoughts quieted his inner anxiety enough that he could begin to drift off to sleep. But just before he did, while he was in that momentary transition between awake and asleep, when his body felt as though he was free falling, a bizarre and fleeting thought entered his brain.
She's not Callie anymore.
Then like a ghostly fog passing in the night, the thought floated away and was gone. Jake slept.
***
Nearly 9 hours earlier...
"Damn girl, look at you!" Mei squealed in delight. The second she saw Callie, her face lit up and her jaw dropped.
Callie giggled nervously and swept her hair back behind her ears. She was blushing as she did so, and Mei immediately picked up on it.
"It's because we're meeting Andre, isn't it?" Mei teased.
"N-no," Callie stammered. "I just felt like looking nice."
"Girl, you want him."
"I do not. I'm already taken."
But Mei didn't look convinced. "Uh huh. I know what this is all about. You want to look foxy as fuck in front of him, in the hope that he-- how did you describe your fantasy-- gets so worked up that he just has to have you, and he takes you."
Callie's blush only deepened, but she said nothing.
"I'm gonna make this happen for you, baby," Mei grabbed Callie by the hand and nearly dragged her to the hotel bar where they were meeting Andre.
"Mei, please don't do anything crazy," Callie pled.
"Oh now I have to. I might have had a spontaneous fling with him, but this..." Mei waved her hand to encompass Callie's whole look-- the dress, the hair, the jewelry, the shoes. "...This is all premeditation. It's written all over this outfit. This is the outfit of someone who wants to get fucked... and fucked hard."
"Mei!" Callie gasped, looking around. "That's not true. I just wanted to feel sexy and show off a little. Besides, Andre picked this out and bought it for me, so I thought the right thing to do would be to let him see me enjoying his gift."
Mei's eyes sparkled. "He bought that for you? Wait wait. Back up. He picked that out and bought it for you?"
Callie hunched her head slightly in a guilty posture.
"Damn, if only I'd have come along, I could have scored some free clothes," Mei tugged at her own dress. Mei had packed her body into the classic 'little black dress'. It was tight and body hugging up top-- sexy and showy-- and it flared out by her hips, becoming playful and bouncy around her legs. Callie was positive, that if Mei twirled fast enough, everyone at the club would get a flash of Mei's perky ass.
"It was probably best that you didn't," Callie said, and her posture only grew more hunched. Her cheeks redder.
"Why?" Then Mei's expression grew suspicious. "You know something! Did something happen?"
Callie begged Mei to lower her voice, but then she confided. "I may have... let Andre watch me try everything on." Her face was burning bright red after this admission.
"You slut," Mei smacked her playfully with the back of her hand.
"It's not really that terrible, is it?" Callie asked, her eyes were pleading, seeking some reassurance from her guilt.
"No no... it's not like you blew him or anything."
"I may have... let him jerk off in front of me," Callie continued.
"Oh my god," Mei gasped and started to giggle. She looked genuinely pleased with Callie over this revelation.
Callie's expression resembled a guilty dog that had piddled on the floor. "I guess I got a little carried away. And I feel kinda bad. The whole time I was getting ready for tonight, I couldn't even look at Jake. God, I'm terrible."
"Psh. Don't beat yourself up," Mei waved dismissively. "You're on vacation. You wanted to see the sights. And if all you did was see them, nobody can fault you for that. And Andre is definitely an anomaly. You have to sneak a peek. That's like driving past the Grand Canyon and not looking." Mei lowered her voice conspiratorially. "So did he cum like a crazy amount? Like buckets?" She said knowingly.
"Mei!" Callie gasped again, then lowered her voice. "Yes. It was crazy. I've never seen anything like it. There was *so* much."
"That guy is certainly built for something specific. I think God had one thing in mind, and one thing only when he made Andre."
"I guess," Callie shrugged, but her eyes had become unfocused, lost in the memory.
Mei only smiled. "It sounds like Andre wants to fuck you... and badly. Why don't we just make that happen?"
"Mei, absolutely not. I just got carried away by everything that happened."
"Everything that happened? You mean there's more?"
"C'mon... I'll tell you on the way. But don't you dare try anything. I'm not here for that. I'm just hoping to loosen up and have fun tonight, and hopefully not feel so bad once I go back to Jake. And if Andre expects me to cheat on Jake, well then I'm just going to put my foot down, thank him for everything, but tell him we need to distance ourselves for the rest of the vacation. Understand?"
Mei smiled and held up her hand like a scout taking an oath. Still, there was something in her expression that betrayed her sincerity. She looked far less innocent. "I understand. I won't pull anything. Let's go have fun. I'll fix you right up."
"Mei, I'm serious. Don't do anything that'll jeopardize my marriage," Callie cautioned.
"I'm serious too. The only one who can jeopardize your marriage is you. You do whatever you want to do, and I won't push it."
But somewhere behind Mei's almond eyes, the gears were turning.
***
When they met Andre at the bar, he was in a white suit with a casual button down. He eyed the two approaching ladies. Particularly the blonde in the figure hugging white dress.
"Hey stud," Mei sang out playfully as she threw her arms around Andre and gave him a smooch on the cheek. "Doesn't Callie look sexy in the clothes you picked out for her?"
Right away. Callie blushed humbly but offered Andre a smile. "Hi," she said nervously.
Andre made no effort to hide his wandering eyes. He bit his lip and without a word, twirled his finger. He wanted her to spin around.
Despite the situation, Callie did, showing off the way the dress hugged her figure and displayed her curves-- particularly her breasts, ass, and legs.
"Mmm, very sexy," Andre said, and gestured for them to sit down.
"I shouldn't get too drunk tonight," Callie warned, trying to already establish some boundaries. Regardless, she instinctively took a seat beside Andre.
"Why not, Callie?" Mei said in a teasing voice. "Afraid you might not be able to control yourself?"
Callie shot her a look. Mei seized on it. She came around to Andre's opposite side, cupped her hand over his ear and began to whisper something. The two of them glancing at Callie while she did.
Callie glanced away, flustered, then turned back. "Are you in junior high? What are you guys talking about?"
"Nothing," Mei replied innocently.
"I'm beginning to feel like the third wheel," Callie said, and without realizing it, there was some level of jealousy at Mei just making herself comfortable with Andre right in front of her.
"Actually, that's what we were discussing. I volunteered to be the third wheel," Mei said, then quickly added, "So you two can dance."
Callie reddened.
"Actually, I already took care of that," Andre snapped his fingers and gestured. A man emerged from the crowd in a stylish gray-blue suit. His skin was midnight black, but he had a youthful face and a big smile. It took Callie a moment recognize Darren-- the masseuse from the spa who'd given Mei her rubdown. Callie had been so wrapped up in Andre's touch that she'd completely forgotten about Mei's professional.
"Hey there, pretty lady," he greeted Mei with a pair of drinks and slid beside her on the stools.
"Hi," she perked up a bit, giving Andre a coy 'thank you' grin. Darren slid his arm around Mei's slender frame. He must have been younger by at least five years-- barely twenty-- but the way he dressed and carried himself in this environment, he looked wiser beyond his years. And not at all shy to be putting his arm around the waist of a married woman.
"There, now nobody is left out," Andre said. Callie was wondering what was happening. This was shaping up to look and feel like a double date. But neither man were their husbands.
"What's good?" Callie asked, browsing the drink list, more so to break the tense energy than out of actual interest.
"Don't worry about that, I already ordered for you," Andre winked and placed a big reassuring hand on Callie's knee. She nearly jumped out of her skin.
Andre leaned over. "That dress fits you perfectly, by the way," his voice was a deep resonant whisper, that again reminded Callie of distant thunder on a summer day.
"Thanks. I thought you might like this one more," the words reflexively falling out of her mouth. What was wrong with her, she wondered. It was like she was under a spell or something. Always at a complete loss when Andre was around. The authority he commanded seemed to make her naturally want to please him, and to receive his approval.
"It's very sexy. Don't think I'll be able to take my eyes off of you."
She reddened. "Oh... umm... thanks," she had to look away.
Thankfully the bartender brought over her drink, and she was grateful for the distraction. Andre sat back, but his hand still rested on her leg, as though he wanted everyone in the bar to see who she was with.
Callie's drink might have been strong, but it was so fruity and delicious, that she didn't much care, just glad to have something to hide her face behind when things got too... adult.
Once everyone had their drinks, Andre led them across the resort. Along the way, Callie gave a brief nervous glance around, wondering if they'd encounter Jake and June, and hoping they wouldn't. This was just a friendly night of dancing. Why worry either of them for no reason?
The resort had its own nightclub. It was a large flat terrace that over looked the ocean and the beach below. Half of it was open to the night, and the other half was in an open air but covered room-- in Mexican Villa style architecture. The club wasn't complete without a small swimming pool, fountains, a DJ booth, and multiple tiki bars.
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It was late morning when Jake started to drift to the surface of sleep. At first, he had no memory of who or where he was. Then as he grew more aware, the comfortable veil of ignorance vanished and he remembered his previous concerns and insecurities-- particularly with Callie returning to the hotel room so late last night after a night out with Mei and Andre.
But before that thought could fully invade his psyche, he was startled by a strange feeling in his crotch. Warm wetness around his cock, and the feeling of movement-- like being on a ship. When his eyes opened, he was greeted to a startling sight.
Callie was on top of him, straddling his lap. She was completely naked. Her tits wobbled and shook in front of his face. Her head was tilted back and her eyes were shut. Her hips were moving slowly up and down. She was sighing.
Jake glanced down. At some point while he'd been asleep, Callie had discreetly slid his pajama pants off. She was riding him, her breath coming out in soft, excited pants. His cock disappeared again and again into her slit. She was very wet.
He was still in a daze, having just woke up. He was disoriented. The room was dark, the shades drawn.
"Callie. What's happening?" He started to sit up.
"Shhhhh," she put her finger to his mouth, bit her own lip, and continued to ride a little faster now that he was awake.
Jake was completely thrown off. While he'd obliviously slept, Callie had shed her clothes, undressed Jake, climbed on top of him, and fucked him without him even knowing. He'd have a million questions... if he didn't find it so depraved and so sexy at the same time.
She leaned her body over him, her big tits hanging down in front of his face. His hands went to her hips and he held on, enjoying the feeling of her riding smoothly up and down along his length. She was very wet. All thoughts of last night... all questions, all worries vanished in the feeling of her juicy body consuming his cock in slow sensual motions.
Callie's eyes were shut, she looked like she was concentrating. Her breasts swayed hypnotically in front of Jake's face. He couldn't resist leaning up and cupping them.
Callie's hands shot out, grasped his and pinned them to the bed over his head. "No," she moaned. She sashayed her hips slowly from side to side as she continued to ride. Her tits shook from the movement. "No. Let me... let me serve you," she said, eyes still shut. As she rode, she leaned forward until her tits pressed to Jake's face.
Jake was thrown off by her choice of words. But once she grazed her big round tits across his mouth, he didn't much care. It was just Callie feeling weird, frisky, and adventurous. He opened his mouth and sucked. Her pink nipple was hard as a pebble, and he ran his tongue around her warm yielding flesh.
Callie pressed her tits harder into his face as she worked her hips. The sensation was heavily erotic. He sucked and licked and slobbered on her tits. "Suck them," she moaned softly. She threw her head back, flicking the blonde hair from her face. Her eyes still shut in focused concentration, and the set of her mouth was tight and determined. "Suck these big white titties," she purred the last few words softly.
Jake barely heard her over the sound of his excited breathing. Something about her big titties. Then he was burying his face into her soft smooth skin and going from one to the other, licking noisily.
As Callie pinned him to the bed, she began to move quicker now. Her breath coming in little exhales. Her hips were sinking deeper and deeper into his lap. She was grunting softly. The headboard started to thump against the wall. The sound reminded Jake of drums.
Callie grew wetter. She leaned upright, sitting on his lap. She twerked her hips as she rode. Her hair fell across her face. Callie let it rest there. Her eyes were still shut. Her boobs jiggled and bounced.
Jake's sunburnt chest was beginning to hurt again. He shut his eyes and clenched his way through it. When he opened them, Callie's hips were in a frenzy, going back and forth like she was mounted atop a galloping horse.
"Oh yes!" She cried out hoarsely. "Yes, yes!" Callie had grown up riding horses. She was good at riding. But her hips were getting away from her, and Jake could feel his member slipping.
His cock slipped out of her pussy from her rough and rowdy movements. He saw a momentary flash of disappointed cross her face, then Callie was groping for Jake's cock, and reinserted him into her warmth. Callie resumed her feverish riding. And a moment later, Jake's cock slid out of her again.
Callie let out a grunt of annoyance.
"Sorry, you're just really wet," Jake said, a little intimidated by her aggression.
"Yeah, that's the problem," Callie said, a flash of sarcasm and an eye roll.
The comment made Jake's brow furrow, but before he could question it further, Callie was stuffing his cock back inside of her and she was resuming her rough ride on his lap. Jake grunted.
"Not so fast," he plead, feeling the sunburn start to sting on his shoulders and back as the bed wobbled and shook.
Callie wasn't listening. She was running her hands through her hair, pulling it back from her face. Her hips swayed back and forth with each bounce, like she was on a horse, and her tits jiggled in a continual fierce wobble.
"Careful, careful," he hissed between his clenched teeth.
She rested her hands on Jake's chest. Her body going up and down with invigorated energy. Jake grunted when she touched his burn, his whole body going rigid and tense.
This seemed to infuriate Callie. "Just be a man, and fuck me already!" She grunted.
Jake was completely thrown off. Callie had never said something like that to him. He was in such shock that he couldn't think of anything to do but suck up his discomfort and thrust back. His toes clenched as he lifted his hips off the bed, bucking up into her from beneath.
"Fuck me! Fuck me!" She demanded.
Jake wasn't used to hearing Callie curse. She usually spoke with air of innocence that reminded him of Dorothy from The Wizard of Oz. "Oh me, oh my!" Her vulgar words sounded... clean.
The tempo of her riding was increasing. The smacking of the headboard off the wall was beginning to sound like a stampede of horse hooves. Things rattled on the nightstand.
Jake was grunting. His chest was burning, even as Callie's fingers circled into fists, tracing lines down his skin with her nails.
"Uhhh... uhhhh... uhhhhnnnn..." she was moaning. One hand mercifully coming off of Jake to rub her own bouncing breast.
Jake was feeling less and less like they were having sex with each other, and more like Callie was having sex *on* him. Like she was using him to get herself off.
He was out of breath. His own body just struggling to keep up-- to meet her thrusts and her insatiable lust.
He reached his hand to her hips, trying to slow her down. She waved him off. Her ass jiggled enthusiastically. Jake was grunting in pleasure, but he bit his lip. Her movements were just too aggressive.
"I'm slipping out again, baby," he moaned.
"Ugh... no," she sounded disappointed, desperate.
"I can readjusted..." he suggested.
She sighed in annoyance. She sank lower and his cock popped free of her wetness. "Ugh, this kind of thing wouldn't happen if you were bigger," she grunted, adjusting her body, and resuming her rough ride.
Jake was in shock. Callie had uttered the remark under her breath, but definitely loud enough for him to hear her. She wanted him to be bigger? What the hell? She'd never complained of his size before. Where was this coming from?
But Jake didn't have time to process it. Callie leaned herself forward again and mashed her big tits against his chest. The sunburn stung, but her tits pressing heavily against his chest, grazing back and forth always got him dangerously excited. He could feel his cock growing.
"Oh that's it," Callie purred as she felt the swelling inside of her. "That's it... make it big for me... I want it big..."
Jake held on, feeling the smooth up and down of her jiggling ass beneath his palms. He couldn't process her words. He was too excited, too horny, too...
"Oh god... I'm gonna... baby I'm gonna."
Normally Callie welcomed the orgasm. She used her tits to coax it out of him. But this time, there was disappointment in her voice. "No..." she groaned. "Nooo... keep going... keep fucking me."
"Baby, seriously, I'm going to--"
"Hold it, please," she cried out, moaning in his ear. Her speed increased. Her hips bucked. Her ass sat lower and lower in his lap, like she was searching his shaft for her own release-- a release that she'd never find.
There was an urgency to her bouncing-- on borrowed time now to get her climax.
Unfortunately, Jake's came first. "Oh baby, ohhhh," he cried out as Callie collapsed on top of him in defeat. Her big heavy breasts resting on his sun scalded chest. Jake's body stiffened, his cock swelled to only slightly bigger than his normal five and a half inches. She felt the tell-tale spasm in his manhood, and it was followed by a small but warm dribble of his cum leaving his body and flowing into hers. A few spasms followed the first, and each one brought a new, but small amount.
It was nothing like what she saw yesterday in the sauna. The way Andre's impossibly huge cock and erupted like a volcano that spewed hot spunk in all directions. The way it seemed to cover everything that he wanted to claim as his own-- the bench, the sauna floor, and Callie...
She was wet again, but something was different. Had she even cum this time with Jake? If she had, she had barely noticed. It was nothing like the excited one last night on the dance floor in front of hundreds of people, and nothing like the gushing one later in the sauna with Andre's fingers in her body.
"Are you okay?" Jake asked from beneath her. Her hips continued to gyrate, long after Jake's cock had gone limp. He popped out of her wetness as though her body were rejecting her own husband's manhood.
Callie sat back, and offered a sly sexy smile that she wasn't really feeling. Regardless, she decided it would be best to wear the face as a mask, to hide her feelings from last night. She still wasn't sure how she was feeling after everything, and her conscience was her biggest enemy.
She sat back, "Fine," she smiled. As she climbed off of Jake, he was immediately on his feet, hissing through the pain of his sunburn as he hurried to the bathroom to wipe the cum from his dripping cock. Callie caught a brief glimpse of his mostly limp dick. Pale and pinkish and shrinking like a wilting flower. The last thing she saw was Jake's slumped pink shoulders as he scampered to the bathroom like an Imp being frightened back to his cave.
Andre wouldn't have just ashamedly run away after an orgasm. Not like that. He would have tucked his hands behind his head, and waited... waited for Callie to be the good little slut and clean up the mess of cum from his body. He'd want her to pamper him until he was satisfied. Then he'd dismiss her first.
Callie heard the toilet flush, waiting awkwardly by the foot of the bed, naked and disappointed. She'd spent last night in a fog. Though she'd fallen asleep almost instantly, any waking moment had been a storm of memories, thoughts, and emotions. Guilt was always there-- the looming thunderstorm. Along with the fear-- the fear of getting caught. But each time she thought of Andre, there was undeniable excitement that spurred a desire between her legs that she never felt before. Andre had danced with her, kissed her, masturbated her, climaxed on her, and owned her. That last was the part that titillated her the most-- the way he carted her around with his hand on her back, or his arm around her hips, the way he dressed her, and showed her off, the way he made a display that she belonged to him. There was no doubt in her mind now, no neurotic questions to ask herself or situations to over analyze. She could have him. If she wanted, he would fuck her without protest or apology. This enormous muscular hung black stud would mate with her like an animal. And probably not just once, but again and again... maybe even as his only girl from now on... if he wanted.
It was all she could do to keep herself from masturbating, and when she'd awaken in the morning, she was hornier than ever. That was part of the reason she had climbed on top of Jake and fucked him while she was still asleep. It would also help distract him from asking the important questions about last night. Those questions would be inevitable. But it might make her look less guilty if she could show her husband that she still lusted for him. It might snap her out of this downward spiral she was in, and bring her back from la-la land. But it didn't help. With Jake, Callie needed to close the curtains in the room. With Jake, Callie needed to shut her eyes, and take herself back to last night. With Jake, she couldn't be as rough and uninhibited as he wanted to be, without his little pink cock slipping out of her pussy over and over again. And with Jake, his conclusion was disappointing and unimpressive, and her climax had been non-existent.
Callie had never been that with Jake before. Yes, sex didn't always end in an orgasm for her, but she had never actually felt a disappointment in Jake before now. She wasn't a moron. Callie knew that her perceptions of Andre had everything to do with this. His chiseled body, towering physique, sexy unabashed confidence, and enormous manhood had completely altered her perspective of men-- namely what she was attracted to. Poor Jake was just suffering the fallout of that.
Callie suspected that the best way to counter it would be to distance herself from Andre. Focus more on Jake, and turn off her thoughts to the man. Eventually Jake would become the center of her thoughts once again, and Andre would become a distant peripheral-- a fading memory of a time where she'd almost gone astray.
But in order to do that, she would need to do two things-- manage her guilt in order to keep Jake from finding out, so that things could smoothly transition back to normal just as quickly as they'd gone astray; and lastly, she needed to part ways with Andre. That last part would have to be done tactfully. She couldn't just ignore him. That might make him more aggressive or resentful. She didn't need him getting mad and telling Jake about the awful things she'd done last night while drunk. But she owed him a genuine face to face meeting for that-- he had, after all, spent a considerable amount of money on her, at his own insistence. She needed to thank him, but she also needed to be firm, practical, and tell him in an understanding way that they needed to establish boundaries, and whatever happened between them could go no further and could never happen again.
Easy, right? Maybe. Why was her heart thundering at the thought, then? She was staring off into space when Jake emerged from the bathroom, looking satisfied, having recovered his wits, and looking wide awake.
"What was that all about?" Jake asked, still a little disoriented. His hair had cowlicks from bed-head.
Callie could feel the guilt in the way she held her eyes and her mouth. There was no escaping that. But maybe she could use it to divert. "My version of an apology," she replied. "I'm sorry I was out so late. We got a little too drunk and Mei wasn't feeling like herself." Not quite a lie. She couldn't fault herself for that. She wasn't lying.
Jake laughed. "Wow... if that's how you apologize, I accept." He ran his hands over his sun burn and hissed again.
"Sorry, I guess I got carried away. How's the sun burn?"
"It still hurts," Jake frowned, poking at the tender areas of his body. Gross blisters jutted in places near his shoulders. Callie found them nauseating to look at.
"Well listen, don't push it," she said, heading for the bathroom to wash up after their morning romp. "If you're in pain, why don't you stay in again today and relax?" The suggestion was already waiting for the right moment to come flying from her lips. This seemed like the right time.
"Baby, this is our vacation. And I'm not doing anything but laying around," Jake looked miserable and self loathing.
"Exactly. Key word 'vacation'. It shouldn't be stressful. It should be relaxing. So lay down and relax." Callie stepped into the bathroom and eyed herself in the mirror. She was actually a little pleased by her own reflection. She looked hot and sexy, even with the lingering remnants of her alcohol buzz. But that's not what she was looking for. She was looking to see if the events of last night were written all over her face. Surprisingly-- they weren't. She smiled at herself, relieved. That's because this Andre business would be behind her soon, and she'd be back on track. Nothing to feel guilty about.
She gave a little spin and twirl in front of the mirror as she started the shower water, and giggled softly to herself. Callie hadn't given much thought to her level of attractiveness before, but looking at herself, she felt a little giddy. Good enough to attract a man like Andre. Good enough to attract any man. Wow. Not that she needed to. She was just a housewife, cutting loose a little. Now that she thought of it, last night she'd acted no different than a drunk girl in a strip club during her bachelorette party. And since she hadn't had a rowdy hen party before her wedding (her's had been a wine tasting, followed by a painting class on the winery terrace), last night had been sort of her belated party.
That thought made her feel better, and by the time she finished her shower, she felt like her old perky self again. She'd refrained from touching herself in the shower, even though the impulse was there. She needed to be clearheaded, even though her denied orgasm weighed heavily on her body.
She dressed in capris jeans that stopped just below her knees and showed off the smooth pale skin of her calves. They were tight against her butt and hugged her hips. She opted for a bright green T-shirt with the faded logo of last year's school "Fun in the Sun" field day. Students had signed it with shaky penmanship, hearts, and smiley faces. The shirt had shrunk and faded with heavy use, but it always made Callie smile. It clung to her body like a second skin, hugging her boobs tightly and pulling snug against her belly. When she moved, it worked its way up her hips and showed hints of stomach and naval. It definitely was nothing flashy or expensive, but for the day she had planned, it was fine. She picked out a pair of tennis shoes, and a pair of comfy green socks with horse shoes printed on them.
Jake watched her dress as he applied a thick layer of aloe to his shoulders. "What are your plans for the day?" he asked, sighing as the cream went to work on his burn.
"I'm just going to go for a walk today, I think," she was bent over, intently lacing her sneaker, her hair hung freely over each shoulder.
"No rowdy parties?" Jake asked, making light of yesterday's situation. Now that the sun was up, it all really did seem like a distant memory.
"No. I've had my fill of liquor for a long time," Callie laughed. "I figured I want to burn off those empty calories, and enjoy the sunny weather. Want to come? Maybe we could do some hiking?" It was a calculated gamble on Callie's part. If Jake said yes, then her efforts to distance herself from Andre would be delayed.
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By the time Callie returned to the hotel room, it was almost dark. She was a sweaty mess. The shirt she'd worn for the hike-- the ill-fitting one from her school, decorated with all the signatures of her former students-- was crusted with Andre's spunk (even after her feverish attempts to wash it in the spring next to where they'd made love.
She and Andre had had sex three times during that hike. Once after the jaguar attack, once at the waterfall, and once on the walk back, just before they'd emerged from the trail near the resort. Andre had taken her aside and they'd bucked like crazy against a thick tree trunk, Callie's ass thrust out, her womanhood presented proudly to this new lover. She had no idea where Andre found the stamina... or the testosterone, but each orgasm was as huge as the last. She'd never had anything like it, and she felt rejuvenated... like she'd finally discovered what the parts of her body were really meant for.
She had no idea what she'd say by the time she returned to the room. She was barely sure she wanted to. She was a complete mess of mud, sweat, cum, and guilt. It was written all over her face, in her cheeks, and the rosy glow to her features.
Thankfully, Jake was in such a fog, that he barely noticed when she bee-lined to the bathroom, stripped and hurriedly showered. She could erase all traces of the claim Andre had laid to her body... except for one. She washed her pussy, still in amazement that her body had been able to accommodate a man of his impressive size.
Jake sat at the foot of the bed, thinking hard. His focus was a million miles away, along with his thoughts. The pool was right in front of him, just out the window, but his sight seemed to go on past it and circle the world. He couldn't see anything beyond this morning-- when June had confided the whole terrible incident to him. The poor man's brutal gut-wrenching cuckolding.
June had left hours ago. He was probably still on the return flight home. Jake wondered what June was feeling right now. He'd flown down with his wife, together, in love, with the excited thrill of a vacation spread out before them like a blank canvass. And now, he was returning home alone, wrestling with the disgrace of having not only lost her attraction and love to another man, but knowing that waiting at the end of his flight would be a broken home full of tainted memories. The hell that man must be going through... would continue to go through. How many nights would June lay awake, trying to sleep, but only able to think about his wife, down here relentlessly fucking her new lover?
"Are you alright?" Callie asked. Her voice started Jake. How long had he been sitting there, staring at the pool? He didn't even remember when Callie had come back from her walk.
"Huh?" He blinked. Callie looked uneasy... afraid. Jake realized his blank expression must be truly scaring her. She'd changed into her pajamas-- the less sexy ones. Pink fuzzy pajama pants with kittens on them. She'd picked them out last year at Target because one of the frolicking kittens looked like her barn cat back home. A comfy tank top with the faded logo of her university was pulled over her breasts. She wasn't wearing a bra. Their free jiggle and hard poking nipples were glaringly obvious.
She hesitated to repeat the question. "Is... Is everything alright?"
He thought for a moment before answering. "I don't know. What happened last night?"
The color drained from Callie's face. Her eyes averted, darting from wall to wall as she thought. Finally she asked, "Why?"
"June came over after you left this morning. He-- he caught Mei cheating on him. I guess it was some guy that she'd met last night while you girls were out dancing."
Callie blinked stupidly. For a moment, she looked relieved. But her posture couldn't rest. There was a slight tremble about her. Her eyes were big and alarmed, processing all of this carefully, it seemed to Jake. Finally she said, "What?" As though she couldn't believe it.
"Yeah." Jake shook his head, retelling June's story succinctly. "Mei didn't come home last night after the club. June went looking. He found Mei on the beach with some guy. They were still in the process of hooking up. They got into a fight. And June lost." Jake deliberately left out that they'd had sex right in front of him and forced him to watch. He also wanted to omit the speculation about the cartel. Callie scared easily, and he didn't want to work her up more than this story might already. "I guess... I guess their marriage is over. June left this morning. Mei didn't go with him."
"Oh," Callie said quietly, her hands were nervously fiddling with her fingernails for a moment. "Oh, that's awful," she said with more conviction. She was relieved, but stayed cautiously guarded. Jake didn't notice.
"I mean... did something happen when you girls went dancing?" Jake asked again.
Callie stood there, feeling like the spot lights were on her. It was a feeling of complete panic. She was a terrible liar, and she had reason to be guilty-- she'd just had sex with Andre... multiple times... and it was incredible. But she loved Jake, and had a life with him, a history, an established home. But Andre... wow... everything about him turned her on and made her come alive! She just needed more time to process this, to think! And suddenly now Jake's questioning eyes were on her. His expression was concerned confusion, but to Callie's guilty mind, it was interrogating.
Her first instinct was total panic, to just blurt it all out. That she and Andre had sex. Not only that, but they'd been fooling around behind Jake's back for days, and it excited her, and now that this new world had opened before her, she wasn't sure she wanted to stop. But then the judging eyes of her parents, of her family, of her friends, and their wedding guests entered her brain, and damage control took over. And the thing about damage control-- it's ice cold.
Callie sat down nervously on the bed, still trembling slightly. "I-- I saw her last night, talking to some guy." Yes, true. Not a lie, but not the full truth either. "I honestly just thought it was the booze talking. She's pretty out going and friendly, you know?"
Jake only listened, and Callie felt compelled to continue. But as she spoke she saw the path lay itself out before her-- the story that she needed to tell in order to not incriminate herself, and to avoid Jake's scrutiny. She might have to come clean further down the road, make hard decisions. But that was for later. For now, this was desperate self-preservation and nothing more. Andre was just a physical fling that would end the moment she and Jake got on the plane to go home. Jake was forever. Callie didn't want to ruin either one, when at the moment, she had the best of both worlds.
"At the end of the night, I was feeling pretty trashed, and I was tired. I just wanted to come back and curl up in bed. But Mei was still talking to this guy at the bar, they were dancing, they were... I don't know what they were doing. I guess now, it makes sense. But I was just trying to assume she was having fun and had made a new friend. I stuck around for a while, not wanting to leave without her. But eventually, I just didn't want to be there anymore, and Mei told me it was fine. That she was going to stay for one more drink and then go back to her room too. So I left. I didn't think anything of it." Callie swallowed as she said the story. She knew she was trembling. She knew she was looking guilty... but now, it could be rationalized for a totally different reason-- she felt guilty for leaving Mei in a position where she could cheat. Jake would believe that, because it was plausible.
"That's why you got back so late," Jake said, more to himself, than to her.
Callie didn't trust herself to speak. Her heart was pounding so hard, it felt like it was going to burst out of her chest. A bead of sweat formed at her hairline, she could feel it trickling along. She only managed a pathetic nod.
"I just..." Jake gasped, turning away and shaking his head. The distant stare returned to his expression. "Wow. You think you know people. They seemed so happy."
The color crept back into Callie's cheeks. Her eyes grew haunted as his words echoed in her mind.
"I feel bad," she said. Again, yes that was true. "Like I saw it happening, but I didn't think that's really what was happening. But if I gave it more thought, then maybe I could have prevented it. Stopped her until she was more sober."
Jake accepted this response, and Callie felt simultaneously relieved and guilty. "That's why you've been acting weird."
"Have I been?"
Jake hesitated. "A little. Between the sex this morning, and the walk you went on. And no offense, but you look guilty as hell lately. Like you just witnessed a brutal murder and were sworn to secrecy." He tried to force the humor, and Callie tried to force the chuckle.
"I feel guilty," Callie said. "I thought it was harmless drunken flirting, and it turned out that it wasn't."
Jake sighed. "I don't think any of us saw this coming. Mei probably didn't either." He glanced over at Callie and saw the distant look to her eyes, the worry on her face. He got up, sat behind her, and hugged her, wincing from the sunburn. "It's okay. It's not your fault. Don't take this out on yourself."
Callie nodded quietly. Jake kissed the back of her head and smelled her hair. A fresh inviting smell. "How's the sun burn?" Callie asked finally.
"Still hurts. But I think maybe tomorrow I can manage to go out and do some things if you want."
Callie tensed up slightly at this suggestion. After today, she was beginning to feel like Jake's sunburn had been a blessing. She had free roam to go out and be by herself... well not entirely by herself. She had made plans to go to the beach with Andre tomorrow. He'd promised a secret secluded spot. Now she'd have to change them at the last minute.
"Don't push it, if you think you'll be in pain and misery the whole time," she ventured cautiously.
"No. I can't stay in this room much longer. I need to get out and enjoy my vacation-- take my mind off things. But we'll do that tomorrow. Today, I'm just not feeling it after what June told me."
"I understand."
"So do you want to just order-in and watch some TV?"
"That sounds nice," Callie smiled. She was relieved, but she was uneasy. She needed to stay cautiously guarded.
She needed to keep telling herself that she and Andre had only been a fling. An amazing fling, but a fling no less. Her life was back home, not down here. And the moment that they got on the plane, the fling would end, and they could return to reality. But in the mean time... having fun wasn't so terrible... right?
They skipped the fancy cuisine tonight and opted for comfort food-- grilled cheese, macaroni, and a fudge brownie for dessert. They lay comfortably on the bed afterwards. Jake had made a few playful advances toward Callie, but she had to fend him off. She suspected she'd have to for a while-- until her body went back to normal. Andre had opened her up in ways that she didn't think were possible. "Not tonight," she said. "I'm too tired from my walk and in too much shock to really do much."
Jake left it alone, and they cuddled while watching TV in their room. Callie's head rested on Jake's chest, and her hand on his stomach, listening to the sound of his breathing and the easy patter of his heart. Despite their closeness, Callie couldn't stop thinking about Andre...
***
The next day was like a bad dream had passed. Jake's shoulders and chest were still raw, but nowhere near the pain he'd been enduring. The tragedy of June and Mei still weighed on him, but the initial shock had worn off, and Jake was more interested in having a good time with his wife, instead of dwelling on someone else's anguish.
Jake wanted to get back into his vacation, and decided that he and Callie could maybe find a nice little corner of the beach to spend time-- away from people... and with ample sun screen. Maybe they could go for a swim. And maybe in the evening, go see some touristy attractions before dinner.
Callie seemed initially apprehensive to this idea. Jake assumed she was still thinking about Mei and June. She was more sensitive to the suffering of others like that. But by the time he returned from his shower, he saw that her spirits had lifted considerably. She'd been on her phone.
"Checking Facebook?" Jake asked, the towel around his pale dripping body. When Callie glanced him over, she felt slightly... turned off. She'd never really felt that way about Jake before.
"No," She stammered quickly. "I was just seeing what's up and down the coast. Remember the mangrove swamp?" She asked.
Jake grinned. "You mean the one where we got frisky?"
She didn't look amused. "Yes, that one. Supposedly there's some isolated beaches past it, famous for being very beautiful and very empty."
"Oooh, nude beaches?" Jake asked, and undid his towel, letting it drop to the floor comically. It didn't earn the laugh that he'd hoped for. If anything, Jake sensed that he'd made a mistake the moment he'd done it. Callie's eyes flicked down to his bare penis, then back up to him. There was neither humor, amusement, or lust in her eyes. She wasn't annoyed... but her expression was devoid of any feeling at all. He collected his towel a second later.
That feeling of repulsion at Jake intensified when he'd dropped his towel. Callie had glanced at his limp penis. It didn't hang. It stuck straight out, too swaddled in its pale foreskin to even have the weight needed to hang down. If it wasn't for the mane of curly red hair that surrounded it, Callie would feel dirty-- like she was looking at a child.
"We won't be in the nude," Callie assured Jake.
He returned to the bathroom and resumed drying himself. "So wait a minute. If the beach is advertised, then it's not really a secret, is it? Is it on the website?"
Callie felt a moment of panic. She hadn't learned about it from the website at all. She'd learned about it when she had to panic-cancel her plans with Andre, due to Jake's sudden burst of ambition. "It was a review I read." She said, suddenly nervous Jake would ask more questions.
"So you *were* on Facebook. I knew it!" Jake laughed but didn't press the matter. When he returned from the bathroom, he had thankfully dawned a pair of swim trunks, and a long sleeve shirt meant for surfing and body boarding. It was form hugging and resembled a wetsuit. Jake had probably meant for it to protect him from the sun. When he'd first purchased it, Callie thought it looked sexy and emphasized Jake's manlier features. Now, she thought Jake looked formless and misshapen. He didn't have a body anywhere close to Andre. Gosh, had that man really altered her perspectives that much?
Callie hurried to the bathroom to change, and knew immediately that she wouldn't be wearing her old suits. She wanted one that Andre had picked for her. She went with the white bikini, and took a moment to admire herself in the mirror, feeling more confident than ever. She really did have an hour glass figure. Her boobs were displayed very well beneath the two white triangles of fabric. The strings of the bikini held tight to keep them in. She could even see the tan-lines left behind by her previous swim wear. This top definitely showed more of her breasts than she ever dared to show before. But it wasn't pornographic... and Andre had picked this out... because he wanted to see her in this. That was exciting.
She ran her hand down over her tummy. Sucking in the tiny curve of her belly as she inspected the bottoms. Skimpy, but not distasteful. The back went between her butt cheeks a little, but it wasn't a full blown thong, and everything tied together at her wide hips. She pivoted to get a look at herself, and wondered if other black men would ogle her in such a suit, or if this was just an Andre exclusive.
She wrapped herself in a beach sarong, and decided to cover up in a zip-up hoodie. She wasn't sure how far the beach was from here, and if the wind was blowing, she didn't want to be chilly...
"Are you going to the beach or to church?" Jake teased, when he saw how covered she was.
"Church, because I'm a good girl," she remarked with a self amused smirk and a flick of her hair.
They found the beach after a short walk past the mangrove forest. It was more of a cove-- forested sloping hills surrounded a field of beach grass, and spotless crescent of alabaster sand. The water that broke on the beach was such a vivid shade of aqua that Callie imagined it tasted like blueberry fruit juice.
She took one look at the isolated little expanse and felt her heart drop slightly. Andre had suggested this. And the thought that she could have been alone out here with him today, in her little bikini... or not... it was disheartening that such plans needed to be changed.
"Wow... we really could make this a nude beach," Jake commented.
"You want another sun burn?" Callie said in a daring tone. "Because that's how you'll end up right back in the hotel room."
Jake pouted but laid out the towels. Callie wandered to the water and dipped her toe in the breaking waves. The water was warm, almost inviting.
She shed her wrapping and her hoodie, and returned to the towels. Jake was eyeing her as the wind took her blonde hair in a gust and blew it. She looked sexy, glowing. Her heavy plump tits barely covered in her top, her nipples pressing through the white fabric, creating little shadows. Her adventurous little horse shoe tattoo couldn't hide in that bikini bottom. And the way she clumsily walked on the balls of her feet, gave her curves an extra little bounce that made her boobs sway from side to side.
"Wow... I never saw that swim suit before," Jake admitted.
"No you haven't," Callie replied with a little confident smile and laid down on the towel beside him.
"Want me to put some sun screen on you," Jake offered with an appraising look at her curves in that little suit.
"Worry about yourself, you pervert," she laughed dismissively as she took the bottle from him, and applied a healthy dose to her skin, that was starting to tan nicely. He watched her, especially when she did her waist line and her breasts.
They laid for a long time in silence, enjoying the isolation and the sound of the water crashing against the sandy shore line. It was soothing, and Jake found himself beginning to nod.
He wasn't sure how long he'd been asleep, but he was awakened by the sound of approaching feet. Someone was coming toward them.
"I see you found our little secret getaway," a deep resonant voice. Jake knew that voice. He opened his eyes and propped himself up on his elbows.
Andre stood over the two of them. Jake had to squint, the sun was so bright that Andre's dark skin made him out to be a towering shadow. It glinted from his muscles. The breeze wafted his shorts-- thankfully he was in khaki shorts today, and not a speedo. But he was shirtless, and Jake was aware of the lines of definition chiseled into his body. Veins stood out on his biceps.
Callie managed to turn on her side. She bit her lip for a moment before smiling. Her breasts shifted, pressing together as she moved. "Yes, we found it. Thanks for the recommendation," she replied.
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Jake was pacing the hotel suite. He was fuming. His face was flushed... or that could have just been the sunburn, back with a vengeance. He hadn't bothered to change out of his damp swim trunks, and he still had sand caked to his scalp and his hair.
His mind was a swirling mess of different feelings and emotions. It made him think of spin art when he was a kid-- dropping random colors on the spinning paper and seeing them shoot off to the edges of the page. Jake felt like if his emotions were different colors, the page was a complete mess by now. Every time he thought that he was able to articulate one feeling, it was fleeting and gone-- swallowed up by the next, and the next.
He was scared. Although, that was fleeting-- he was no longer on the island. He was angry-- they had taken a legitimate phobia of his and turned it into a joke. He was humiliated... although he wasn't sure why. There was just something about Callie and Andre sharing in Jake's moment of panic that felt like... he was an outsider and they were the ones with the bond. Nothing about it felt right.
Callie emerged from the shower, wrapped in a towel. She saw the expression on Jake's face. "Are you going to be like this the whole trip?" She asked, resting her hand on her hip.
Jake was taken aback. Callie was never so direct. She was always passive aggressive. If Jake was mad at her, she'd turn it into a "no, you're not mad at me, I'm mad at *you*" silent treatment. That was just her style. But this time, she was flat-out emboldened.
He honestly wasn't sure how to respond. This was new territory. He'd never found himself in this sort of fight with his wife before.
"You guys left me... in the water. When I asked-- no, I *pleaded*-- with you not to." He tried to stay calm about this, tried to control those hazy spiraling emotions. Maybe it was the part of his brain that feared making too many waves, that they'd end up sinking his own ship. He'd always been afraid that if he was just a little too angry, or a little too harsh, the damage he might cause would be permanent.
Callie rolled her eyes and sighed. "Clearly we didn't. We came back for you. He was just kidding around."
It was what they'd both insisted when they eventually returned to collect Jake. Jake wasn't sure how long he'd been marooned on that island. It had felt like hours, but it could have been only minutes. The boat had appeared and Jake had been so relieved that they'd actually come back, that feelings like anger and misery had taken a seat on the back burner.
Only when he was back, safely on the boat, did everything start bubbling to the surface. Andre had grinned from behind the wheel of his big luxury boat. Confident and cocky and swaggering. He looked like king shit, himself. He didn't seem the least concerned that Jake was still trembling, even as he wrapped himself in a towel. Jake's frightened confused expression seemed to amuse the man.
Even worse, Callie was snickering in that soft chuckle that she had. Her smile both funny, and apologetic... like she'd told a joke that was borderline offensive, and her non-committal smile was her way of trying to keep things on the lighter side. Jake looked away from her face, and found his eyes wandering down her curvaceous body-- barely clad in her little white string bikini. She'd been wearing that outfit, looking that sexy, when she and Andre had both conspired to scare the living crap out of Jake. That thought alone felt like a punch to his gut. She was his wife. If she was going to conspire with someone to pull off a prank, it ought to be with him, not against him. Somehow Andre had taken Jake's place by his wife's side, even if only for the afternoon. And the feeling felt wrong. Jake was the butt of a joke that another man had made, and Callie was laughing about it.
"We got you good, my friend," Andre had laughed in his deep powerful voice, back on the boat.
"Yeah, ha ha," Jake replied, sarcastic and miserable.
Callie joined Jake in the front of the boat, sitting down nearby. "He was just kidding around." Callie said, gently touching Jake's shoulder, trying to reassure him.
Jake pulled away, folded his arms across his chest, and looked at the water instead. It was hard to keep the frown from his face. When Jake was young, at a friend's pool party, he'd once been dunked under the water by a bigger kid. It had only been for a second, and meant as a prank, but it had been just long enough that Jake had felt sheer panic at his own helplessness-- his life was at the hands of someone else who was dismissing it all as a "prank". In that single moment that he'd been without air, and without a means to draw breath, his *life* was a prank to someone else. That scared him deeply, and when he finally emerged for air, his first instinct was to cry and immediately go home-- to distance himself from those people. But he didn't. Everyone else would have seen that as an overreaction, and would have viewed Jake as a cry-baby. He'd lightly laughed it off while spending the remainder of the day avoiding the pool and that kid.
Right now, much like back then, Jake had had an awful fright, and he couldn't just laugh it off when his first instinct was to cry and immediately distance himself from the source of his anxiety and humiliation. In this moment, he wanted to go home. To call off this whole trip. To tell Andre to go fuck himself, and to ignore Callie's attempts to placate him until she could find a way to make this up to him.
"Are you mad?" She asked Jake as Andre drove them through the islands.
Jake hadn't responded at all. That was answer enough.
"Want to give it another try?" Andre called jovially from behind the wheel. His voice was light hearted and affable, but his smile was cocky and condescending. Like he was asking 'Had enough yet, tourist?'
"I want you to take us back to the resort," Jake said. It wasn't a bark. But there was a resolve to Jake's voice. He was saying that the party was over.
"Sweetie, he was just kidding." Callie insisted. "It's not a big deal."
The same words that Callie was using now, back in the hotel room, with this incident safely behind them. Her hair was wet from her shower. Her towel showed off her smooth legs. Jake ought to wash off too, but he wasn't in the mood.
"Not a big deal?" Callie's casual dismissal of this whole thing was only making Jake's blood boil. "Why are you defending this? I was a beginner to scuba diving. I didn't know what I was doing."
"It didn't look like that from the boat. You seemed pretty sure of yourself once you were in the water," Callie said, trying to be light hearted about this, but there was still something dangerous about her tone that Jake hadn't encountered before.
"Andre just got done warning me about the dangers of scuba diving," Jake insisted.
"If you were suddenly so scared of those dangers, why'd you get in the water in the first place? Why'd you insist on going at all?"
"Because I didn't think our instructor was going to leave me in open water as a prank."
"First of all, Andre wouldn't have done that if he thought you were in any real danger. In fact, if he didn't trust you to not be able to handle yourself, he wouldn't have even let you go in."
Again, she was defending Andre in all of this. She wasn't taking Jake's side at all, and Jake somehow found that more concerning than being abandoned out in the water-- that his own wife didn't see something wrong with it. But Jake wasn't surprised. This wasn't the first time that Callie sometimes had trouble seeing things from his standpoint. And Jake always found it difficult getting Callie to see things from his point of view.
Regardless, he tried anyway. "I don't understand why he did it at all. What if you'd been the one in the water, and me and Andre had left you behind as a joke?"
Callie laughed dismissively at that suggestion. "I wouldn't have ever gotten in the water. You know that."
Jake didn't share the laugh. He was too frustrated by how she was able to completely avoid seeing things through his eyes. She was good at that. "What if something happened? Something dangerous, and I was all alone? What if my air tank stopped working? Or if I got stuck? Or hurt or whatever?"
"But it didn't. Nothing bad happened. Which just proves my point. It was a joke." Callie turned and headed back for the bathroom to finish drying her hair. Her body bouncing with the steps she took on the balls of her feet.
Jake sighed. They were going in circles. He didn't have many fights with Callie since they got together, but when they did, they always went this way-- in circles without resolution. They'd each claim to be the victim and chase each other around and around. Like most arguments, Jake was tired, and on the verge of giving up. "Where did you guys even go when you drove away?"
Jake hadn't intended the question to be any more than a fleeting comment, but the way Callie suddenly hesitated in her stride was a cause for concern. It was only for a moment that she froze, then continued on to the bathroom, but enough that Jake noticed.
"He wanted to show me something..." Callie said.
Jake's eyes narrowed. Now he was thinking of something else. Something that happened after they'd returned to shore. Jake had been so worked up about having been abandoned at sea, that he hadn't given it much thought at the time, but it must have stuck with him enough that he had even bothered to remember it at all.
They had just arrived at the dock. Jake had been out of the boat and back on dry land before Andre had even tied the boat in place. The feeling of being back on mainland was an overwhelming relief. But he'd been mad. He'd been mad at Callie, and he'd been furious with Andre.
He didn't want to look at either one. He stormed across the beach, trekking back to the resort. Andre and Callie had walked behind him.
"Is he okay?" Andre had asked, without any real concern. Jake could hear them, and he'd found Andre's words to be mocking and unworried.
Callie's words had been even more dismissive. "He's fine. Let him pout, and he'll feel better when he's done."
They'd deliberately walked behind Jake, so he could be alone with his thoughts. As they neared the resort, the main beach and pool areas were packed with guests enjoying the beautiful afternoon. Jake paused at one point to wait for Callie and Andre, and when he saw them, they were walking side by side past the crowds of tourists. Andre's big arm was commandingly around Callie's waist. For the briefest moment, the gesture didn't seem like Andre was just being his friendly self-- the way he always had been with his wife. The gesture seemed possessive. "Look at us, everyone. We're a couple. She's mine, and I'm hers." For just a moment, they were the couple, and Jake was the man who once had a wife, but now was walking alone.
Then the moment was gone-- washed away by the tides of Jake's anger from the scuba diving incident.
But now that fleeting glance came roaring back. Callie walking with Andre's arm around her waist, content being steered and led by this stranger with the big muscles, and the six pack, and the exotic skin. Giving no thought to the emotional state of her husband
June's story also came to mind-- the horrible heartbreak he'd suffered. And seeing Callie's momentary stumble to Jake's question, for the first time, he wondered if he needed to be worried for all new reasons.
"Uh huh," Jake said in a sarcastic reply.
Callie spun and reddened. "What?" She asked defensively. "He wanted to give me a tour around the islands. There's over two dozen, and they're all part of a dormant volcanic ring."
Jake rolled his eyes. "Uh huh," he said again. "I'll bet that's all he wanted to show you."
Callie's face reddened more, but instead of embarrassment, he saw a flash of anger. "What are you saying? Are you saying I'm some kind of slut?"
Callie's abrupt choice of words sounded foreign coming from her mouth. Jake found himself so startled, that he back pedaled. "I'm not saying anything like that. I'm saying that he's just like any guy, and he was alone on a boat with you while you're half naked. He was probably hoping he could make something happen, and that's probably why he drove away."
Callie rolled her eyes. "And I'm such a slut that I can't control myself, right? Without your supervision, I'll just fuck any guy that I'm alone with? Well maybe next time, I will, since you think so highly of me. Since you think I'm so much like Mei, maybe next time I'm alone with Andre, I'll make it happen, so you don't have to wonder. I'll do some wild kinky shit with my new friend that I'd never do with you. I'll bet he's got a big dick too. A real big one. What do you think of that?"
Her tone was ferocious. Her eyes were glaring and her cheeks were red. This was definitely not the sweet innocent farm girl from Indiana. Jake wasn't sure what stung him worse-- her expression of raw contempt, or her words and suggestions. As he stood, utterly dumbfound by her outburst, every instinct in his body told him not to push back. To push back meant she might actually make good on that threat. That she would be so mad at him that she would storm out of their room right now and cheat on Jake on their honeymoon. And Jake would be the one to blame, all because he couldn't control his anger at the situation.
"I-I--" he stammered, taking a step back. His stomach felt like he'd been punched hard and deep. His chest actually hurt. His heart felt like it had been stomped on.
Callie's tone was still angry and emboldened. "I'm sorry I didn't wait around on the boat like the good obedient little wifey, while you goofed around underwater all day. Is that what you want? A possession to just sit around and wait for you twenty four, seven? I'm not some dog waiting for its master to come home. You were so preoccupied swimming around-- something that we only did because *you* wanted to-- I'm surprised you even noticed we were gone. We even figured you probably wouldn't have noticed the boat was missing, and we'd come back and you'd be none-the-wiser... probably still swimming around with turtles and fish. Not that it matters. It wasn't all about pranking you, Jake. Andre figured you'd be busy for a while, so he took me on a tour around the islands to keep me entertained. It was nice, and it was fun, and it was exciting. I don't regret it, because you and I haven't done shit on this trip. All you've been doing is laying around in the room for days, and you expect me to do the same? Well sorry that my new friend decided that, once again, laying around waiting for you might not be fun for me. If you're going to be my anchor this whole trip, you may as well just go home."
Her words were like a slap to the face. Was that an ultimatum? 'Stop being mad, or we're breaking up'? He couldn't tell, but the sudden prospect that she might be serious deeply frightened him in a way he'd never felt before. Jake had spent most of his life with Callie in it, and now was the prospect that they might be over, just because he was overreacting to something. It called into question just how valid this entire argument really was. Maybe he'd been right to get upset initially, but was he right to keep harping on this? Was he right to let it ruin their vacation and jeopardize his marriage?
More than that, was Callie right? Her words caught him off guard-- yes, he'd spent a lot of time laying in the room from his sunburn, but he'd thought Callie had been content to entertain herself. Had he been wrong? Had she been miserable and secretly resenting him because of their lack of time together?
The thoughts that her words triggered broke his heart. Jake wasn't even aware that he was doing it until he felt his diaphragm quiver. He was crying.
"Is that what you really think of me?" he asked.
Now it was Callie's turn to be taken aback. She looked genuinely surprised to see Jake's sudden change of direction, and even more surprised to see him cry.
She softened, although her expression was still cautious calculating. "Hey, I'm sorry I said all that," she slipped her arms around him and eased him to the bed. "I was just angry and wanted to make you as upset as you were making me."
Jake nodded, not trusting himself to talk as his breath came in ragged gasps and sniffles.
They held each other for a while on the bed. Jake's head cradled against Callie's chest. She was still in her towel, and her skin was damp and warm, smelling strongly of fresh soap.
"Sorry if I ruined the vacation for you," Jake murmured.
She patted his head in a gesture of 'it's okay'. "Sorry about what happened when we were scuba diving," Callie admitted. "I really didn't think it would bother you as badly as it did."
Jake nodded, deciding he had no reason not to believe that. Maybe he just wanted to. Maybe his thoughts were so muddled with the pain and fear of earlier this afternoon, that he didn't want to fight this battle much longer. It wasn't the kind of thing that he could win, and to continue to push it would only cause irreparable damage to the memories they were hoping to make on this vacation. He wanted to come home with fun stories for their friends and family. He couldn't deprive Callie of that, just because something had bothered him.
They needed to salvage this and move past it. "What would you like to do tonight?" Jake asked. "Anything you want."
"Well there's supposedly a festival happening in town," Callie admitted. "Some sort of celebration of fertility or something. It's a touristy thing, like Mardi Gras, or Day of the Dead."
"It's in town? Is it safe?" Jake asked, remembering that they were advised not to leave the resort.
"It is, but it's crowded with tourists and should be perfectly safe," she explained.
"Did Andre tell you about this?" Jake asked.
Callie hesitated, but admitted that was the case.
Jake held his tongue. He didn't trust Andre. Not after this afternoon, when he'd been assured that they'd watch out for him and Andre had left him in the water to fend for himself. And there was still another matter that Jake hadn't brought up-- the sunken cigarette boat with the body inside. He didn't tell anyone... mostly because of his suspicions of the cartel, and he was brutally afraid that down here, in a resort run by the cartel, saying anything to anyone might be a death sentence. He could easily end up in the bottom of the ocean, just like the corpse. And he definitely didn't want Callie to know. She'd freak out.
Callie must have sensed where Jake was going with his apparent distrust, because she said, "He won't need to come along, if that's what you're worried about. It can just be the two of us."
Jake tried not to let his relief show as much as it did. He almost seemed to sag with relief.
"Okay," he said. His sour mood lifting. "Let's check it out."
***
Jake was feeling a little more relief when he saw the crowds on the streets. These didn't look like the scary depressed impoverished citizens that they'd passed on the drive from the airport. This was a party crowd. This was a celebration.
Neither of them quite understood the festival, but did there really need to be a reason to drink and to party? Most people weren't Irish, but St. Patty's day was still a hit.
People crowded the streets and sidewalks. The sound was tremendous. Parade floats and revelers marched down the streets holding overly large flamboyant paper mache puppets. There was a vibe about it all that reminded Jake of voodoo movies from New Orleans.
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When they'd returned to the honeymoon suite after their night at the festival, Callie nearly collapsed face-down in the bed and was snoring softly before Jake could even say good night. He guessed he couldn't blame her. She'd been insistent that she didn't feel good at the festival, and she certainly looked disheveled enough to show that she'd had a rough night. Hopefully she'd feel better in the morning.
Jake wished he could fall asleep as quickly. But he lay awake, staring at the accent lights of the pool outside of their balcony windows. It created a moving shadow effect on the ceiling. Jake's thoughts kept returning to what had happened in that dark alley.
How he'd caught Andre in the middle of a drug deal, and how Andre had nearly killed a man, broken his bones, and made him scream. Andre was definitely involved in shady business. Of that, Jake had no doubts. But Andre had seen Jake. Now they both knew. And Jake was horrified. He knew too much, and Andre had much more influence down here than he'd given the man credit for. When they'd first arrived, Jake had underestimated Andre as a mere chauffer and tour guide. But between the fight, Andre's copious amounts of money that he was able to lavish Callie with expensive dresses and jewelry, and Andre's enormous boat, it was obvious the man had more pull around here than Jake had thought.
He was already on Andre's radar after the scuba diving incident. Neither of them liked each other, that much was clear. But for some weird reason, as of lately, Callie had developed a trust and a liking for Andre. That also bothered Jake. What was this scumbag buttering up his wife for?
Jake resolved that he needed to talk to Callie about this. But he needed to do it in the morning, when she wasn't feeling ill.
He sighed, and continued to stare at the ceiling. The feeling of dread wouldn't subside. It was a long night, with very little comfort. At least Callie was able to sleep like a rock.
***
They were eating breakfast in one of the more low-key restaurants of the resort when Jake said it.
"I think we should head home early." His eyes were restless, darting around the mostly empty dining room, afraid of who they might run into, or who might overhear.
Callie looked up from her plate sharply. The shock immediately washed away the relaxed serene expression she'd been wearing only moments ago.
"Oh my gosh, why?" she asked.
Jake wasn't sure he wanted to be completely truthful. Last night had been a hellish blur of tossing and turning, of contending with the butterflies in his belly, and the knot in his gut. He was afraid of how she might react, especially after she seemed to be finding a louder voice with him lately.
"You have to admit, this trip hasn't exactly been good to either of us. Between the sunburn, and the fight after the boat, and you weren't feeling good all last night--"
"I told you this morning, I feel 100% better," she insisted. She was staring at him sharply, her eyes slightly narrowed. She seemed... guarded.
"Well regardless... this was fun. But maybe we should cut our losses and head home a little sooner than expected," Jake said. "We could get back, and still have enough time for a 'stay-cation' back at the house."
"Well I like it here, and I want to stay," Callie said firmly. "What's going on with you, lately?"
Jake hesitated. He didn't want to tell her about his suspicions with Andre. About what he saw. He didn't want to frighten her. Callie was already a sheltered, jumpy girl. But now, she was far from home and out of her element. He was afraid that she might panic. But was that the real reason? Jake decided that it was one of the reasons. The other was much scarier to process-- that Callie wouldn't take his side on this. That she'd doubt and rebuke his warning. That she would side with Andre over him, and she'd feel compelled to defend Andre (a man she barely knew) over the warnings of her husband (with whom she'd been close with for most of her life). Did he really want to risk that rejection?
Jake sighed. "You're just going to have to trust me. I have a bad feeling about this place... and I think it would be best if we left."
Callie stared at him, her expression frozen. Her eyebrow cocked, her eyes glaring, and her mouth held in a tight line. Jake didn't know this expression well, but he knew that it wasn't good.
After an eternity she said, "No." Then she resumed her breakfast.
Jake glanced around, then repeated it. "No?"
"No," she lighter, but with more resolve. "Jake, this is our honeymoon. This trip was expensive, and it's non-refundable. This is one of the few times we're ever going to do this-- travel someplace this far away and exotic. I'm sorry if you're having a bad time, but I'm not. And I'd like to stay."
"It's not that," Jake said, slightly defeated.
"It is just that. You had a few disappointing days, and now you want to go running back home to hide. That's fine if you were single and here alone, but you're married now. So put on your big boy pants and realize that you aren't just doing things for yourself. I'm not done with my vacation. So until I am, you'll just have to deal with it. Then we'll leave together."
Although Callie's voice was soft and calm, there was an icy cold practicality to them. It reminded Jake of their fight yesterday, where Callie had suggested that she actually cheat on Jake, if Jake thought she was such an untrustworthy slut.
He was intimidated by Andre, but he was also intimidated by Callie in this moment.
Jake folded. "Okay, sorry I brought it up. It was just a suggestion."
"It's fine," Callie said, dismissively. As far as she was concerned, the matter had already been settled before she even finished her peace. And Jake was positive she wouldn't budge.
"So what do you want to do today?" Jake asked, feeling intimidated by his own wife for the first time.
"Oh, I don't know. You pick." Okay, that was the old Callie again. Malleable and non-committal. Jake was usually the plan maker. Sometimes it annoyed him, but at the moment, it was something he could use to his advantage. If Callie wasn't going to let them leave, maybe he could at least lay low and steer them away from places where they might run into Andre.
"I know we tried our hand at the private beach yesterday, but... do you think there might be some place that's more... hidden?"
Callie looked quizzical.
"You know, like an actual private beach that nobody knows about? Not something that's marketed as 'hidden'? Something that's 'actually' hidden?"
Callie thought it over. "Sure," she said finally. "That sounds fun."
"Really?" Jake was surprised.
"Yeah, sure. I don't mind hanging out where people aren't," she flashed a smile.
"Okay, great," Jake perked up. "Had enough of them after last night?"
Callie reddened. "It was a lot of fun... but... I think I'm just worn out," she admitted.
Jake nodded, "Okay, I understand. I'll make the arrangements, let me take care of everything." He was insistent, and when he hurried them out of the restaurant, he was relieved that there were no further run-ins with Andre.
***
They rented a Jeep, and as they passed through the gates, Callie was cautious not to look too closely at the guard booth. She didn't see the man with the gold tooth and she had no way of knowing if he was in there today. While she trusted Andre to not blow her cover, she wasn't so sure about the guard who'd had her last night.
Their trip didn't take them into the city. It was more of a rutted sandy road through the palm trees. It followed the curve of the coast line. In the distance, Jake could see beautiful towering mountains, rolling beneath carpets of green.
A breeze kicked up and blew the hair from Callie's face. Each day, she looked more and more like a natural beach babe. Her hair had lightened from the sun, and her skin had taken on a healthy golden glow.
She was wearing her other bathing suit. The black one with the straps that rode high on her hips, and the top that gave peeks of the bottoms of her breasts. With her sunglasses on and her risqué outfit, Jake felt like he didn't really recognize his bride.
She lounged back in the seat, taking deep breaths of the warm clear air. Jake glanced over as he drove and noted the way her boobs seemed to be utterly bursting from her top. It made his loins stir. They'd had sex less on this trip than he would expect, so maybe they could change that.
The beach that they'd managed to locate was off the beaten path. It was only a couple of miles beyond the resort-- a short drive through rutted roads of sand and mud that wound them through a forest of palms and vines. The ride was pleasant, almost like traveling through a primordial forest. Jake half expected dinosaurs to pop out of the foliage and chase them.
When Jake found them a private sliver of coast, he wondered if the Jeep had even been necessary at all. It hadn't taken them long to get here. But just long enough that if they'd walked, they would probably be miserable when it was time to head back.
"It's certainly isolated," Callie looked around as she laid out towels and blankets.
"Is that a bad thing?" Jake lugged the cooler from the car, packed with the day's lunches and drinks.
Callie shrugged diplomatically.
"Bummed that you don't get to prance around in your bikini in front of an audience?" Jake asked.
Callie rolled her eyes, but said nothing else about it.
Truthfully, Jake was relieved. This wasn't really an "official" part of the resort, and they had very little chance of having a random run-in with Andre. It was a good spot to lay low. He wasn't sure what Andre was capable of, and after they'd spotted each other last night, after Andre had just committed a violent crime, Jake was afraid that Andre might be looking for him. If he had cartel affiliations, this was probably the best spot to stay off the radar of the whole criminal enterprise.
If Callie insisted on staying for the duration of their trip, Jake could maybe keep their activities on the down-low for a while-- go see sights without Andre or his goons, go for walks, go for hikes, etc.
As the two of them set up their own little private oasis, Jake caught something gleaming brightly around Callie's ankle.
"That's interesting. When did you get that?" He asked, noticing the gold anklet with the charm on it. Was that a spade?
"Oh," Callie startled, and glanced at her leg, as though she'd forgotten she was wearing it. Her face stayed neutral, but her cheeks turned a subtle shade of pink. "I had that for a while."
Jake had the feeling she was being evasive, but he couldn't imagine why. "I've never seen it before," he said.
"I forgot I had it," she said dismissively and laid down to lounge. "Would you make us some drinks?" She changed the subject.
Jake rummaged through the cooler and mixed mimosas in plastic cups, then he laid down with Callie.
After several hours in the sun, and occasionally stopping to take a dip in the surging waves, Jake began to feel slightly better. He was more relaxed, and his anxiety abated. Callie also seemed more at ease, more herself, and more focused on it just being the two of them.
They'd taken a dip in the ocean at one point-- Callie didn't venture further out beyond waist depth, but that was fine. They'd laughed, they'd splashed around. Jake admired his wife's luscious curves, especially the way her bikini displayed them. Callie's bathing suit was bordering on obscene, but only barely. And Jake downplayed that as merely Callie's lack of style. She never was aware of when her shirts had faded, or become too small to contain her hour glass body, or if she was wearing a skirt that was just a little too short to be considered 'tasteful'.
After a picnic lunch, Jake had even sat behind her on the blanket and massaged her back, which he knew Callie enjoyed. And after a few minutes of rubbing her sun-warmed shoulders and listening to her moan in pleasure, Jake had allowed his hands to slip down the front of her chest.
Callie's moans turned sensual as Jake began to fondle Callie's double D boobs. God they felt good in his hands. He always loved the way they rested heavily in his palms, and the way her flesh yielded as he squeezed and massaged.
Maybe it was the isolation, mixed with the mimosas, but Jake was sporting a raging hard on as he felt-up his wife out here in the open like this. By the time his fingers slipped into her top, he was already grinding himself against her back.
Callie's hands slid behind her back, seeking out Jake's erection. She continued to pant and purr as she located his bulge, pressing through his trunks and she gave it a squeeze. She tried to stroke it but in both hands, there was very little shaft to slide along. She moved her hands in subtle little jerks.
"What would you do if someone saw us like this?" Callie asked playfully, sucking in a throaty breath, growing excited by their outdoor groping.
"I--I don't know," Jake admitted, grunting as Callie gently massaged his dick over his shorts. Jake had never really pursued this line of dirty talk before. Hypotheticals often put the brakes on their fooling around. "Probably run toward the Jeep so we could fix our clothes." He laughed nervously.
"Would you?" She asked, her bikini slipping to the side against Jake's rubbing, exposing her fleshy white globes. "Do you think they'd like what they saw?" She ventured, curious, yet timid at the same time.
"I don't know. Wait, you hate when people see us," Jake said, still kneading her soft tits, too turned on to stop. Callie rested her head against his shoulder and laid back against his chest. Jake found her nipples and began to pinch.
Callie only moaned, and didn't stop. She was squirming against his touch, breathing heavily. Her thumbs moved in circles around Jake's swollen head.
"So... like... if another woman happened to see us and wanted to watch? I guess that'd be okay." Jake said.
Callie bit her lip... "Or... what if it was a man?" Callie asked.
"A man?"
Callie nodded. "Would that be weird for you? Another man looking at your wife."
Jake wasn't sure where she was going with this. A small part of him felt sort of sick at the suggest, but yet his cock was very hard, and not going away just from a simple suggestion.
"It might be kind of weird," Jake admitted, with a dry swallow.
"Would you show me to him, like you're doing now?" Callie asked, glancing down and seeing that both of her breasts were exposed from Jake's eager fondling.
"I mean... I don't..." Jake suddenly sighed in pleasure as Callie cradled his balls in one hand and gave his cock a squeeze with the other. "If you were okay with it," he said, humoring her odd suggestions. She was just being adventurous and playful after all. What harm was it? He knew Callie was much too bashful to ever take this into the world of reality.
They lay against each other, Callie's body coming alive with lust. She was moving against Jake, her hand slipping up his shorts now to touch his bare shaft. She found it and began to stroke with her thumb and index finger.
"You're very quiet," Callie giggled slightly as she toyed with Jake's cock.
"I don't know. It's hard to imagine another guy looking at your naked body and not wanting to join," Jake said.
"Would you let him?" Callie asked, and before Jake could consider it, Callie took his hand in hers, and brought his fingers to her mouth. She suddenly wrapped her lips around his fingers and gave a long deep sexual suck at them. She worked her tongue over his fingers as though she was sucking on a cock, and putting her all into it. Jake's manhood was nearly quivering with desire to feel what his fingers were now.
"I'm not sure I like the idea of another guy..." Jake trailed off. Callie was relentlessly fellatiating his fingers. Her tongue was sliding seductively around them. Her hand was pumping them in and out of her mouth, and she was bobbing her head like mad. Jake was beginning to wonder what had gotten into her. "Oh god," he murmured, feeling the precum ooze from his cock and run down the shaft.
After a moment, Callie came up for air. In a voice that he barely recognized, she said "Not even if I promised you another woman could join us later?"
Jake was stunned. "Well... I guess that'd be okay... I-- I think..."
"Two men can have me, and later you get two girls. That's fair," Callie teased, her breathing was so hard and eager.
"Fuck, baby." Jake grunted, now lost in his own fantasy by her suggestions. When Callie finally released his fingers from her intense sucking, Jake couldn't resist any longer. His hand trailed down Callie's body, over her tits, down her tummy and straight toward her bikini bottoms. He needed it, and he needed it urgently.
His fingers started to slip into Callie's bottoms, heading straight toward--
"Wait!" Callie, suddenly sat up, as though she was snapping out of a trance. She nearly yanked Jake's hand out of her bottoms, like she was remembering something. Then she quickly fixed her top.
"What is it?" Jake was startled by her abrupt transformation. The only times Callie got like this were if she heard something or they were being interrupted. She'd get startled, and like a switch, the sex would turn off. He looked around.
"Not here," Callie insisted, making sure her boobs were packed away.
"Something wrong?" Jake asked, half expecting to see someone on the beach, really watching them. But from the way Callie had made it sound a moment ago, would that really bother her? He decided that it would. Her dirty suggestions were only fantasy, which was why he'd even humored them in the first place.
"No, I just got scared for a second," Callie stood and fixed her swim suit. It was still very revealing, but she was covered once again. There was a finality to the gesture, and she began to pack up their things.
Jake was floored-- his erection remained, but it was rapidly subsiding. "Nobody is out here," Jake insisted.
"I know, but... not here. Let's go back to the room if we're going to do that," Callie said, the hair falling across her face to hide her guilty expression.
Jake thought about protesting more, but decided against it. If she wanted to head back to the hotel and have sex, who was he to complain? Regardless, it seemed that Callie had enough of the private beach.
He helped her pack up and load the Jeep. It was hard to keep his eyes off of his wife, and his thoughts innocent. Jake was still very turned on.
It wasn't until they started back toward the resort that things changed. They were only a quarter of a mile into their return trip. The Jeep passed beneath the canopy of Jurassic jungle plants. The road-- normally sand and gravel-- turned to loose wet mud. Jake felt the Jeep slide into the divots that their vehicle had carved out on the drive there.
Jake had never driven off road before, so he took it slow, not wanting to splash them both with mud. It wasn't until the Jeep slowed, even though the wheels continued to spin, that he grew worried. Eventually the Jeep stopped moving forward all together.
He swore and pressed harder on the accelerator. The wheels spun but caught no traction in the wetness. He tried reverse, he tried turning the wheel, and he tried the sheer power of his will.
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Jake awoke disoriented and confused. What time was it? His head was throbbing unpleasantly, and his eyes felt dry and puffy, as though he'd had a good cry. There was a brief blissful moment where he couldn't remember anything from last night. Couldn't remember why he was asleep on a pool lounger, using a towel as a blanket.
Then it all came roaring back to him. He and Callie had been drinking with Andre, they'd skinny dipped, Andre had made some very threatening gestures and comments toward Jake, and then he'd taken Callie back to the room under the guise of 'getting more drinks'. They hadn't returned.
Alone in the pool, Jake had seen them through the balcony doors-- treated to a front row view of Andre and Callie wildly fucking like smitten unsupervised teenagers in Jake's honeymoon suite. Then they'd simply turned out the light and gone to sleep.
"Oh god," Jake groaned softly to himself, feeling his heart break all over again. The knots of anguish in his gut that had loosened while he was asleep were now tightening once more. When he sat up, he was surprised to find a group of pool goers seated around the site of his humiliation.
Half a dozen strangers in bathing suits sat on loungers, or stood with drinks in their hand. All of them wore slightly bemused expressions on their faces. It was as though they'd all been witness to the scene last night, and were mocking him now with their good humor.
As Jake looked around, he realized that nobody was looking at him. They were seeing past him, at the balcony doors to his suite and...
Jake groaned as he saw it.
Callie's bare body as she sat upright in bed. Her back was facing the audience of onlookers. Her curvy ass was fully visible, and the sides of her big round breasts were obvious. Even more obvious, as it stood out in stark contrast to her pale skin, was the set of large dark hands that moved up and down the curve of her hips.
Callie's body was moving. She was sliding up and down with the slow sensual movements that could only be love-making.
As her ass rose up and down, Jake could see beneath her butt, the large dark shaft that was impaling her. Andre's cock was enormous, and covered with the white glaze of Callie's cum. His heavy balls rubbed against her ass each time that she sank down low on him.
There was a slow, hypnotic rhythm to the way that they moved in tandem.
"Oh god," Jake repeated. Again? They were going at it again? How could this even be possible? They'd fucked so vigorously for so long last night, how were they not hung over and exhausted?
But Jake remembered the first time he had stayed with Callie at college-- the first times they'd explored each other. And they'd been much the same way then-- too enthralled by the excitement of something new, that they didn't feel things like hunger, or fatigue, or exhaustion.
His eyes went from the brutal gut wrenching scene taking place in his hotel room, to the audience of onlookers at the pool. Several didn't seem bothered, but others were watching, snickering, and offering muted commentary.
Callie's butt waggled from side to side as she sashayed her hips and rode Andre's cock. The steady up and down movement was difficult to look away from. Even Jake found his cock tensing in his shorts.
He staggered to his feet. Thank god he was dressed. This would have been only more embarrassing if he'd been too drunk to put his clothes back on.
"They're just showing off," a stranger at the pool commented, peering over the rims of her sunglasses as she glanced at the show. "At least close the drapes."
"Ah, let them have their fun," a man replied. "Besides, they're in love."
The words were like a punch to his gut all over again. So many feelings bubbled to the surface. It was one thing to be betrayed and humiliated in the dark, while the three of them were alone. But to be humiliated publicly... that was a whole new level of torture.
Jake started toward the glass doors on unsteady legs. He wasn't sure what he was going to do. He didn't have a plan.
He started to pound his fist on the glass. "Hey!" He shouted.
For the briefest moment, Callie paused in her slow steady riding. She glanced over her shoulder. Her face was a mixture of surprise and shame as she locked eyes with her husband. Then Andre's hands slid upwards, turned her face away, and resumed the slow steady way that they lifted and lowered Callie along his dark shaft, burying it up to his balls inside of her.
Her eyes shut and the shame vanished from her face as she resumed.
"Hey!" Jake pounded again, but this time they ignored him.
"Buddy, you're blocking my view," one of the onlookers commented, and a few others chuckled.
Jake glanced around at the sea of faces that were regarding his outburst with renewed curiosity. The blush crept across his face as they started to put two and two together.
Too humiliated to stand out there and continue to make a spectacle of himself, he hurried away.
Inside, it wasn't much better. The hallway back to his hotel suite seemed like something out of a horror movie. But it was his own personal horror movie-- because at the end of it was something that only frightened and confused him-- his wife in bed with another man.
Jake wasn't sure what he was going to do until he reached his door. And to his surprise, it wasn't latched. The sounds of gasps and moans emanated from within. Jake's heart was pounding, his legs were trembling. His anger was at fever pitch.
When he stepped into the suite and saw the steady erotic movements of his wife going up and down on Andre's lap, Jake could no longer control himself. "Hey!" He shouted so loudly, that a startled Callie gave a yelp and rolled off of Andre's lap, throwing a blanket around herself to cover up. Like it was even necessary. Jake had seen her naked hundreds of times, but now it was to hide her body from *him*.
"That's my wife!" Jake's voice was quivering, and instead of it coming out like an angry bark, it sounded like more of a pathetic restatement of the obvious.
Andre was already up on his feet, anticipating that it would come to this sooner or later. He was completely naked, from head to toe. His erect cock, reaching out like an arm. His dark veiny skin was coated in a milky glaze, that Jake recognized as his own wife's juices. Andre's muscles were misted with sweat, and his expression was fierce, yet calm. He was ready for a fight, but had absolute confidence in his authority over this pasty little white man with the red hair and the bad sunburn.
Andre towered over Jake. Even his shoulders seemed to extend a full two feet above Jake's head. Jake's hands curled into fists as he stared up at his tormentor.
Andre regarded him like a bug to be squashed. The danger in his eyes was obvious. His eyes told the stories of a million crimes, a million acts of violence that he thought nothing of committing.
Jake's heart was pounding, and as he regarded the wall of dark muscle in front of him, he became aware of something else. Not only had he lost his wife, but he would lose this fight.
His shoulders sagged in defeat. His stare dropped to the floor. "That's my wife," he repeated. But this time, his conviction had gone out of him.
Andre stood as still as a statue for moments that seemed to extend into eternity. Eventually Callie stepped up behind Andre. She was regarding her husband with a look of shameful pity. "Jake, just go," she said. "Just go spend the day at the pool or something."
Jake couldn't bring himself to look at her. In defeat, he started for the door, but Andre blocked his way.
"No Callie," Andre said in a voice that halted them both in their tracks. Jake looked up dumbfounded. "Jake needs to see this."
Jake and Callie traded a matching look of confusion and anxiety. What was he talking about?
Then Andre put his arm around Callie's waist and steered her back toward the bed. The sheets were a mess, pulled up from their corners in a tangle. How long had they been fucking? How many times?
Callie went willingly, and as Andre eased her back onto the bed, Andre said in a low, but firm voice. "Your husband needs to understand."
"Oh. Okay," Callie said. Submissive and docile. She laid down as Andre climbed onto the bed with her. It was like Andre had some power over her. She was submissive and tame in his presence, in ways she never was with Jake.
Jake stood, frozen and ashamed.
"Sit down!" Andre barked, his voice going off like a gun shot. Jake jumped. His legs reacted before his brain did. He hurried to a chair and sat down, desperate to not incur Andre's wrath.
Jake swallowed as Andre positioned Callie on the bed with gentle but firm commanding movements. She went willingly as Andre laid her on her side so she was facing Jake. Her eyes weren't able to meet her husband's. Andre spooned in behind her, draping his big black arm across her porcelain skin-- a gesture of ownership, a gesture of taking something away from another man. Andre's hand groped around until he found her ample breasts. He helped himself, squeezing and massaging her tits right in front of Jake.
Her eyes shut and she bit her lips together, trying to hold in the sigh of pleasure for the sake of this new party that was in the room with them.
"You like that?" Andre asked.
Callie whimpered deep down in her throat but eventually nodded. "Mhm," she squeaked out, her hips starting to move backward, feeling for Andre's manhood with her butt. Their morning romp hadn't yet reached its conclusion, and Callie desperately needed one. She couldn't recall a time in her life that she'd been more horny than on this vacation.
"I wasn't asking you, baby. I know you like it. I was asking your cuck husband," Andre said. He glared at Jake over Callie's shoulder.
Jake reddened, looking away.
"I asked you a question, white boy," Andre's voice came out harsher. His rubbing more invasive.
"What do you want?" Jake asked, nearly crying out. His voice quivered. He sounded terribly young, tremendously afraid, and humiliated beyond words.
"I want you to see how happy your wife is, getting fucked by my big black cock," Andre grinned like a shark, trailing his fingers tenderly along Callie's milky skin. "And I want you to know your role. Now quite being a little baby, and tell me, do you like this, white boy?"
Jake swallowed and glanced back, in visible anguish. He shook his head, his eyes wearing an expression of 'how could you?' His throat bobbed.
"Hubby is a liar," Andre explained to Callie, even as he lifted up one of her legs and Andre's enormous stiff member slid against the outside of her pussy. She let him. She couldn't resist Andre. She felt like putty in his hands.
He teased the length of his dick back and forth against her hungry pussy lips. Callie bit her lip and shut her eyes, moaning softly, trying to restrain the pleasure in her expression-- at least for Jake's sake.
"I saw little Jake out there in the pool, watching us last night as we made love," Andre moaned. "He was jerking himself off to what we were doing. Isn't that right, little peeping tom?" Andre's accent emphasized each syllable, somehow making his harsh words come out clean and charming, despite the humiliation that he was putting Jake through.
Jake swallowed again, reddened, but he couldn't bring himself to look away from the sight of Andre's strong dark cock rubbing against Callie's innocent pink folds. Callie's soft mewing moans were escaping her throat, and Jake realized that from his vantage point in the pool last night, he hadn't been able to hear the pleasure coming from her as she and Andre had done their vigorous mating ritual.
Jake was shaking. Tears were in his eyes as his gaze alternated between Callie's guilty but pleasurable expression, to Andre, glaring at him domineering and confident, to the big strong hands that were holding up Callie's leg, groping at her tits, and the giant baby-making organ that was being rubbed threateningly on his wife's snatch. The heartache was beyond anything Jake had felt before. And it was made even worse, by the unmistakable stirring in his shorts. Please god, not now.
"I said, isn't that right, white boy?" Andre insisted in a much harsher tone. His voice didn't raise-- there was no need for that-- but there was a definite 'answer me or else' undertone to his words.
"No, I want you to stop!" Jake blurted out. His spit was thick from the tightness in his throat. His voice came out willowy and high, with the uncontrollable quivering of his diaphragm. He was barely holding the tears back, as they threatened to spill from his eyes.
Callie's eyes opened slightly. There was a look of guilty pity in them. But then Andre grasped his cock by the base of his shaft and pressed the head into her folds, and the moan that escaped her hips silenced any protest she might have towards Jake's humiliation. Jake could see clearly that Callie, no matter how bad she might feel for Jake's embarrassment, wouldn't stop Andre's advances. She simply didn't want to. Whatever she saw in Andre was beyond Jake's control... or her own.
"If she wanted to stop," Andre hissed, his hips still moving, working, teasing Callie's body into submission, "she would have done it days ago."
Jake swallowed, watching as the thick head of Andre's cock pushed steadily in and out of Callie's pussy. His eyes were restless and he hurriedly glanced at her face. Callie was looking back at him. Guilty, but she was making no move to stop herself from pushing back into Andre's thrust.
"For days?" he asked her, and Callie blushed, her gaze dropped shamefully with this new admission. But there was no denying it any longer. She nodded, and when she looked back up at him, there was the briefest glimpse of human emotion in them-- a look of apology.
"We've been doing this for days," Andre repeated. "May as well lay all the cards on the table now, right baby girl?" Andre's big hand fondled her boobs back and forth, then reached up to her chin, turned her face and he planted a long passionate kiss on her lips. Callie was a little tentative to return it, with her husband so close, but after a moment, she couldn't fight it any longer. Her mouth opened and she reciprocated, her tongue playfully dancing with Andre's. As they did, Andre eased himself deeper into Callie's body, and she moaned against Andre's mouth.
When they finally broke the kiss, Callie glanced back at her husband. She wanted to say something, to utter an apology. But instead, only silence came out. Silence and the sounds of her throaty moans of pleasure.
Andre sank himself deep into her tight body, making her eyes roll back. Her hand shot out for a moment and gripped the sheets tightly.
Jake was crying now, wallowing in self pity. The silence was thick. Broken only by the heavy breathing of Andre, the moans of Callie, and the soft sobs of Jake.
As Andre's pace increased, a steady meaty slapping sound filled the air as Andre's body met Callie's ass again and again.
Callie whimpered, a wave of pleasure rolled through her body. Nobody in the room was sure if Callie was also crying, or if her high quivering voice was one of pleasure. Callie, least of all.
"It's okay baby," Andre moaned, withdrawing his cock slowly to really show off the wet sheen that Callie's excitement had left behind. "You don't need to feel bad for enjoying yourself." He looked Jake straight in the eye. "She and I have been fucking for days without you knowing. It started when I took her shopping..." he sank his dick back into her, traveling up her womb until his big heavy balls came to rest against her. "She gave me quite the show in the changing room. She barely knew me at the time, but she showed me those big white titties of hers, and she asked to see my big black cock. I showed her. I let her see every inch of this." He slid his tool out until her greedy pink lips were kissing just the head. Then he drove it back inside of her warmth.
Jake didn't want to hear this. Each admission was a knife through his heart. But a part of him needed to hear, needed to know so that he could put all of his questions to rest.
"We fucked a lot after that," Andre grunted. His body wrapped so tightly around Callie. His hands knowing her curves and contours intimately, suggested to Jake that he wasn't lying. They hadn't hooked up once. They'd done it a lot. "All while you were laying in bed, being a little bitch about your sunburn. God, it must suck to be white."
As Andre explained it, his hips began to move in a faster and steadier rhythm, building up to a repeated violation of Jake's marriage. All the while, Callie lay there and let it happen. She might look guilty and apologetic when confronted with the anguish on Jake's face, but there was no denying the sighs of pleasure that escaped from her lips.
Andre's hands moved along Callie's curves, wanting to feel all of her as he stared over her body at Jake. Callie wasn't his only conquest in this act of violation. Jake was too. And Andre was letting him know just that with his eyes.
"That whole misunderstanding with the boat while you were in the water..." Andre panted, licking his lips like he was tasting Jake's misery. "That wasn't a misunderstanding at all. I took your wife somewhere, where you couldn't interrupt us. And we fucked. We fucked hard. She barely gave you any thought."
Jake wiped his eyes as he sobbed quietly, witnessing the entire act unfolding.
Callie's face was a storm of conflict and contradiction. Sorrow and pleasure. Lust and apology. She didn't look like she knew what she was feeling, and each time she started to settle on any emotion, a new one came along like a wave on a beach, washing the sandcastle away.
"Is this true?" Jake managed to whimper out.
Callie could hardly find her words, Andre's steady hips were pounding her too hard. He fed his cock into her again and again, his monster black shaft vanishing into her womb like a disappearing act. Her head bobbed mindlessly, and her hair bounced.
"Yes," it took a considerable effort for her to choke out the words, but when she did, it sounded like a high pitched squeal.
For only a moment, Jake believed her, and that she really did feel bad. But then Andre plunged deep, and Callie screamed out the word again. "Yes! Oh god... yesssss!" She cried out and arched her back. Her body quivered and a fit of gasps escaped her shuddering lips. Her head tilted back, her eyes fluttered. She grasped at Andre's hands, and clenched them tightly as a series of high pitched cries emanated from her mouth.
Jake knew what he was seeing, even though he'd never seen her have one with this intensity before. Callie was having an orgasm. A real one. One that left nobody any doubts if it was really happening or not.
And as Jake looked about himself, he realized that he wasn't the only one witnessing the shameful display. He looked over his shoulder. The crowd was still out by the pool, and although they weren't paying them much mind, they were fully visible-- Andre and Callie in the throws of sexual bliss, and sad lonely Jake, folded in on himself and weeping like a little girl. There was no doubt that the two strawberry blonde white people were a couple... had been a couple... and that the wife was now enjoying the new lover that she'd taken.
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Callie met Andre in the hotel lobby, just as the sun was setting.
She lit up the moment she saw him, and dashed up to him, threw her arms around his broad muscled back, and reached up high for a kiss from her dark skinned giant. Andre scooped her up, his hands going right for her ass, as he lifted her so that their lips could meet. Callie nearly squealed with delight and kicked her legs up behind her as their lips met, and their tongues began the act of mating all over again. These past few hours had been too long to wait until she saw Andre again.
They kissed hungrily in full view of the other honeymooning couples and tourists.
The fact was, that Callie was elated. She felt as though an immense weight had been lifted from her shoulders. She was free. She no longer had to hide her affair with Andre. Jake was now in the loop, and though she felt bad for upsetting him... he had jerked off to her act of infidelity. That counted for something, right? He might not be totally on board with it, but that would change with time. His body approved of her affair, even if his brain did not.
But the important thing was that she didn't have to hide it anymore! She didn't have to tip toe around, or make silly excuses. She could be herself and fully immerse herself in the experience of being desired by this hot sexy, well endowed black man from a foreign land. She wasn't sure how this trip would end when she had to return to reality, but that felt very far aware. She didn't want to think about it until she absolutely had to. Hard choices would have to be made, but those were for another day.
Andre set her lightly down, his hand resting on her ass. Callie was practically glowing with delight. The blood had rushed to her cheeks, and she wasn't sure she'd ever stop blushing.
"Mmmm, baby. Your little white hubby did a good job of dressing you," Andre appraised her.
Callie felt giddy. She gave Andre a little spin to show off her body. She swayed her hips and trust out her chest. "You like it? I've got a little secret," she leaned forward and lowered her voice to a playful whisper. "I'm not wearing panties."
"Even better," Andre grinned. "Hope you're ready for what I've got planned," he said. And with that, he guided her out the front door and to a waiting car. The ride took them into the city. The passing headlights shown off the tinted windows. The streets were crowded with shady looking characters.
Callie bit her lip. For once, she wasn't nervous. She was excited. She trusted Andre by now, having no reason to doubt that he knew where they were going. In fact...
As he drove, Callie reached her arm over the center console and began to rub one of Andre's thighs. When he looked over at her, she was wearing a naughty smile behind that thick red lipstick. Her hair fell across her eyes.
Andre grinned at her. "I guess your husband doesn't mind us having a date night, then."
"Let's not talk about him right now," Callie replied as her fingers found Andre's manhood. He was starting to swell in his dress slacks, and for a moment, Callie teased him with a gentle caress. Then she glanced around at the crowded streets, undid her seatbelt, and leaned across the center console.
Andre took her meaning at once and put his arm around her shoulders as Callie undid his pants.
It took some careful maneuvering, but eventually she managed to get his pants open, and get that slab of long dark meat free from their cotton prison. Good thing too, because Andre's dick had hardened considerably in that short time. Face to face, he was as thick around as her wrist.
Callie knelt on the seat, her tits pressed against the center console, feeling especially slutty. Anyone they passed in the street could see her ass, barely covered in her red dress, and the backs of her thighs. But unlike all those times with Jake, Callie didn't much care. She was sexually liberated. And she felt safe in here. Let them look at what a naughty girl she was being. Who cared?
Andre seemed to agree, because as Callie began to take him into her mouth, Andre reached down the curve of her back and started to hike up her dress, revealing her to the rest of the world as he drove.
Callie wasn't wearing panties, and that was never more apparent to her now that Andre had revealed her bare pussy and her ass. Men on sidewalks could see her body, but instead of shying away from it, she leaned into it. She slid her tongue in circles around the bloated black head of the cock in her hands. She cradled his balls, and she stroked him.
Her hair fell into his lap. Then she eased her mouth down on him and began to bob her head. Her lips making soft suckling sounds.
"Ohhh, just couldn't wait, could you?" Andre moaned, reaching his big hand down and gripping her ass like it was a slab of meat. He gave her a smack, enjoying the jiggle.
Callie sucked on it busily, taking several long focused pulls on his shaft with her lips. She was becoming quite good at sucking one this big. "Mmmm... uh uh," she shook her head vigorously as her muffled moans sent pleasant vibrations up and down his big dick.
He slapped her again, and Callie rewarded him by flicking her tongue over the head of his cock as she gobbled him.
"Mmmmm, kinky little slut," Andre purred. The fact that he was pleased with the job that Callie was doing only excited her further. "So you don't care that all these dirty perverts on the corners can see what you're doing?" Andre asked, glancing out the windows as he slowed the car down.
Callie shook her head again. Her mouth came off of Andre's member with an audible pop. "Let them look." She said, and wiggled her hips from side to side, tantalizing all of the onlookers. She buried her head in Andre's lap and resumed her slobbering and sucking. Her blow job becoming more aggressive by the second.
"That's good baby. That's very good," Andre moaned. "But you better save that appetite, because we're almost there." He said and gave her ass a final hard slap.
Callie came off of his dick for a moment, somewhat disappointed. "You can't pull over for a little bit? I'm sure dinner can wait." She gently slapped herself in the face with Andre's erection.
"We're not going to dinner, baby," Andre said, more sternly. "Now sit up, and fix your makeup. I can't have you looking like a mess... at least not until the night is over."
Callie frowned, but sat back in her seat again, fixing her dress, then glancing in the sun visor's mirror to reapply her lipstick. Andre had actually stopped her, mid blow job. And Callie had been crushing it! Putting her all into it in ways she had never done before. She couldn't help but feel a little rejected.
Then Andre pulled up and parked in front of a nondescript building. If she'd been expecting a fancy restaurant, Callie was slightly disappointed. The windows were blacked out, but the distinct smell of smoke lingered in the air, and the thunder of music could be heard beyond the entrance.
"We're here, baby," Andre grinned, tucking his dick back into his pants, and leading her inside.
***
Jake was in hell.
Callie had left for a date with a drug dealer and a cartel enforcer. *His* Callie. His new bride. The girl he'd known for years and had practically grown up with. She'd rejected him to his face, copulated with a new lover and made him watch, belittled his body and his penis.
What's more, she was completely smitten with this new man. It was like her affection was finite and hyper-focused, and she'd swapped Jake out with Andre. Now that Andre was in the picture, she was behaving like a giddy school girl with a new crush. She'd dressed to get his attention, she was doing things specifically for him, and she'd gone running out to spend a night with him.
God only knew what they were doing now.
What the fuck was Jake going to tell his family when they got back to the United States? *If* they got back. He had to remind himself of that. Andre was a dangerous and violent man. Jake had no illusions about that. They were in a foreign land where men like Andre were the judge, jury, and executioner. If Andre wanted Jake to disappear, Jake would disappear.
Hell, probably the only reason Jake was still around to begin with, was because Andre enjoyed toying with him. Andre was a cat with a mouse. He was being deliberately cruel to Jake, and relishing in it. Forcing Jake to watch the slow seduction and theft of Callie's affections.
What the fuck was Callie thinking? How could she possibly fall for this monster? Jake had always thought Callie was wonderfully different from all other women. He thought she wasn't so shallow as to be taken in by good looks, muscles, and money. How wrong he'd been. She was willing to overlook this man's cruelty, and Jake's absolute misery, and for what? For a fancy necklace, some expensive clothes, and for some good sex.
'That's exactly what she's doing, my friend,' Jake's practical mind told him. 'She traded you in for shallow pleasures.'
And that thought brought Jake to tears all over again. A lifetime of happiness and memories was worth less than a six pack, and a big cock.
Jake climbed into the shower and curled up on the floor, sobbing to himself as the steam filled the room and the hot water circled the drain.
He couldn't escape it, even in the shower. The designers had done up the shower to look like a tropical waterfall. The tile was shaped like gray pebbles, and the walls were beige brick. Plant shelves lined the walls that weren't glass and created a Mayan temple effect. It reminded him of the jungle, and suddenly all Jake could think about was Callie and Andre, naked beneath a tropical waterfall and going at it like a pair of lost explorers.
He could see Callie lifted up, held in the beastly arms of Andre and being fucked senseless-- so hard her head was literally bouncing and her eyes were blank from the pleasure that he was bringing her. It was primal-- a primitive, animalistic display of mating that would go on for hours and hours.
Jake's cock grew hard, even as he wept.
In his mind, a narrator with a sophisticated British accent parroted Jake's pain in exhaustive detail. "In the wilderness, away from the judgmental eyes of social constructs, we bear witness to the female Caucasian as she chooses her mate, and allows herself to be bred. It is a prime example of survival of the fittest in its most raw form. Her choice in mate is ingrained in the most instinctive parts of her brain. Features like strength, power, leadership, and prowess guide her in her selections. No other potential suitors dare to challenge this courtship, for to do so, would only further establish this male's dominance over the all others."
Jake watched in his mind's eye as Andre pumped the moaning, writhing Jungle Goddess Callie full of his potent seed, and still their mating continued, unchallenged and unfettered.
Curled up on himself, Jake vigorously stroked his cock, sobbing all the while, even as he brought himself to one of the most powerful orgasms of his young life.
***
To say Callie was a little stunned as Andre led her into the building would be an understatement. It was a club, but not like anything she'd ever seen in person-- definitely not the kind of place she would ever go on her own back home. Because beneath the flashing purple lights and the pounding beat of the music, there was a naked woman dancing to an audience of shady looking men.
Of course, Callie knew a strip club when she saw one-- there were plenty in movies and on crime shows. But with this one, there was a feeling of smallness... intimacy. There was just one stage with a pole, and one stripper-- the woman on stage a raven-haired Latina with small perky breasts. And surrounding the stage, a small crowd of a dozen black men. Some wore sunglasses, others puffed on cigars, or cigarettes... or other things that looked more hand-rolled. The smoke caught the glare of the spotlights like laser beams piercing the haze. All eyes were on the woman gyrating on stage.
The windows didn't have curtains, they'd been painted black. Further back, booth seats and tables were arranged by a small bar, back lit by low purple mood lighting. To say that Callie felt out of place was definitely an understatement.
She glanced up at Andre, with a questioning look on her face. She opened her mouth to say something, but a new voice cut her off. A familiar and bubbly one. "There she is!"
Clumsily scampering across the floor in a pair of high heels was Mei. Callie instantly recalled that diminutive frame, and the way her almond eyes squinted into cheerful little crescent moons when she smiled.
"Hey girl!" Mei was balancing a drink in her hands, but regardless, she threw her arms around Callie and squeezed her tightly, planting a friendly peck on her cheek.
"Oh, hey!" Callie was a little caught off guard, but more relieved to see Mei, and to see that Mei was pleasantly buzzed, looking like she was having the time of her life. Her raven hair was down and curled at the bottom. Her dress was a skin tight teal, that showed a dangerous amount of her tanned thighs. She didn't have much to offer in the way of breasts, but that didn't stop her from wearing a dress that displayed her cleavage. The neckline ran almost to her belly button.
"What are you doing here?" Callie nearly had to shout to be heard over the music.
"Darren wanted to go clubbing, so we're having ourselves a par-tay," she hooted and cheered. She stepped back and drank in the sight of Callie. "Damn girl, you look fantastic! Really showing off those curves tonight."
Callie reddened... but even more so when Mei's eyes appraised Andre, with his arm intimately around Callie's waist. She smiled knowingly. "I see that it finally happened." She leaned in, conspiratorially. "So is it like... the best sex of your life?"
"Mei!" Callie gasped, her hand going to her mouth. She was positive that her cheeks were as red as her dress. After a moment she glanced at Andre, then back again to Mei, and she nodded. "I'm just... wow... that's all I can say."
"Suddenly my decisions start to make more sense, don't they?" Mei giggled and flashed a wave to Darren. The young dark-skinned masseuse waved back from a corner booth that he occupied.
Callie bit her lip, feeling guilty, but not wanting to feed Mei much more information.
Mei took Callie by the hand and nearly yanked her off her feet. "C'mon. Let's get you a drink and then lets catch up. I want every detail!" Then Mei dragged Callie to the bar and onto the first step of the wildest night of her life.
***
Callie and Andre shared a booth with Mei and Darren. It seemed quite the changeup from several days ago, when the girls had been sharing a day at the beach with Jake and June. In fact, it felt like a lifetime ago-- or at least a marriage ago.
Callie was still awkward in the loud thunderous noise, flashing lights, and twirling stripper grinding herself on the pole. But between the drinks and the friendly banter with Mei, she seemed to acclimate to it. Like easing into a Jacuzzi of hot water, it took a minute to adjust to the heat.
And this place was definitely hot in a metaphorical way. Callie had never experienced this type of setting. She felt like she was a trophy wife in a mobster movie. Although Andre was much better looking and much darker than "Scarface" had ever been.
"So be honest," Mei said. Her speech was slightly slurred. "How sold are you on black dick?" She was clearly drunk.
Callie was feeling a little tipsy, herself, which was why she found herself answering so openly, instead of merely gasping at such a lewd question. "Don't get me wrong... I love Jake, but..." she glanced at Andre, keeping her voice low. Not that the men were paying attention. They were discussing something quietly, conspiring in much the same way that Callie and Mei were. "...things are just a little more complicated now."
Mei laughed and wagged her finger at Callie. "You're just greedy. You like to have your cake and eat it too. Me? I pulled the plug on June when he found out. I just couldn't go back to that, after what I've had. And I didn't want to lead him on. But you... you are so deliciously cruel." Mei laughed again, a wicked grin on her face.
"Well... with Jake... I..." Callie trailed off. She wasn't sure what she really felt. She didn't like to think of herself as cruel, but was that what was really happening? Was she being needlessly cruel? Should she just bite the bullet and make a decision? It was hard because with Jake she had... history. Oh gosh, was that all? After everything that had happened, was she even still attracted to him? Did he excite her in a sexual way? Would she ever be satisfied in the bedroom again if she went home with Jake and stayed true to him? With Andre, the answers to all of those questions were a very loud and resounding 'YES!' With Jake... not so much. When she took a moment to evaluate her marriage, she was frightened by what she was learning.
Mei finished for her. "With Jake, you don't feel like such a trashy whore. I get it. There's a stigma that comes with dating a black man. Especially as an Asian woman with an old-world family, like mine. Or in your case-- little white farmer's daughter from Kansas." She laughed again.
"I'm from Indiana, you goofball." Callie rolled her eyes.
"Same difference. Can you imagine Andre meeting your family?"
Callie was alarmed at the notion. She had barely given any thought to her life back home since this wild affair had begun. She'd been too focused on herself, her arousal, the excitement, and trying to keep Jake from learning. This was the first real time that she was confronted by such questions.
Mei read it on Callie's face. "Exactly. Jake is the guy you bring home to your parents. Andre is the guy you bring to the bedroom."
Callie sighed and swallowed the last of her drink. "You're right. So what do I do?"
Mei shrugged. "Don't go home?"
Callie eyeballed her. "Mei, be serious."
"I am being serious. You think I'm in a hurry to go home and face the firing squad? Hell no! I'm going to prolong this trip as much as I can. But if you insist on a different solution..." she shrugged again. "Keep Jake around for posterity. Keep Andre around for pleasure. I don't know. With a body like yours, the world is your oyster, girl. " Mei hiccupped cutely. "Who knows? Maybe you can get the boys to agree to share you."
Callie didn't think in a million years that would work. At best, Jake would find a way to forgive her when they went home, but--
Andre nudged her, snapping her away from her self reflection. The alcohol had helped her retreat into her mind, momentarily, and she'd lost tract of her surroundings.
Andre was holding a rolled up cigarette between his fingers, offering it to her. It took Callie a moment before she realized it was in fact a joint. Callie looked apprehensively, but then took it, as Andre draped his arm across her shoulders. She took a drag, and endured the coughing fit that followed, before passing it along to Mei.
Callie wasn't as accustomed to recreational drugs as those around her. So when the mellow euphoria wafted over her, she let it sweep her along, enjoying the music, the changing colors of the lights, the way Andre's big hand felt rubbing her bare thigh, and even the slow sexual dancing of the stripper on stage.
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CUCKED IN THE TROPICS Ch. 12
***
Callie hadn't come back to the hotel room. Not the night that she'd gone out with Andre, and left Jake to cry in the shower. And not the second night after that.
Jake was past the point where he was emotionally hurt. He was all cried out. Now there was just an emotional numbness, combined with giving very little thought of the future beyond just his next couple of breaths.
During that time in the interim, Jake had slept very little. He'd eaten almost nothing. His stomach felt shaky and knotted. He inebriated himself with cheap alcohol and day time TV until he fell into an almost catatonic stupor. He looked and felt as though he'd been home from work with the flu. Nothing in his body was quite right.
By the time the third night arrived and Callie still hadn't returned, Jake decided that was all the answer he needed-- Callie had made her choice... and she hadn't picked him. She had left him, in favor of going off with Andre. There was no point in waiting around.
People might ask, why he even waited around at all. When he actually thought about it, the answer was the most honest that anyone in his shoes would have (though they'd never admit it)-- Jake simply hadn't known what else to do. The sudden gut punch of it all had rendered him dumbstruck, and instead of fighting or fleeing, he'd opted for the third (and most commonly used) option-- he froze.
But their vacation was almost over anyway. Their tickets to fly out of here were for tomorrow morning, and regardless of whether Callie returned or not, Jake would be on that flight. Jake suspected that Callie would opt to stay. She'd lost her mind anyway. She turned her back on her new husband. Why not turn her back on her whole life, for this guy? Her friends, family, home... all meaningless, so long as she was getting fucked by a dude with a big dick, right?
Jake packed his bags in silence. He took a moment to assess Callie's various articles that lay about the room. He picked up one of Callie's discarded shirts. The one from her class back home-- the one that all of her students had signed-- that, despite having shrunk in the wash, she wore it regularly. Jake had never minded, because it was skin tight against her tummy and boobs, and really highlighted how busty she was. But now Jake had this feeling of sadness all over again, as he looked over all of those scratchy little signatures. Those kids all loved Callie. She hadn't just abandoned her husband, in favor of a cheap affair, but she'd also abandoned all of those kids.
What a selfish bitch. He repeated those words out loud, and felt a weird sense of comfort, like a warm blanket wrapping around him. He might be in the depths of hell, rejection, and misery... but at least he wasn't alone. A lot of people were going to be hurt by Callie's actions. Maybe when Jake returned, they'd all sort of be each other's support group. That'd be nice-- the silver lining that would come out of all of this pain.
But then an alarming new thought occurred to Jake, as he looked over Callie's discarded things. "They're going to think I killed her." For one brief moment, that thought made his heart leap into his throat. There was no way people would believe his story. They'd rather demonize him as the real reason that she hadn't returned, instead of see the truth-- that a girl they all thought was nice turned out to not be so nice. Nobody would ever believe that a sweet innocent girl like Callie had cheated on Jake and left him for another man on their honeymoon. They'd all cry "foul play", they'd gossip, they'd point fingers, they'd turn on him, they'd hate him, they'd cast him out, just as Callie had cast him out.
On trembling legs, Jake wandered the room. He paused by Callie's things. A pair of earrings stood out to him. Small and gold-- the first jewelry Jake had ever bought her. It had been a "just because" gift in their first year of dating. No birthday or holiday. He'd gotten them for her just because he'd thought she was special. She'd worn them practically every day since then.
She wasn't wearing them now. She probably never would again.
"Oh who cares?" Jake suddenly decided. He'd deal with the bullshit back home, no matter if people believed him or not. Anything was better than staying here, where he wasn't wanted, and where his life constantly felt endangered.
He dropped his bags by the door, checked his passport, tickets, ID, and credit card. For some reason that he couldn't explain, he pulled off his shoe and rolled his sock down. He carefully tucked all of his most important cards and IDs against the sole of his foot before rolling his sock back up. He slid his shoe on after that. He'd walk to the airport if he needed to.
Then he arranged for a car to pick him up and take him to the airport in the morning. He made sure to specify that Andre not be the driver.
Then it was all set. There was nothing more to do, but get through the night. First thing in the morning, he'd be leaving this hell forever. Although he had no idea what the future would hold-- probably a lot of misery and depression for a while-- he felt good that he was leaving soon.
Even though he was ready, something didn't quite feel right. He knew what it was. He sighed and took off his wedding ring, leaving it on the end table. Well at least he'd kept his promises. It had only been a few days, but he'd kept them. That was more than he could say for Callie. He removed a sheet of stationary from a drawer. He wasn't sure what he wanted to say at this point. There was so much anger, sadness, hard feelings, and resentment, that he didn't think he could actually say anything meaningful.
Ultimately, he wrote the words "Goodbye Callie." That was the most simple, and straightforward that he could be, under the circumstances, without feeding into whatever warped way she was justifying her deviancy to herself. And Jake was sure that's exactly what Callie would do if he said anything more than that.
Whatever. That didn't matter anymore, either. Did it?
When Jake answered honestly, he felt oddly free. Liberated. The pain was still there, absolutely, but very little mattered to him anymore, unless it was what he wanted and only what he wanted.
He yawned and stretched. Maybe he would get some sleep after all, tonight. Or at least try to.
That was when he heard the knock at the door.
"Oh great," He groaned. So much for a clean getaway. The knot in his stomach tightened.
Well for the past few days, he'd figured that this conversation would be inevitable. He'd need to just be firm, but not mean, matter of fact, and stick with his choices. Whatever Callie chose to do was on her. But he wouldn't let her manipulate his decisions. She was a big girl who had made her choices this whole trip. She would have to make all of them from here going forward, no matter how much of a bitch she might be for this inevitable conversation.
Jake held his head high, his shoulders back, putting on a solemn dignified expression as he pulled open the hotel room door.
He paused in confusion. Not Callie, as he had been expecting. But a group of black men. And not employees of the hotel. Then Jake spotted tattoos, jewelry, torn jeans, and...
His eyes widened....beneath those shirts were the very distinct outlines of guns. The man in the front grinned wickedly, showing a set of yellowed teeth. He pushed Jake back, and one by one, the men began to file into the hotel room.
Jake's internal alarms were screaming for him to run. That it was finally going to end with him at the bottom of the ocean in a sunken cigarette boat. But when Jake turned back to the door, he spotted Callie.
Her dress was skewed slightly, a strap coming off of one shoulder. Her breasts were packed tightly into a dress that no longer looked expensive and elegant. Instead it looked trashy and cheap-- something a prostitute would wear. Her areola was showing like the sun peaking over the horizon. Her makeup was smeared, and her hair was a mess. She had one arm draped over the shoulders a slender black man in sunglasses who was sipping from a bottle wrapped in a brown paper bag. Callie was wearing an ill-fitting Starter cap, the brim flat and new was cocked comically to one side.
She smiled at Jake, but the smile was vacant-- as distant as her eyes. She looked drunk, or on drugs....or both.
And standing behind them, like an impenetrable wall, and wearing a grin that showed his confidence over his complete control of the situation, was Andre. "What's up, cuck? Aren't you going to invite us in?"
Jake paled.
"We're just going to..." Callie slurred. She trailed off for a moment, then snapped out of it. "We're just going to party here for a while. I hope that's cool."
"That's fine," Jake said, trembling and trying to be as non-confrontational as possible. "You guys can take the room. I'm just going to be heading out..." Jake reached for his packed bags, but Andre leaned in and smacked them out of his hands.
"You're not going to stay and party with us? I really think you ought to stay, white boy. There's a new honeymoon happening here tonight, and I think we're going to need someone to cater to us."
They pushed Jake back into the room as they invited themselves in and locked the door behind them.
"And we expect some great customer service," Andre said the last part with an evil glint in his eye, as he rubbed his hands together.
***
The Andre's group of thugs was loud and boisterous. They literally turned the quiet peaceful honeymoon suite upside-down.
They helped themselves to everything-- the bed, the chairs, the alcohol in the mini-fridge. They cranked up the TV volume, they rummaged through Jake and Callie's things.
The worst part of it was that Callie didn't look at all bothered by this. She was grinning, laughing, hanging off of the men and drinking with them, as though she'd known them for years. She was the star of the party without a care in the world.
Jake felt more alienated than ever, and more desperate to get the hell out of here.
It didn't help that Callie was sitting among these men, half naked, looking like a trashy hooker. The men had pulled up chairs around a small table. Callie had situated herself in one of their laps. Surprisingly, not Andre's. Andre was near the bathroom, talking with a couple of other men. His manner was cold and businesslike.
Jake watched from a corner of the bed, feeling like a prisoner in his own hotel suite... and maybe he was.
His eyes were drawn back to Callie in her slutty dress. The back was unzipped. The man's hand rested on her hip like he owned her. She was rocking back and forth on his lap, and laughing to some joke that Jake barely heard. The accents were too thick, and there were too many men talking at once for Jake to discern any of it. Jake watched as the man holding Callie slid his hand down her hip and around the curve of her ass. His fingers dug in and squeezed--
"Hey white boy!" One of the men barked, startling Jake out of his misery. Most of the table glanced his way, Callie included. She was smiling, but it was an indifferent smile, as though Jake was nothing more than a waiter whose name she didn't recall. "Fetch me that blunt on the nightstand."
Jake blinked dumbly at the man with the goatee who had called to him. "Blunt?"
"The joint, white boy!" The man shouted impatiently. He was eating from a bowl of peanuts, and threw a handful at Jake. They pelted him harshly, and sent him scrambling. The men laughed. Callie joined in, chuckling in her drunken stupor.
Jake was terrified. He had no doubts that if he acted defiant in any way, that these men would seriously hurt him. And though he was absolutely miserable by Callie's betrayal, he very much wanted to keep living, even as a spineless creature dwelling beneath a rock, if he had to. He wanted to live.
By the time he returned to the table with a hand rolled cigarette so thick that it actually looked more like a cigar, he was surprised to see that weed wasn't the only drug that was making its appearance.
Across the table surface, the men had arranged white powder in neat little lines. One of them was leaning forward with a rolled up bill and after a long snort, it was gone.
"Woooo!" He cried cheerfully and sank back in his chair with a smile on his face.
Men took turns doing lines from the table as Jake was forced to light the blunt for them. The room filled with a haze of smoke as they puffed and passed the drugs in a circle. Even Callie helped herself, as though it was the most casual thing in the world-- like she'd been doing it for years.
Jake was shocked in a new and horrified way. Callie didn't do drugs. She worked for a school! She could lose her job for this.
Even worse was when one of the men chopped up a neat little line of white powder in front of Callie, and she leaned over, face first and snorted it up. The men cheered as Callie wiped at her nose, then she hooted playfully, rocking back in the lap of the man who held her. She would have gone toppling over backwards if he hadn't been holding onto her so firmly. Her boobs nearly popped out of her dress from the display of uncaring party girl that she was putting on.
Hard drugs and dangerous men. Yet Callie was more than at home with all of it. She was having the time of her life. When the joint came back around, she didn't hesitate to take a long drag, follow it up with a coughing fit, then an even longer fit of giggles. Her nose scrunched cutely, and she even let out a snort. She was completely out of control.
The men watched as Callie's infectious laughter rolled from her body. Their eyes on her big white boobs, looking extra juicy in that top, ready to come spilling out.
"Hey, yo, Andre!" One of the men called out.
Andre looked over, still in the midst of talking business with a few of the other men.
"How much to do a line off of this girl's big white titties?"
"How much you got?" Andre smirked.
Callie nearly squealed in delight. "For you, free," she giggled, and thrust her chest out playfully, throwing her head back and tossing her hair from her face.
Jake's heart was pounding as he stood by, awkwardly observing what was about to happen.
When the men began to sprinkle the white powder on her chest, Jake knew that Callie hadn't been kidding at all. They lined it up in a neat row on her white breasts, and then one of the men leaned in and snorted the line right off of Callie's tits.
She laughed in maniacal delight that Jake barely recognized, and wrapped her hand around the back of the man's head, trapping his face in her chest. She shook her tits in his face, earning the approving remarks of many of the men who looked on.
"Damn," one of them commented, in the throws of a sniffling fit as he watched. "I should have waited. Would love to snort some blow off that white bitch's fun bags."
Callie squeezed the man's head into her tits, and didn't let go until they all heard the playful sounds of his sucking and kissing her chest.
When he finally came up for air, another man cried out "Who's next?" It was followed by the light-hearted laughter of the group.
"Didn't I promise you guys a party?" Andre folded his arms, smiling in assured amusement. "This white girl *is* the party."
Jake felt faint and sick all at once.
"What about her white boy husband?" another man asked, taking a drag on the joint, scrutinizing Jake like he was a bug trapped under a glass.
"If you want to fuck him, that's your problem," Andre quipped, and everyone erupted in another fit of laughter. Even Callie.
"Jake would probably enjoy it too much," Callie joked, her smile hesitant, until the group laughed again, and she was more confident than ever.
Jake shrank away, humiliated and red-faced. He knew that they were just kidding about him, but about fucking Callie, they absolutely weren't. Money was changing hands and Callie was drunk and high. He knew exactly what was going on now... and it scared him.
The man whose lap Callie was sitting began to paw at her chest. He gripped one of her huge boobs and bounced it a few times, making it jiggle. "Mmmm damn baby. You got some big ol' titties on you."
She bit her lip and moaned excitedly. "You already knew that from last night, silly."
"Well I'm looking at 'em again," He insisted, and he slid the straps of Callie's dress down her shoulders. She helped him, pulling her breasts out of her top, tucking her dress beneath them.
The men were all leering at her body, and Callie was drinking it in. Jake realized that Callie wasn't just fixated on Andre. She was enjoying teasing and tantalizing all of these men. What the hell happened to her?
One man was licking his lips as he eyed her chest. Another was commenting about her big white tits, in some not-so-polite slang. It was hard to hear through the man's accent, but Jake thought he heard the words "humongous milkies".
"Damn, white boy," one of them turned to Jake, throwing a peanut at him to make sure he had his full attention. "Those are the titties you be suckin' on back home? Shit, if I was married to this bitch, I'd never let her leave the house. And if I did, she'd be wearing a big baggy-ass hoodie. You fucked up real bad, bringing her here."
The men laughed.
"Tell me about it," Jake said miserably, to himself.
"Did I tell you to talk, you ghost white Casper-looking bitch!" They pelted him again with food, or whatever crumpled pieces of garbage they could find.
Jake could hardly bring himself to look at them, even as they leaned his wife backward and began to suck at her tits.
The man holding her helped himself, wrapping his lips around her nipple and sucking noisily at her chest. Callie cooed and groaned, tripping on the substances in her body. She wiggled against his lap, teasing his crotch with her ass.
Jake watched with misery and envy as this stranger was treated to a lap dance from his wife.
The man cupped Callie's tit and sucked harder. He glanced at Jake as he did so, and let out a taunting moan. Pulling on her pink nipple with his mouth until Callie was gasping. Her moans turned into high pitched squeaks.
Finally he popped off of her breast with an audible sound. Her nipple stood full and erect, and this man teased his tongue in fast light flicks over her erect nipple. "Yeah, you like that, white boy?" He remarked to Jake.
Jake looked away.
"I'm talking to you, bitch," he barked, and suddenly reached out, grabbing Jake by a handful of his strawberry hair. Jake let out a cry of helpless fear as he was suddenly pulled into Callie's chest. Her tits were wet, coated the sheen of another man's saliva.
"Take a good look at these tits, cuck," he said. "You like another man sucking on your wife's titties?" he said and he pushed Jake's face into Callie's boobs, sliding his head around, so that Jake could feel the wet sheen that the black man had left behind on Callie's skin.
Jake cried out and whimpered. Then the man shoved Jake away dismissively.
"Wanna get fucked in front of your bitch-ass husband?" he asked Callie, taking one final drag on his joint.
Callie bit her lip. She glanced at Jake, then back at the man who was teasing her nipples. In fact, all around the room, she was greeted by faces who regarded her with hungry eyes. The serious faces of horny, dangerous men.
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CUCKING THE CAPTIVE CAMPERS chapter 01
***
Leanne emerged from the door of the camper wearing a slight frown. She was holding her cell phone up like a talisman... as though keeping it at head height would magically bring it to life. But the signal strength was non-existent, and had been ever since the turnpike exit. The search icon spun and spun without end.
Defeated, she sighed, and tucked it back into her jeans. "You'd think," she began, failing to keep the annoyance from her voice, "That with a big cell tower by the exit ramp, there'd be a better signal out here."
Brian glanced at his wife. "That was ten miles ago, baby." Although he didn't say it, he was grateful for the lack of service out here. He wasn't sure what had gotten into Leanne, but over the past few years, she seemed to have withdrawn quite a bit. Her demeanor growing icier, and her enthusiasm for spending time together turning tepid. She'd begun to spend more and more time on her phone-- social media, silly word games, gossip. Vanity. It was all vanity-- distractions and procrastination. But it seemed to be her center of focus more and more.
Benefit of the doubt... Brian attributed that to the inevitable empty nest syndrome and midlife crisis that was only a few short weeks away.
"Exactly, ten miles is not very far," Leanne folded her arms. "This is America. We have first world technology. You'd think they'd have it all figured out."
Beside him, his son Bradley gave a final push, and the canvas tent sprang up, popping to life, full and proud. Like his father, his chubby face was flushed. Beads of sweat stood out, and he swiped his arm across his brow.
"Mom, have you ever looked at those pictures of the Earth from space at night?" Bradley asked. "Sure, there's a lot of areas that are lit up around the cities, but in between them, there's a *lot* of areas that are pitch black. That's all wilderness. If there's no lights on, what are the chances there'll be cell phone service?"
Leanne regarded her son, and although she wasn't pleased by this response, she couldn't help the daring smirk that lifted the corners over her mouth-- proud and amused, although she didn't want to be. "Oh yeah? Did you come to that conclusion all on your own? Or is that a line from a movie?"
Bradley shrugged, nonchalantly. "I read it in some book about Big Foot."
"Big Foot?" Leanne shook her head and gave her son a playful shove. "Your professors are going to have a field day with you, big guy."
Although Bradley would be going off to community college for the first time at the end of the summer, he still hadn't outgrown his boyish fixation on monster movies, slashers, and spooky lore. That was something he'd never outgrow, and Leanne sort of hoped that he never would.
In a lot of ways, Bradley looked a lot like his father (at least the way that his father had looked at age 18). They were both solid, stocky men with chubby cheeks, dark eyes, and jet-black hair. Although Bradley had inherited his mother's height, thankfully, and stood a good four inches over his father's meager 5'7" frame.
Brian had never been a tall man, but that had been okay when Leanne had first met him. When they had started dating in their senior year, Brian had much more going for him than height. He was the only kid in their graduating class who had facial hair, tattoos, and a motorcycle. His features were dark, and his manner was quiet. He was the bad-boy, and Leanne found that thrilling. More so than height, or his thick frame that could almost be mistaken for muscles. There was a danger about him. Who could possibly know what this vo-tech boy was capable of?
Turns out... not a lot. Brian was actually a gentle teddy bear. And his strong silent personality type wasn't cultivated from confidence, experience, or danger, but rather social awkwardness, and shyness. And frankly, the most exciting parts of Brian were what was on the outside... and that was only skin-deep.
She'd been hopeful that Brian would be the type of man to throw her on the back of his bike, take her wherever he wanted to go, and take *her* in any manner he wanted. She craved the thrill of being powerless to a dangerous man, who could make snap decisions on a whim.
But instead what she got was a man who was content. And that meant, she was the one to initiate excitement. She had to be the one suggesting rides to trashy biker bars, or questionable tattoo shops. She had assumed the role of the reluctant leader in this relationship, and it was not at all what she'd expected or wanted. But once she discovered that she was pregnant, it was really a moot point.
With any luck, Bradley would inherit her mother's backbone, sense of adventure, and fitness goals. While Leanne had feverishly worked to burn off her pregnancy weight, Brian had been practically sprinting in the opposite direction. His belly bulged, and his arms sagged until he'd evolved into a halfway deflated pool toy of a man.
That had been the first time Leanne started to notice what an odd couple they truly made. Both in their late thirties, Leanne was a tall girl, standing at about 5'9". Her voluminous auburn hair gave her more height-- wild and untamable, like the mane of a lioness. Her arms were dressed in tattoos (her idea in high school to emphasize that she was 'Biker Brian's bitch'). And her legs were long and smooth. Brian often joked that she was like a model in an 80's beer commercial-- complete with narrow face, strong cheekbones, and tentative smile.
Right now that small mouth was held in a tight but teasing smile. "You know we have an entire camper, right?" She mused as she watched her son put the finishing touches on his tent.
"What, and listen to you and dad hump all night? No thanks," Bradley grinned.
Brian burst out laughing. "Be realistic, we're married."
Leanne smacked her son again. "Fat chance that's happening."
"Never get married," Brian reiterated with a jovial laugh.
"Even still," Bradley replied, "College is starting soon, and I figure I better get used to having my own space."
Leanne shrugged. "If you want to sleep outside like a hobo, it's your funeral. But the woods get pretty dark at night. I better not hear 'Mom! I'm scared! There's monsters out here.'"
Bradley was momentarily confused, looking his mother up and down. And there was that cocky smirk to match hers. Cocky and confident, the way that Brian used to look in high school. "How young do you think I am? I'm taller than you, toothpick," he ruffled Leanne's hair, making her already messy style even messier.
"Toothpick?" She planted her hands on her hips. "That's it. I'm soooo messing with you tonight. You better bunker in tight, big guy, because I'm going to scare the ever-loving-shit out of you when you least expect it."
"Oh c'mon," Bradley groaned as he tossed his sleeping bag and his mp3 player into the tent. "Can't have any privacy, can I?"
Brian rolled his eyes. "Don't sneak up on the kid while he's alone, unless you want to see what he does with his socks."
"Jesus Christ, dad!" Bradley burst out laughing.
Leanne took it and ran with it. "In your socks??? Bradley! That's disgusting. Use tissues. Or, better yet, get a girlfriend."
"Oh fuck off, both of you people," Bradley gave them the finger as he retreated into his tent. This only earned harder laughter from his parents.
***
"Shut up! Shut up, you ugly bitch!" He was snarling over his shoulder as he drove. "Shut your fuckin' mouth!"
She continued to wail incoherently. A never-ending whining that reminded him of a European police siren. Little by little, he felt his nerves fraying.
When Leo McDowell had first grabbed her and (more importantly) her unremarkable sedan from the Burger King parking lot just off the turnpike, he had every intention of dumping her off the moment they'd left civilization behind, and only taking her car up into the mountains.
But bound with stolen police handcuffs in the back seat, she'd done nothing but shriek and shriek and shriek. The sound was utterly infuriating-- it needled into his brain like cracking glass. Any moment now, he would fracture.
"That's it!" He bellowed, as the trees raced by on either side. "I was going to let you go. But fuck it. You made this too easy!" He spun in his seat and aimed the pistol at the helpless woman in the back.
Her eyes widened at the sight of the gun, and she instantly ceased her insufferable screaming.
"Too late," he growled. "I'm not going to feel the least bit bad about this." And he meant it, as he glared into his hostage's eyes.
Suddenly the car bounced on uneven ground, as McDowell's momentary distraction had veered them.
He swore and faced front in time to see the trees that were rushing up at them. He spun the wheel, but the car was reluctant-- having dipped into a small rut. He yanked the wheel harder, and hit the brakes. The car overcorrected, the tires squealed, and suddenly the car lost control, lurched across the two lanes, and straight into a grove of saplings.
The woman screamed again from the back seat, but this time it went unnoticed. McDowell was also screaming. The car plunged through the thicket, and then there was a bone-jarring smash as it slammed against the base of a towering pine. The car came to an instant stop, with the shower of safety glass, and a flock of chirping birds taking sudden flight. Then the forest was silent, save for the soft hiss of a dying engine.
McDowell lifted his head from the wheel, and felt the trickle of blood. He ran his hand over his scalp, hearing the rasp of his shaved head against his calloused palm. Some glass had gashed his head, but it wasn't too bad.
He glanced over his shoulder at the woman in the back. She was shaken, and had clearly peed herself, but she was unharmed... and mercifully silent. McDowell scowled at her. "See what you made me do? Look at that. Dumb bitch," he swore as he kicked his way out of the wreck.
The car was beyond saving. The hood buckled around the tree trunk like tinfoil. But at least it was far enough off the road and into the vegetation to be hard to spot. And out here, the only thing more rare than passing motorists were police. There was simply too much wilderness to patrol.
McDowell tucked his gun into his waistband and retrieved his duffle bag from the trunk. He paused one final time and regarded the hostage. For a moment, he stood, glancing between her and the road. Finally he undid her handcuffs and nearly yanked her from the car.
He pointed to the road. "Start fuckin' walking. You look like you could use a good walk anyway. And you better forget my face, or so help me god, I'll kill you."
He'd already pilfered her wallet and had noted her home address. The threat might be empty, but she was in no position to take that chance. She merely nodded, and hurried to the road before McDowell had a chance to reconsider.
With his bag slung over his shoulder, McDowell decided to put some distance between himself and road. He fled in the opposite direction-- straight into the trees. Out here, it wouldn't be hard to "disappear".
The only signs he'd seen for miles were for a campground. People, but not many... that was a good thing...
***
Leanne sat uncomfortably slouched at the picnic bench, with her arms wrapped around herself. In truth, she hated camping and the outdoors.
It wasn't so much the bugs, and the mosquitoes, and the dirt. She could handle all of that. But it was the boredom. Brian and Bradley enjoyed fishing, and hunting, and chopping wood. To her, it was all mindless. Sit still for hours and wait for something to happen. Where was the fun in that? It seemed so lazy and unambitious.
Leanne's idea of fun would have been something more wild. A loud bar. A concert. Taking some mushrooms and streaking across a public park. Once, in tenth grade, she and some friends had gotten drunk, hopped the fence into a mini-golf course after hours and absconded with the plaster dolphin statue that guarded the 8th green.
That was her idea of fun. Not standing for hours along a riverbank, waiting for... nothing.
Once camp had been set up, Brian and Bradley had decided to scout out a nearby stream for fishing spots. Bradley didn't seem to enjoy fishing as much as his father-- but he was pretty much down for anything, and he was still young and energetic enough that he didn't want to sit around the camp site all day.
Leanne had naturally opted out. Once the boys had departed, she had taken a short walk around the camp grounds, orienting herself.
It wasn't much of a camp ground-- narrow dirt roads led to flat little clearings "designated" as camp sites. They weren't much-- old picnic benches and corroded metal fire pits were the only features. The grounds had a bathroom, showers and running water, even. But they were a hike, and it was just easier to use their camper. Cleaner too, with the water hooked up.
It came as no surprise when she discovered no other campers in the area. Apparently she wasn't the only sane person in the world who shared in a distain for camping. This place was a ghost town.
She returned to her camp, checked her phone for the billionth time, and sat, listening to the birds and the silence.
It was then that he emerged from the trees-- a bear.
***
Not a bear, although Leo McDowell could easily be mistaken for one. He was a wall of a man. Over six foot five, with broad shoulders, a thick neck, a barrel chest, and brawny arms. His face boasted the two-day's stubble of a red beard, and the shaved stubble of his light colored hair was starting to sprout again. His face was hard and his eyes squinted naturally.
He moved astonishingly fast, as he descended on the lanky tatted-up chick with the wild and teased auburn hair, and the bored expression on her face. She stopped looking quite so bored when she caught the flash of orange prison denim.
Then she was yanked out of her seat and shoved hard against the wall of the camper. Her arms pinned behind her back, her face turned to the side, pressed against the cold aluminum.
She whimpered.
"Don't make a sound," McDowell snarled in her ear, and tapped her lightly on the forehead with the barrel of his pistol. "Are you alone right now? Nod your head if you're alone."
She nodded her head slowly, struggling to reorient herself.
McDowell looked around, assessing the camp site. Secluded, surrounded by trees. Nothing visible, unless someone should walk up from the single path wide enough to allow a vehicle. Unless some ranger happened by, he wouldn't be discovered. Although that was possible. Rangers were pains in the asses-- the nags of the law enforcement world.
Aside from the camper RV, there was a tent set up, and three folding chairs. He believed this woman, that she was alone... but only for the time-being. She was breathing hard, yet McDowell was surprised to find her not trembling.
He swept her hair back from her face and assessed her features. Her face was set in a look of annoyance, rather than fear. Her jaw was set, and her eyes resentful. She was decidedly better looking than the last woman he'd strong-armed kidnapped-- the shrieker. Narrow, but attractive face, good cheek bones, pink lips. Even a cute splash of freckles on her up-turned nose. She reminded McDowell of some hottie from an 80's movie. Molly Ringwald's bad-news sister, or something.
Her hair was wild and full, and her arms boasted tattoos. He gave her a little curious glance. Tall sleek body, like a cheetah. Long legs underneath those denim jeans, a narrow, but perky butt. And what were the twins beneath that tank top? They looked like a pair of C's to him.
She caught him inspecting her. She let out a derisive snort, her mouth in a sarcastic smirk. "See something you like?"
For once, McDowell was surprised. A bad bitch. He could work with that. More than a screaming imbecile.
"How many are you here with?" He asked.
"Two others," she said, her voice had a bit of an edge, but she wasn't be combative. "My son and my husband."
"Husband, huh?" He asked. "Where are they now?"
"Fishing."
"When will they be back?"
She couldn't shake her head, with her body pinned to the trailer wall. She merely gave a little shrug to her shoulders. "Whenever."
"What's your name?" He asked.
"Leanne. But everyone calls me Lee."
McDowell couldn't help but bark a laugh. "Well Lee. My name's Leo. Quite the coincidence. Here's how this is going to go: I'm going to let go of you. If you run, I'll catch you. If you fight, I'll hurt you. Don't do either, and we won't have a fuckin' problem. Understand?"
There was that strong set to her jaw again, but finally she nodded.
He let her go and took a step back. She turned, rubbing her arms where he'd grabbed her. Then she took a moment to appraise this man who'd taken her by force. First impression-- he was big. An enormous gruff bear of a man, who was bulging in his jumpsuit. His face was hard, and his eyes were dark, gleaming with the capability to use violence-- and do so very easily. Interestingly enough, Leanne's expression showed little fear, and McDowell wasn't used to that. Maybe he'd underestimated her a little. Her tits were bigger than he guessed on that sleek body. She was hot.
"First thing's first. Did your husband bring any guns on this trip?"
Leanne didn't break eye contact, still breathing hard, but not trembling. She shook her head.
"You're not lying to me are you?" He brandished his own pilfered handgun. "If you lie to me, someone could get hurt."
"I'm not lying," she said firmly. "He doesn't have any guns."
"You have a cell phone? Give it to me," he held out his hand.
She surrendered it. "They don't work out here anyway," she said, rather bitterly.
"Life must really be hard for you," he was unsympathetic. He dropped it into his duffle bag, and Leanne had the briefest glimpse of a pile of loose cash stuffed within.
He caught her eye, and smirked. "Don't ask questions you don't want the answers to." Then he waved her to the trailer with his gun. "Let's go. Inside."
As she led the way, McDowell took a moment to admire her ass in those jeans. Definitely a show-piece. Something he hadn't seen in a long while. Maybe a little past her prime, but barely. In her twenties, she could have been a model, now in her late thirties... definitely fuckable.
The inside of the RV was quiet and cool.
She regarded him with that same slightly defiant look to her expression. That jutting set to her jaw that told the story of a woman being inconvenienced.
Bitch needed to be humbled. "Sit down!" he ordered. His roar like a gunshot in the confined space.
She jumped, but folded her arms. "What if I don't?" She asked, but there was the slightest raise to the corner of her mouth, as though her challenge was meant to be playful and teasing.
McDowell fished out a pair of handcuffs. "Unless you like wearing these, baby, I suggest you do as I say."
She dropped into one of the bench seats by the kitchenette.
"Good girl," he said.
For the next several minutes, Leanne watched in silence as McDowell went around the trailer. He took the keys, any phones or anything that could reach the outside world. Kitchen knives, and fire skewers were confiscated-- anything that could be used as a weapon.
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***
A knot exploded in the fire, sending a shower of sparks across the stack of burning wood.
Brian jumped a little. Every noise sounded like a gun shot to him. He sagged in his folding chair and resumed staring.
He had been uneasy-- on edge ever since Leo McDowell had appeared and taken his family hostage. But a new feeling was needling its way into his gut, one that seemed inappropriately trivial, given the situation. Brian wasn't quite sure how to describe it. Dread, maybe? No. Not dread. Rejection? Yes. That seemed much more plausible. It sat like a lead ball in his gut, and he wondered why he had this nagging feeling that something was off. It was the same feeling that he got whenever he and Leanne had a fight, and he would worry that their marriage was on the rocks-- that any moment she'd walk out, or worse-- do something rash.
When he looked up, he understood why he felt this way. Leanne.
When she'd emerged from the trailer after their little spat, she had changed outfits completely. She'd walked out in dangerously short cut-offs that displayed her long legs. Her shirt revealed her flat midriff, and she'd tied her flannel shirt in a sexy knot at her tummy. She'd tossed her hair back and regarded him coldly as she took a seat at the fire with a severe look on her face.
McDowell was grinning like the cat who just caught the canary, making no effort to avert his eyes from Leanne's body.
"Quite the legs on your wife, eh, Brian?" the fugitive remarked, plopping his large frame down into a folding chair.
Brian was uncomfortable with this observation. Not only was he making a remark that Brian didn't dare get confrontational about (lest he anger this already dangerous man), but he was doing it in front of his wife, and his son. It was emasculating, to say the least. To be in a situation where he either had to stand up for himself and risk a beating or worse... or knuckle under and look weak in front of his family.
He sighed and returned his vision to the fire.
"Why so glum, chum?" McDowell continued. "I mean, Lee here took the liberty to show some skin, we may as well look. Am I right?" He reached over and patted Leanne on her smooth bare thigh.
Leanne didn't move. She stared right at Brian. Her expression one of practiced stoicism. But there was the slightest look of resentment in her face for him... or cruelty maybe? Was she enjoying Brian's humiliation? It seemed impossible. Or was she simply unhappy with the situation? Was she still mad at him for their tiff? Or did she want him to stand up and shout "get your paw off my wife's leg"?
"Son, don't you think your mom is hot?" McDowell pressed, turning to Bradley.
The young man reddened by the obtuse question. "Umm... yeah. I guess she is." He rubbed the back of his head and glanced at the ground.
"Quite the legs on her. And she's got a stellar pair of tits." McDowell continued, reading Bradley's discomfort. The boy only reddened further. And McDowell let his thick meaty paw roam.
Leanne watched it, staring down at the hand on her leg. When she glanced up, her eyes met Brian's, and there was that look to her face again. Distain. 'His hand is on my leg and what are you gonna do about it? Nothing.'
"So how'd you end up here?" Bradley asked, reading his father's discomfort, and his mother's lack of it. He was hyper-aware of the strange tension that had settled around the adults, and he was desperate to break it.
McDowell allowed the interruption. He gave Leanne's leg one final appraising squeeze, before returning his hands to himself. McDowell looked at him, cocking one eye curiously. "How do you think?" he asked.
Bradley shrugged. "I'd guess you broke out of prison, from the jumpsuit you were wearing."
"You'd be right," McDowell tapped the tip of his nose with one thick finger.
"That's so cool," Bradley declared.
Brian shot his son a look.
"What? It is," Bradley said. "Like in the movies. Did you dig a tunnel or crawl through a sewer or something?"
Now it was McDowell's turn to laugh. "Hah! That sounds exhausting, and like a waist of time. No." He trailed off, but when he saw the expectant way that Bradley... and Leanne... regarded him, he decided to feed them some details. "I strong-armed my way out. Don't quite know what happened. I woke up, alarms were going off. The other fellas were rioting, they'd captured weapons from the guards, and were burning the place down. It was a full scale riot. From what I heard from some of the other inmates, it happened during a shift change. We had this real creepy fuck in the solitary wing, who'd supposedly caused it all. The dude gave everyone chills, especially because he'd amassed this cult-like following in that wing. They were busting out. Wanted me to go with them, but I wasn't interested. I got what I needed from the guards," he gestured to the pistol and his handcuffs, "then went my own way."
"Wow, that's intense," Bradley said, his eyes reflecting on this with appreciation.
"Is that where you found all the money?" Leanne asked, her eyebrows raised curiously.
McDowell smirked, a little pleased with himself. "Someone's been snooping, has she?" He patted her knee again, running his thumb over her bare skin. She didn't shy away at all, Brian noticed.
McDowell returned his attention to Bradley. "First thing's first, son, is that you need cash. I'm not getting very far with no money. Then I needed a car. I found both, and I took them."
"How'd that work out for you?" Bradley joked. Brian felt himself tense up, at the way his son was teasing the fugitive.
But McDowell didn't get angry. He let the kid have his victory. "You got me there. There's only one real rule in life, one universal constant: Shit happens. You need to prepare for that. But that brought me to the next thing I needed," his hand remained on Leanne's leg. She watched the way he rubbed her skin, helping himself. Her legs seemed to part ever-so-slightly.
"Women?" Bradley asked.
McDowell laughed again, harder this time. His voice traveled across the camp grounds like the roar of a beast.
Brian looked from his son to his wife. Bradley was laughing along with McDowell. Even Leanne had cracked a little smile-- hesitant. Her attention fixed on the touch of this strange man, uninvited as it was, it wasn't met with rejection. It wasn't sexual, but the way he rested his palm on her bare skin was like he was claiming ownership of everything within his reach-- including her. But the look in her face was a confused mix of nervousness, hesitance, shyness and something Brian hadn't seen in a long time in his wife-- not since they were teenagers and she'd climbed onto the back of his motorcycle for the first time-- reverence. She was revering McDowell like a schoolgirl meeting her crush for the first time. That was why she'd fallen so silent-- it wasn't out of fear for her life. It was a fear that she'd embarrass herself in front of this man, and he'd withdraw his hand in disgust and annoyance. Leanne wore the expression of someone walking a metaphorical tightrope between wanting to make a good impression, and fearing that she wouldn't.
That deep emotional pain within Brian's gut returned harder this time. It wasn't just Leanne's way of regarding this man, McDowell. But it was Bradley's as well. The fact is that they were hostages, against their will, to a man who was violent, dangerous, had just admitted to escaping prison during a riot, and having no qualms about stealing and hurting others. Brian was terrified. They all might end up dead. Now, more than ever, he needed to cling to those that he loved. He, his son, and his wife should all be sharing the same feelings he was-- the horror of staring down their mortality-- and cementing a bond that was stronger than ever. Those shared feelings ought to bring them together in a united front against this monster-- us versus him. But not only did Leanne and Bradley seem indifferent to those fears, but they almost seemed to be on the side of McDowell. Bradley was joking with the man as though the convict was a famous celebrity who'd joined them for dinner. And Leanne... they way she was staring... the way she was reacting to him...
Brian's eyes returned to the fire, feeling like he was the outcast in this family outing, like he'd been traded in by his own wife and son for their tormentor.
"Well realistically," McDowell said, as his laughter settled. "I needed to ditch the prison jump suit. And I needed a way to lay low for a while. The fact that your mother is something to look at... well... that's just the universe smiling on me." He gave Leanne a wink, and she actually reddened for a moment, before looking away.
"So what's it like in prison?" Bradley asked. "Do you really shank each other, and have to hide everything up your butt?"
"Bradley," Leanne scrunched her face.
McDowell snickered. "It's not really like that. "Most of us just lay low and keep to themselves."
"What about the showers? Does... you know... does that really happen?"
Again, McDowell laughed. "Not that I've ever seen. I'm sure it does. But for the most part, it seems like a myth that school moms like to tell their kids, to make them behave. Just like marijuana will make you a psychotic addict. The thing about prison is... it's just boring. The world forgets about you. You're always being told what to do. There's no women, so there's no chance of getting laid... unless you can sweet-talk one of the female guards. But most of them, you want no part of. Some guys like it-- the ones who have no direction and don't know what to do with freedom. Me, I'm different. I make my own way. The whole 'being locked up thing' just isn't for me. Things look much nicer on the outside." And again, his eyes wandered to Leanne.
"How long has it been?" Leanne asked, composing herself. "Since... you know." Now it was her turn for her curious eyes to wander. Although her face was relatively unchanged and composed, there was no denying the way her glance locked on the large beast of a man.
"Lee," Brian couldn't hold back his lecturing tone. He didn't like the question, let alone to hear it from his own wife in that manner.
She shot him a defiant look. "What now, Brian?" The annoyance was clear in her voice.
"That's a little personal," he mumbled, but he returned his eyes to the fire. His voice trailed off.
"Don't worry, Brian," McDowell's gruff voice responded. "I don't mind telling her that it's been wayyyy too long since I had a good lay. You know, a good lay can tame anybody. Maybe that's why I'm such a hardass," he grinned. "So much pent up need, and no outlet for it," he allowed his hard fingers to wander to Leanne's inner thigh.
She looked from his hand, over to McDowell. When he met her eyes, she bit her lip.
Everyone fell silent around the fire, not sure where any of this was going. This was new territory that none of them had ventured into before-- with the exception of McDowell.
The convict's fingers were trailing back and forth along Leanne's legs. His eyes were burning into Leanne's, and she just stared at him, docile and permissive.
Bradley wore his confusion on his face. This big man was touching mom. And mom had a weird look about her that he rarely saw when she was around dad. She didn't look bored. She looked... excited-- like she was afraid to breathe or make a noise, because it would all go away... like she was dreaming and afraid she'd wake up. They way she and McDowell were staring at each other made Bradley think they might start to kiss.
Bradley looked over at his dad.
He was staring into the fire, with a mixture of discomfort and detachment. As though he was aware that this guy was touching mom, but he was pretending he didn't see it. Why? Bradley was sure he wouldn't be okay with some guy touching *his* girl (if he had one). Dangerous man or not, Bradley would risk getting hurt, if it meant standing up for himself. But dad wasn't.
Brian sensed his son looking at him. He glanced over. A pathetic look of defeat and dread in his eye. Then he looked away again abruptly.
Bradley opened his mouth to say something... something to hopefully break the spell that had encompassed them all. But then he heard it.
A car engine.
A moment later, and everyone lifted their heads. They all heard it. Then through the trees, they spotted the white pickup truck with the green stripe. A ranger. And it was coming this way.
When it stopped just at the entrance to their camp site, they had no doubts that the rangers weren't just passing through.
Everyone's blood ran cold.
***
"Into the trailer," McDowell growled at them in a low voice. Brian wore an expression of fear and hope as he filed in. Bradley went behind him.
"Not you," McDowell held Leanne back. "I need someone to vouch for me, and you're the only one I trust to do it."
"What about me?" Bradley asked, pouting slightly that he hadn't been considered to be McDowell's accomplice.
McDowell didn't have the time to spell it out for the boy. He'd read all three of them, the moment he took them captive. Brian wanted this to end, and spineless or not, the father and husband would do everything in his power to signal to the rangers that something was amiss. On the other hand, the boy might be well-intentioned enough to vouch for McDowell, but he was young, and would undoubtedly mess it up by blabbing accidentally.
Leanne had the most even temperament. She'd been cool and calm right from the very start, and that was before she started to develop a rapport with McDowell.
...Rapport was an understatement. She had 'prison groupie' written all over her. The kind of thrill-seeking slut who would probably write to inmates, and show up for conjugal visits because she was bored at home and got off on the danger. She may not know it yet, but McDowell did. Especially after she'd changed into that hiker-slut outfit, and stepped out of the trailer all flustered, with the smell of her own pussy on her fingertips.
She had the most to gain by keeping McDowell around-- she was having the thrill of her life. And thrills were addicting. McDowell doubted very much that she'd want that to just end. She was a slut with the perfect justification 'We're hostages. What choice did I have?' McDowell read it all on that bad-bitch expression, the way she held her eyes.
Bradley lingered, almost pleading to be included in the conspiracy.
"Just go inside, Bradley," Leanne said sternly.
He pouted, but did as his mother told.
McDowell checked his pistol, then retrieved the axe from the stump where he'd been chopping wood. He slung it over his shoulder. His beefy arm flexed, making him look like a burly woodsman. "I don't have to warn you what's at stake, do I?" He asked.
Leanne's eyes glanced at the axe, but she quickly shook her head. Obedient and with an edge of nervousness.
"I hope you have a good plan," she managed to say, glancing toward the gravel road back into the camp site. They heard a car door slam as someone stepped out of the ranger truck.
McDowell merely smiled. "It's all really up to you now, isn't it?"
The sound of footsteps plodded over the gravel stones. The park ranger appeared around the rear of the camper, clad in khaki and forest green. There was a gun on his belt. Leanne's legs trembled slightly as it dawned on her that this could escalate very badly.
"Evenin' folks," he casually waved at them and hooked his thumbs into his duty belt.
McDowell squinted, putting on a friendly face as he rested his axe on his shoulder, as though he was taking a break. His gun was carefully hidden in his waistband, but it could be out in a moment, if need-be.
Leanne found herself inching protectively close to McDowell-- both nervous and exhilarated by what might happen.
The ranger took a moment to appraise the couple that he'd walked in on. They both looked a bit rough and unwelcoming. The guy was an utter beast. Shaved head, large scruffy face, and hard eyes. His flannel hung open, revealing a big broad hairy chest packed with muscle, and his shorts clung to his legs. He was brandishing an axe, flexing-- apparently for the attention of (what he assumed to be) his wife.
She was hot in an equally dangerous way. She looked like a bad girl. The kind of woman who perpetually sought out bad men, then came to their defense any time they got themselves into trouble with the law. Although he definitely understood the appeal that she held. She was tall and slim. Her legs went on for days in her tiny jean shorts. Her tummy was flat and tan and on display in her top that was meant to appear both outdoorsy and deliberately sexy. She had a nice pair of tits on her, wild tattoos on her arms, and even wilder voluminous auburn hair that reminded him of some rock and roller. Molly Ringwald's grunge-band sister? Or maybe that chick who played the sister in "Honey, I Shrunk the Kids". Her face certainly matched, with her defined features, strong-set jaw, cheek bones, and severe eyes. The cute turned-up nose and splash of freckles was misleading. Otherwise she looked like bad news.
They were pretty evenly matched-- attractive in that slightly trailer trashy kind of way. Biker bars, beer commercials, and motorcycles came to mind. As did a standoffish, unapproachable quality.
"We doing somethin' wrong, sir?" McDowell asked. His voice annoyed, almost daring. Confirming the ranger's assessment. He put his big meaty arm around Leanne's waist, pulling her in close beside him. With a flip of her hair, she came willingly, but folded her arms, appraising this new intruder with a cold glance, intended to match McDowell's.
"No, no problems," the ranger held up his hand for a moment, before dropping it back to his buckle that rested just below his gut. "I'm Ranger Gobel. I wanted to ask you folks some questions, if it's not too much trouble."
"What about?" The woman seemed to recoil by the question. She glared at him, gearing up to give the ranger a piece of her mind.
McDowell cut her off. "Baby, why don't you go fetch us a couple of beers while I talk with the man," he said, dismissively.
Ranger Gobel scowled. "Alcohol is prohibited within the park grounds," his voice had taken on a lecturing tone that McDowell found absolutely infuriating. He hated park rangers. And judging from the set to Leanne's jaw, she found him just as annoying.
"*Root* beers," McDowell corrected. "It slipped. I'm in recovery." He assured Ranger Gobel with an awe-shucks smile. Then turned back to Leanne. "Make sure you bring something for our guest, baby. We'll be over by the fire."
Before Leanne could step away, McDowell reached out one enormous hand and placed it right on her firm ass cheek and pulled her into him. She yelped, a little surprised. Then he caught her off guard by planting his lips on hers and giving her a long wet kiss. She had to crane her head up to meet his towering height. His fingers sank into her buns as he gave them a squeeze, and his tongue forced her lips apart and lapped hungrily from her mouth.
Leanne shut her eyes, and let his rough face assault hers. She'd never been kissed like this before. Brian was always so passive and timid-- he kissed with a laziness... just dropping his tongue into her mouth and letting her do the rest. McDowell was more like a hungry animal. His mouth ravaged hers, his body just grabbing her in a display that could only be compared to mating animals in the wild. He was a marauder in the night, taking whatever he wanted, regardless of who it affected, and leaving a trail of chaos and confusion behind.

  Cucking the Captive Campers Ch. 03
  


  Cucking the Captive Campers Ch. 03
*** Disclaimer ***
The following story is a work of fiction. It contains themes of cheating, cuckoldry, humiliation, voyeurism, exhibitionism, NTR and possibly even a little incest. If this isn't the fetish for you, I urge you to reconsider how much time and energy you devote to this.
This is a work of fiction. All characters depicted are at least 18 years of age. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.
***
CUCKING THE CAPTIVE CAMPERS chapter 03
***
The camp was quiet after the ranger had departed. That had been a tense few minutes that dragged into an eternity-- the possibility of rescue, the looming threat of violence, the desperation, the defeat.
Brian returned to his folding seat by the fire, hunched forward with his face resting in his hands and his fingers rubbing and rubbing beneath his eyes. He felt drained-- utterly defeated. His only chance of escaping this nightmare had packed up and returned to his car. And his wife had assisted in the lie that ultimately doomed them all.
Speaking of his wife...
Bradley returned to camp first. A confused, haunted look in his eye.
"Did you find them?" Brian asked.
His son seemed distracted by other thoughts. "Huh?" His face reddened, then he managed to clear away the fog behind his eyes. "Uh yeah. I found them. They'll... they're coming..." Was all he said. Brian knew his son well enough to know when he was avoiding something. Other things were distracting him, and he clearly didn't want to say.
Brian was about to press his son further, but the sound of approaching footsteps cut him off. Leanne and McDowell appeared, appearing from the trees.
Leanne's face was flushed, her expression a mask of neutrality. She moved on unsteady legs, and didn't make eye contact with anyone. There was something about her features that looked guilty, but guilt over what? Was she feeling guilty for having lied to the ranger and prolonged their captivity?
Brian looked from Leanne to Bradley. They wore similar expressions, and refused to make eye contact. Had something else happened?
McDowell, on the other hand, couldn't appear more pleased with himself. He was smirking, and regarding everyone in the camp site.
"Your wife is really something," he boasted to Brian.
Leanne's face reddened, and she made every effort not to look at her husband.
Brian had no idea if he was talking about Leanne's performance to the ranger, but he suspected there was more to his comment. The lead ball in his gut was back, and this time it was much heavier. Everyone seemed to know something, except for Brian, and he didn't like it.
McDowell planted himself in a chair across from Brian and slapped himself on the thick stumpy legs in a pleasant, satisfied mood. He dragged a nearby chair close to his, and gestured for Leanne to join him. She and him were sitting almost shoulder to shoulder. Brian's unease continued to swell. Bradley didn't look at them. His cheeks were burning bright red, even in the retreating light of day. He definitely knew something.
"We're going to need to keep up appearances," McDowell said.
"What did the ranger want?" Bradley asked.
"Don't worry about that," McDowell responded. He didn't need anyone knowing the specifics. If Brian or Bradley knew, it would be that much easier for them to drop subtle hints, that McDowell was, in fact, the man they were looking for. Keeping them in the dark was the best solution. "He thinks we're married," McDowell grinned, gesturing to him and Leanne. "Personally, I could see that." He draped one of his big arms across her shoulders, resting it there like she was his.
When nobody said anything, he went on. "So since it's getting dark soon, we ought to discuss the sleeping arrangements."
Brian was already afraid that sooner or later they'd have this conversation. He looked from face to face, with a mixture of anxiety and dread.
"Are you kidding?" Bradley spoke up, seeming to snap out of his trance, although his cheeks remained red and flushed. "I doubt I'll get any sleep with everything going on."
"That's for the best then, kiddo," McDowell said. "Your job is to be my lookout and keep watch, in case Ranger Dickless returns. Or if the Staties start making the rounds."
"How do I do that?"
McDowell nodded his head toward the tent that was set up separately from the RV. "You're going to post-up in there for the night and give a good listen."
Bradley looked at McDowell. "You trust that I won't run off?"
"I trust you. Besides, if you do, bad things are going to happen to your mother and father. We wouldn't want that, now would we?"
Bradley shook his head. Considering what he saw his mother doing earlier with McDowell's dick, he wasn't sure he entirely believed McDowell's threat, or his motivation for putting Bradley outside. He suspected there was more to it that they wanted to shelter him from. But he'd already dismissed McDowell as not much of antagonist since he'd arrived. He seemed cool... dangerous... but kind of cool and exciting.
"Alright," he agreed, a little excited to be in on this plan as an integral part. Plus, the prospect of spending the night alone in the tent already appealed to him.
"In the meantime, I'm getting hungry," McDowell commented, lounging back in his chair. His hand roamed across Leanne's shoulders, and began to feel her hair. She let him, as his fingers helped themselves to her wild auburn hair. "Brian... cook us something," he said, half distracted by Brian's wife.
"Huh?" Brian felt himself in a daze as he watched McDowell touch his wife right in front of him, as though it was the most casual thing in the world.
"You heard me. Make yourself useful around here, and cook us something, kitchen bitch."
Bradley snickered slightly at McDowell's crude remark. "Kitchen bitch?"
Leanne said nothing. She still appeared slightly guilty. Her eyes kept flicking between the fire, and McDowell sitting beside her.
"And bring us some beer! How about one for the kid, too?"
The sight of them like this made Brian's stomach hurt. A heavy throbbing pain that radiated up to his chest and made it hard to breathe. He wasn't entirely sure why-- he had no reason to think it really, but he was suddenly feeling as though his wife liked their tormentor. Not just liked... but had somehow clicked with him when they were out of sight.
Brian looked from face to face, including Bradley's. Everyone's expressions seemed to confirm this lingering fear. Brian suddenly forced it from his mind, too disturbed by the notion to give it much more thought.
With a sick feeling of dejection, he retrieved the cookware and set about making them a meal, while McDowell sat and talked, and even laughed with Brian's family. Cast aside to cook while his son, his wife, and this murderous criminal enjoyed themselves around the fire. They drank beer, they laughed. Bradley belched, and chuckled. McDowell congratulated him. It was a gut-punch of a scene. McDowell had moved in on the family, tossed Brian aside, and now he was on the outside looking in.
Brian had once heard that animals did such things in the wild. Lions, and apes or something... when a new alpha took over the pride, they'd cast aside the old one and to the victor would go the spoils...
Leanne was smiling a tentative smile as McDowell's hand had free roam, stroking her hair, and rubbing the back of her neck.
As Brian watched, filled with thoughts of dread and the cruelty of the animal kingdom, only one word came to mind. And it was a word that cut him to his very core, and made him sick: Cuckold.
"Angie Everhart!" McDowell suddenly bellowed.
"What?" Leanne blinked. She seemed to have loosened up considerably after her second beer.
McDowell slapped himself on his large shaved dome. "*That's* who you remind me of! It was driving me nuts."
"The model? Get the fuck out of here," Leanne slapped him on one of his enormous biceps. The combination of the beer and the fire had lulled them into a natural state around each other.
"Who's Angie Everhart?" Bradley asked. The boy was feeling a slight alcohol buzz from his second beer, and his lack of experience. He clearly didn't have much of a tolerance.
"Playboy model, and your mother's twin," McDowell explained, appraising Leanne. "Wild hair, like your mother. Tight little body, like your mother. Dick-sucking lips, like your mother. Nice big tits, like your mother." He was rubbing her arm, and Leanne was hardly minding. The comparison had earned a blush that was now creeping across her cheeks.
"I wouldn't go that far," she laughed.
"Well, maybe not completely. You don't seem like the type who'd tolerate Harvey Weinstein cumming on your feet," McDowell cracked a grin. But then he glanced toward Brian over by the grill and quipped "Then again..."
"Shut up," she gave him another playful shove.
"Who's Harvey Weinstein?" Bradley asked, his brow pinched in confusion.
McDowell merely shook his head. "Damn kids don't know who anyone is lately. Don't worry about it. We'll tell you when you're older." He meant it as a joke, but the words carried to Brian's ears, and stung him-- as though McDowell was planning to stick around for a long, *long* time. There was that feeling in his gut again. A knot that was growing tighter by the moment. He glanced down at the hotdogs that he was grilling, and had serious doubts that he'd be able to eat a single one of them.
"My last cell mate had a couple of hidden centerfolds," McDowell went on to explain. "I don't know how he got them in, and I don't want to know. But Angie Everhart was one of them. Although, between you and me, I'd rather have a picture of your mother to keep me entertained," he winked.
"I don't know how to process that," Bradley admitted with an uncomfortable shake of his head.
"Don't," Leanne teased her son, a natural easy smile. One of her first since McDowell had shown up. She always wore one when she playfully teased her boy. She turned back to McDowell. "That's not happening. If you get arrested again, you'll just have to rely on your memory, big boy."
She stood, swaying a little drunkenly, and sauntered to the cooler for more beer. She made it a point to strut with her long legs. Swaying her hips, and bending far over to thrust her butt out. She rummaged through the cooler, moving with the deliberate actions that she'd imagine a Playboy model would move with. Both McDowell, and a guilty looking Bradley watched her.
When she returned, she took a moment to rub the cold can on her neck and yelp in a deliberate dippy voice "Ohhh, it's so cold." The condensation trickled down her neck to her cleavage.
"See? Look at that. Your mother has talent," McDowell remarked.
"You think that's talent?" Leanne asked, almost daringly. Then she laughed. "I'll show you real talent." She paused as she glanced down at her tanktop. "I can't believe I'm doing this. I haven't done this for years..."
But regardless of her trepidation, she was pleasantly buzzed enough to throw caution to the wind. She tugged down her tank-top enough to reveal her cleavage. Even Brian looked up from the grill, as Leanne wedged her unopened beer can between her breasts. It stayed in place, and using her shoulders, she mashed her tits around the can, tilted her face down, and using her front teeth, she snagged the tab of the can and popped it open. With a soft hiss, and a small foam spray (that ended up shooting onto her neck and breasts), she opened her beer.
McDowell clapped his big meaty hands. "Look at that. Opened the beer with no hands, and just her tits and mouth."
Leanne gave a little bow as she plopped back down by the fire. "I stole the idea from Molly Ringwald's lipstick trick."
"I can tell."
Maybe it was the beer, but Leanne knew it wasn't. She was staring at McDowell. Her eyes not wavering for a very long time. It was a dangerous glance that McDowell noticed. Lust.
After a near eternity of her unbroken stare, Leanne ran her tongue across her lower lip. "Your turn. What sort of talents do you have?"
McDowell merely winked. "You'll find out," he promised, then placed his big rough hand on her leg... high on her leg. Just where her shorts met the top of her thigh. They both let it rest right there.
"Kitchen bitch! How are those franks and beans coming along? We're hungry!" McDowell bellowed. His deep voice making Brian jump. He had been staring in horror at the way Leanne was looking at McDowell... and the way she hardly minded his big hand touching her bare thigh. Something was definitely going on right in front of him... and it was only getting worse. He'd never felt so distraught, humiliated, and incredibly afraid-- no longer just for his safety, but for the integrity of his manhood.
A moment later, and Bradley, drunk and euphoric echoed the same words. "Yeah, kitchen bitch."
They all laughed... except for Brian.
***
"Remember to stay vigilant," McDowell said.
Bradley threw the convict a thumbs-up, then proceeded to zip up his tent, and douse his lantern, sending the campsite into darkness (save for the lingering glow of the embers by the fire).
McDowell ushered Leanne and Brian into the trailer.
Brian paused in the kitchen, and regarded McDowell and his wife. They wore matching expressions, as though they were sharing the exact same thoughts and plans.
"S-so... the kitchen table folds into a bed, if you want to sleep there," Brian suggested to the hulking brute who'd invaded his life.
McDowell merely shook his head, as Leanne wordlessly switched the table into a bed and tossed the seat cushions haphazardly on top. They were both visibly drunk, but still had their wits about them.
"I won't be the one sleeping out here, chief," McDowell assured him.
Brian was again confused. He looked from one face to the other. Leanne's expression told of a woman who had already known this ahead of time. Like she'd talked it over with McDowell in secret and had agreed to it.
McDowell rounded on Brian, towering over him menacingly until Brian backed against the transformed bed, and fell back atop it. It would be his bed, he suddenly realized.
McDowell produced handcuffs, and passed them to Leanne.
In the end, it was his own wife who handcuffed him in place-- to a towel rack mounted into the frame.
"Get comfy," McDowell told him.
Brian's heart was pounding. That feeling of dread and impending doom was back ten-fold. He wanted desperately to ask where McDowell and Leanne would sleep, but he already knew. And from the way that the two were suddenly looking at each other, he knew they wouldn't even hear the question anyway. They had completely switched off their brains to him now that he was bound and wouldn't be a problem. They were staring into each other's eyes with genuine beer-fueled lust. Brian was now mere background noise, and nothing more.
"W-what..." he started to stammer with growing tension-- not of fear, but of humiliation and heartbreak that was now dangerously close.
McDowell didn't take his eyes away from Leanne's as he reached into his bag and produced something else-- a roll of duct tape. He again, passed it to Leanne, and without a single instruction, she already knew what to do with it.
She tore a piece off, and unapologetically regarded her husband. There was no interest, or love in her eyes. She was looking at him as though he was a simple chore that had to be performed before bedtime. 'I'll be in for bed, just as soon as I start the dishwasher'.
Leanne stuck the piece of duct tape over Brian's quivering lower lip. A small pathetic whimper escaped his throat.
Then Leanne turned back to McDowell. She peered up at the convict. A moment of pause, and then she suddenly threw herself into the big man's arms.
She flung her arms around his neck and drove her face into his, connecting in a deep hungry, almost juvenile kiss. McDowell caught her, scooping her up by the ass, and lifting her up. She threw her legs around his waist and locked her feet behind his back. He met her mouth with the same hungry aggression as she.
Brian groaned, feeling his heart shatter completely. He'd suspected that something was going on with them, but to see it confirmed was a whole different story. A deep guilty part of his mind remembered Leanne's harsh words, and feared that he had somehow driven her to this.
The pair didn't even have the decency to do this discreetly in another part of the trailer. They crashed against the kitchen cabinet. Pots and pans fell to the floor. They hardly noticed. Their mouths were ravenous, each one trying to devour the other's. Their tongues danced and writhed together, sometimes in between gasping breaths where Brian could see it all happening.
Brian squirmed at the sight of it all. His wife giving herself so willingly to this man who had taken them all hostage, forcing them at gunpoint, and keeping them from leaving. Not only was the act itself so unspeakable, but a needling part of Brian's brain realized something else-- they were doing this in front of him on purpose. It wasn't enough to fuck behind his back. But they were doing it right in front of him. At best, they didn't see him as a threat, and were too lost in their own lust to care if they had an audience or not. At worst, him bearing witness to it excited them. Made them feel powerful.
Brian began to cry softly with this thought. Lately, as the years had gone by, Brian had been aware of his wife's disinterest in him, the boredom. The fights and distractions had confirmed that she wasn't as happy as when they were teenagers. But he had never thought she'd outright hated him before.
Now her carnal urges presented so abruptly in front of her husband that they couldn't possibly be construed in any other way.
She grasped McDowell's flannel, and tore it open, never breaking their kiss. The buttons popped, and his massive hairy chest appeared. She ran her fingers up and down it, raking her nails into his skin like claws. Jungle cats at play.
She shrugged him out of his shirt, and he returned the favor. McDowell undid the sexy knot of her shirt and tugged it open, all the while Leanne leaned and bucked her hips against McDowell-- her body craving him. Even with her butt planted on the countertop, she trapped him with those long legs and leveraged herself up and down against a fast growing bulge in his denim.
McDowell's hands returned to her ass, grabbing her and scooping her back into his arms, squeezing each cheek. His hands were huge, taking up her round ass almost entirely. He pulled her against his frame, and rubbed her over his growing crotch. Denim on top of denim. Sooner or later, that wouldn't be enough.
And it looked like it was sooner. Leanne's hands went down to his pants and hurriedly undid the button and his zipper. She was desperately trying to push his pants down. McDowell spun them, planting her butt on the window sill as he helped her along. His ass crack coming into view to the helpless Brian as the two of them fought to disrobe like horny teenagers in their first hormone-fueled romp.
Leanne's legs still wrapped excitedly around McDowell's back. She was using her feet to try to push his shorts down. Her hands around the back of his head as she kissed him... that was somehow the worst part.
Even in the low light of the trailer, Brian could see her ring-- now just a symbol of a broken promise. Her fingers were running along McDowell's stubble-covered bullet-shaped head, feeling him, touching all of him.
When they broke their kiss to tug Leanne's tank-top off over her head, the gasping sounds of heaving breathing filled the trailer.
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CUCKING THE CAPTIVE CAMPERS chapter 04
***
They all slept very little that night-- for obvious reasons. But some time in the early morning hours, the rodeo in the RV had finally ceased, and the camp had fallen mercifully silent, with the exception of Brian's soft muffled whimpering.
It was almost noon before Leanne hopped lightly from the trailer, a new woman. Bradley was already up, rummaging through the cooler.
"You're up before me? Well this is a switch," Leanne teased.
Bradley straightened with a groan and rubbed his throbbing forehead. "Need food." He pinched the bridge of his nose.
Leanne rested her hands on her hips. She was draped in an oversized flannel shirt, that covered her like a short dress. There was nothing else on underneath. Bradley suspected she'd slept naked, and had only thrown this on as a courtesy.
"You're hungover, aren't you?" Leanne appraised him, pulling her hair back. It was especially messy this morning.
"No... no," he groaned, "Not hungover. It just feels like my brain is banging against the inside of my skull over and over again."
"That's a hangover, kid," McDowell's voice from the trailer door. He squinted against the morning sunlight, shirtless, with just his pair of borrowed shorts to cover his hulking frame. "Here, drink this." He handed Bradley another beer.
"Ugh... no more," Bradley groaned.
"It'll take the edge off the headache," McDowell promised.
"But then *this* beer will wear off eventually, too. What am I going to do, just stay a little drunk forever?" Bradley asked.
McDowell shrugged. "Worked for my old man." He turned and appraised Leanne. "That's a good look for you," he inspected the way her loose shirt displayed her long legs and barely hid her ass.
He reached down and lifted the back of the shirt, revealing her firm perky butt, and he gave it a hard squeeze as he pulled her in and ravaged her mouth with his. Leanne melted into him, as giddy as a groupie at a backstage show. She never smacked his hand away, nor pulled away.
Bradley was not only treated to the sight of his mother's bare ass, but the way McDowell so forcefully and unapologetically kissed and groped his mother right in front of him. Bradley felt something stirring within him again, and he had to turn away, lest they notice his growing bulge.
They finally broke the kiss and Leanne let out a long savory moan of satisfaction. "Mmmmm... you fucked me so good last night," she said, without thinking of the ears close by that also heard the remark.
"Can't take all the credit. You played a big part," he grinned. "Speaking of... why don't you go on inside and get dressed. Put on something sexy for me, baby." He gave her a smack on the ass that sent her hurrying playfully for the trailer door. "And wake up sleepy-head, while you're at it. I don't need his happy ass napping all day." He was referring to Brian.
"Yes daddy," Leanne teased, dropping her voice to a sexy tone. With a wink and a giggle, she was gone.
When the trailer door shut, McDowell turned to Bradley. The boy's face was still red and uncertain.
"I trust you heard most of that, last night. So I don't really need to explain much." McDowell said.
Bradley's eyes darted nervously away, and his cheeks only grew redder. "I-I-I'm not really sure what I heard." He stammered.
McDowell's hard scrutinizing face never wavered. "Yeah you are. Don't worry, though kid. I won't hog all the action," he winked with a grin.
Bradley had no clue what that meant. But before he could question it, McDowell glanced into the cooler and began to retrieve some items. "C'mon kid, I'll show you how to make a real breakfast."
***
Brian's eyes were crusty with dried tears. He'd lain awake for the majority of last night, listening to this man have sex with his wife. Leanne had been so loud, so vocal, so utterly dirty, that Brian was absolutely devastated. Not to mention, now that it was morning, he was faced with a new reality-- Bradley had heard it all. Not only had Brian been cucked, but his own son had bore witness to the act of Leanne trading mates without the slightest hint of regret.
Brian's humiliation was beyond anything he'd known.
Leanne uncuffed him without the slightest hint of apology or remorse, before turning a cold shoulder and heading for the bedroom.
Brian stepped from the trailer door with a gut wrenching feeling of defeat, and saw McDowell and Bradley hovered over the fire. Eggs steamed from a pan that they were cooking over the flames... together. Bradley was laughing at something as he male-bonded with this usurper.
Something snapped in Brian, and before he could fully understand why, he took off running at a full sprint. He needed to get away, and if nobody was going to cry for help, then god-dammit, he'd do it. Fuck McDowell's earlier threat. His wife had already betrayed him, and now his son was connecting with a man that he ought to despise.
"Help!" Brian screamed at the top of his lungs. His shaky legs pumped his heavy frame into a full sprint.
He'd never run so hard and fast in his life. And over the sound of his pounding heart, he could hear feet behind him. He risked a glance over his shoulder, in time to see McDowell barreling after him-- crashing through the trees like a charging bull.
The absolute fear added an extra spring to Brian's step. "HELLLLLLLLLPPPPPPP!" He cried desperately, his voice rolling through the empty camp grounds. He ran headlong into the trees, darting around trunks, and hopping over tangles of roots and bushes.
"Get back here, you little shit!" McDowell's snarl was close. Dangerously close. The convict was gaining speed on him quickly.
Brian vaulted a fallen log, screaming mindlessly for help that would never come. His heart was pounding like it never had before. His terror was absolute. If this man caught up to him, pain and brutality was inevitable. This would be his one and only chance to get away. McDowell would never allow him this kind of freedom again.
Brian ducked beneath some low-hanging branches, and burst out onto a forest road that ran up to the latrines.
A second later, McDowell was right behind him. Brian ran along the path, screaming and screaming, but saw nobody.
Brian was not an athlete. He never had been. And his lack of keeping in shape was now catching up with him. He was winded. No amount of breathing could keep up with his racing heart.
To Brian, the chase through the woods had felt like an eternity. But realistically, it might have only been seconds before it came to an end. Immense thick arms threw themselves around Brian's waist, and they toppled to the ground as McDowell tackled him.
Brian wasn't a small man, but McDowell had weight, height, and muscle over him. In seconds, he was pinned. Brian yelled pitifully out one final time. But as McDowell began to hit him, it was all over. His escape attempt had failed.
***
"It's for his own good," McDowell insisted. "If he'd gone for help, we'd all be surrounded by edgy pigs with itchy trigger-fingers."
Leanne and McDowell had spent the last several minutes making the necessary arrangements. Brian-- bruised and bloodied-- had been duct-taped down to a folding camping chair. Leanne had relocated Bradley's sleeping bag and clothes from the tent, into the RV, so that Brian (on his folding chair) could be moved into the tent. The duct tape was firmly back over his mouth, gagging his attempts to scream, and his legs and arms were lashed in place against the chair's framework.
"I don't understand why we don't just keep him in the trailer?" Bradley said, suddenly worried that his mother would turn up one of his crusty socks from last night-- the one he'd climaxed into while listening to her animalistic cries of pleasure and passion.
"Practicality, mah-boy," McDowell drawled. "If he somehow slips his binds, that tent is going to be a lot harder for him to get out of unnoticed by someone. And I want to keep an eye on him. Plus, if the rangers come back, they're probably going to search that," he pointed to the RV, "sooner than they'll search that." He pointed to the tent. "Only way he'll be able to get out of that tent is through the zipper, which faces where we'll be sitting. Plus... I can sort of see him from here."
McDowell pointed to a screen window, just beneath the rain-fly. It was subtle. Nobody would notice Brian inside unless they hunched down to look in. But they could see him looking right back out at them. His face was flushed, scraped up. One eye was swollen shut. And his cheeks were puffing out with each breath. Bradley looked at his dad apologetically. Brian could see out decently well-- a mercy that they allowed him, considering the way he'd disobeyed McDowell's rules.
"Not to mention, we'll have to take turns taking care of him," Leanne added with a hint of disgust to her voice. "Feeding him, keeping him hydrated, bathroom breaks." She added the last with a frown, as though she was forced to take care of a messy child, instead of her husband.
From inside the tent, Brian grunted angrily from behind his duct-tape, but was lashed so tightly down, that he couldn't even budge in his seat.
"Dad is going to be really mad when this is all over, and you let us go," Bradley admitted.
"Let's not worry about that now, right champ?" McDowell winked, clearly not worried. "We're on vacation. Let's enjoy ourselves."
"I'm guessing swimming is out, then," Leanne remarked, looking down at herself. Indeed, before Brian had run off, she'd taken McDowell's request to heart, and had changed into a string bikini she'd brought, in case she wanted to take a dip in the nearby lake. It was leopard print, and clung tightly to her breasts, not doing much to cover them. It showed her smooth skin that she kept regularly tanned, the tone of her arms, and the flatness of her tummy. She wore the same shorts from before-- tight and frayed, cut-off dangerously short. Barely shorts at all. The strings of her bikini bottoms rode high on her hips. "Should I go change?"
McDowell smirked and lightly elbowed Bradley. "For us boys? Not a chance. Why don't you stay just like you are. I don't think we mind, right?"
Leanne looked from McDowell to Bradley. Her son gave her a glance, reddened, then quickly averted his eyes. It was fast, but she knew that look-- her son had checked her out. For a single moment in time, she had ceased to be 'mom' in the eyes of her son, and had become something much different. Something much more sexual. She wasn't sure how she felt about that. But it was hard to argue with McDowell. The man was so sexy, so confident-- he had such power over her. She wasn't going to disappoint him now by throwing on more clothes.
Besides, it promised to be a warm humid day. The sky was already a shade of solid white.
McDowell cooked while they sat by the fire pit. Bradley found his eyes repeatedly wandering to his mother. He couldn't get the sound of her moans out of his brain. He imagined the way her body must have moved on top of McDowell's body, while she cheated on his father right in front of him. The whole situation was gut-wrenching, but yet, that youthful uncontrolled stirring returned to his lap.
Bradley had been letting his eyes wander over his mother for a little too long at one point, when she caught him. He looked away with a blush. This time she didn't let it go.
"Something on your mind, pumpkin head?" She asked, dredging up an old teasing nickname from his youth-- the time he'd gotten his head stuck in a carved-out Jack-o'-lantern.
"N-no, nothing," Bradley insisted defensively. He didn't have much practiced finesse. He could feel the heat on his face now. He crossed his arms over his lap, praying that his boner wasn't showing. He didn't think it was, but at this point it could be totally obvious, for all he knew.
Leanne hesitated. She too had a guilty look on her face-- as though she'd been caught red handed and was hoping to avoid the conversation.
"It's about last night, isn't it?" McDowell asked, rather bluntly. The only one who wasn't ashamed. He wasn't ashamed of anything.
"What? No!" Bradley answered way too quickly to be anything but blatantly lying.
Leanne sighed. "Oh... you heard us, huh?"
McDowell snickered. "How could he not? You're quite the screamer, baby."
Leanne reddened, but a little smile crossed her face-- guilty to be addressing it with her son, but not guilty for having cheated. "So that's why you're acting weirder than normal," she teased, trying to be her usual playful self with her son.
That wasn't completely true. Bradley was acting weird because he was getting a boner from his mother acting like a raging slut. But to say that was far more shameful than opting for the easy answer. "Yeah," he agreed, slightly relieved to have an excuse to fall back on-- one that they'd accept.
Leanne hesitated, glancing between McDowell, and Bradley. Finally she leaned forward and lowered her voice, as though conspiring, but loud enough to still allow McDowell into the conversation. "It happened," she said, rubbing her thighs together nervously, fidgeting. "I'm sorry that you heard it... but things got sort of carried away and..." She looked at McDowell again, and bit her lip.
The look of lust in her eyes was there again, and it threatened to make Bradley's cock even stiffer. Bradley held up hand, hoping to end this conversation as dismissively as possible before things grew worse for him.
"It's fine. I figured something was going after the ranger left. It's fine, mom. I'm not stupid. Can we drop it, please?"
Leanne bit her lip again, her brow pinched together. "I know it's weird with your father here and all. And I know you love him... but this situation... it's different for all of us. And with Leo here... he's... well... he's *not* your father." She said it in a way of swooning adoration. Rolling her words in a way that it should be obvious that him being different was an amazing thing... a turn on. "You see... things get complicated when you've been married for a long time. And I know he's your father... but... Leo." Leanne looked at him again. "I feel so... alive. Does that make sense?"
McDowell smirked and joined them. "What your mother is saying is that she behaved herself for too long, and she likes a man who makes her feel like the bad girl that she's always been. Isn't that right, slut?" McDowell grabbed a fistful of Leanne's hair, and pulled until her face was turned up to meet his. Then he planted a hungry kiss on her mouth. "Say it," he barked, giving her face a light slap.
"Yesssss..." she hissed obediently.
"Yes what?" McDowell tugged harder, pulling her head around like his little puppet.
"Yes, daddy," she insisted, her face hungry and her eyes excited to be manhandled like this.
"Good slut." He dragged his tongue along her face, from her chin to her hairline in one long lick, before letting her go.
When he let go, Leanne was flustered with excitement. Her leg quivering, her heart pounding from that act alone. It took her a moment to catch her breath.
"You see," McDowell explained, indifferent to Bradley's shocked and out of breath expression that matched his mom's. "Women like a man who takes charge. Who gives them a thrill. Who makes them feel powerless and excited. Your shrimpy little dad clearly doesn't do that for her. I do. Ain't that right, baby?" McDowell let his eyes travel over her body, openly leering at her figure.
"Yes, daddy," she giggled, glancing nervously at Bradley to see if her son was freaked out by this. He wasn't.
"Good girl. Now, I know we just got up, but it's almost noon. So why don't you fetch your boys a couple of beers," he ordered.
Leanne rose obediently to her feet.
McDowell grinned at Bradley. "Bet you never saw your mother so submissive before, have you?"
Bradley shook his head, mystified.
"All women are, for the right man. A man they're *actually* excited by," as she walked past them, McDowell openly gave Leanne a smack on the ass. His hand on her skin sounded like a gunshot going off. Leanne jumped, but to Bradley's surprise, his mother yelped, giggled, then grinned, a little pleased with herself. She strutted some, trying to catch McDowell's eye with the sway of her hips.
Bradley found his own eyes drawn to the sexy sashay of his mother's body, and the scissor of her bare legs.
McDowell caught him looking. His grin only widened.
"It's okay to look, son. I know she's your mother, but she's also a sexual being. Well... more like a sexual animal," he lowered his voice and leaned in conspiratorially.
Bradley reddened, unsure what to say. But as Leanne bent forward over the cooler, her shorts rode high. From where the men sat, they had a commanding view of her heart-shaped ass. The thin strip of her shorts barely hid her sex. McDowell grinned and elbowed Bradley, nodding his head in the direction of Leanne.
Bradley looked. How could he not? His mother's ass was absolutely stunning. And those long legs...
Leanne peered over her shoulder, and caught them. "What are you two looking at?"
"We're just enjoying the view," McDowell answered immediately.
Leanne's eyes went from McDowell's to the stunned and shameful face of her son. "You too, huh?" She rested her hand on her hip.
"Can you blame the boy?" McDowell grinned.
Leanne looked thoughtful, and admitted, "I guess not." She strode back to them and passed them beers.
"Thanks, baby," he gave her a slap on the ass as a reward. Leanne jumped and yelped again, then laughed lightly.
"You like when he does that, mom?" Bradley asked, eyeing the red mark on the bottom of her firm ass cheek.
She shrugged. "I don't know. It makes me feel kind of naughty," she bit her lip.
"Told you-- sexual being," McDowell assured Bradley. "Why don't you give it a try?"
For a second, both Bradley and Leanne froze, looking at each other from the suggestion. McDowell had just suggested that the boy spank his mother. Neither had any idea how to react to it.
Finally McDowell made the decision for them. He manhandled Leanne around so that her ass was facing Bradley, and bent her forward slightly. "Kid, spank your mother," he said, his voice much firmer. Less of a suggestion and more of a command.
With wide eyes, Bradley extended his hand and gave her perky ass a slap. The meat of her butt jiggled in her tiny shorts. A shudder ran through Leanne. Something she hadn't felt before. It was one thing when McDowell did it... but this was her own son now. From their expressions, they both felt slightly weird about it. Weird and confused.
It was that confusion that amused McDowell.
"No no, not like that. She's a bad girl," McDowell insisted. "Give her another one. A harder one. She's not going to feel like a bad girl if you take a limp-wristed approach. Really let her have it."
Nervous, but oddly aroused, Bradley reached back and slapped her hard. A loud clapping sound rang out across the camp site. Bradley's hand stung. Leanne cried out when she felt the harsh sting on her ass.
"Ouch," she whimpered.
"Good," McDowell threw back his beer, and grinned. "Again," he stood, coming around in front of Leanne, he wrapped his arms around her, his big hands going to her butt. He yanked the legs of her shorts up, wedging them into the crack of her ass. Both bare cheeks presented to her son.
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The awning stretched over the side door to the camper. The rain drummed from the canvas, keeping them dry beneath.
McDowell and Bradley sat side by side in folding chairs, watching the rain turn the campsite into a muddy mess. Inside, Leanne was napping from her exhausting and wild romp with the convict. Brian remained at the kitchen table. He was bordering on catatonic after the brutal humiliation. When they tried to move him, he snapped and shrugged them off in a belligerent huff. He was still bound and gagged, but he no longer wanted their help. He had bore witness to his wife's infidelity once again, and his son jerking off to the whole horrible act. They left him alone.
Bradley stared, completely silent at the weather. He was lost in his own head.
McDowell threw back the last of his beer, let out a hardy belch, and tossed the can away into the trees.
Bradley hardly acknowledged it.
Finally McDowell broke the tension. "Post-nut clarity?"
"Huh?" Bradley blinked dumbly.
"Are you having post-nut clarity?" McDowell repeated the question.
"What's that?"
"It's when you're so caught up in the moment while jerking off or having sex, that you don't care about anything. Then after you bust your nut, you have this sudden feeling like 'oh god, what have I done?' It's like a rush of guilt and disgust." McDowell figured that the kid was probably feeling weird on so many levels for what he'd just jerked off to in the trailer.
Bradley laughed nervously. "I- I didn't know that was such a common thing that people named it."
"Sure it is!" McDowell slapped the boy on the back. "Everyone has that. You're at the bar, you're kind of drunk, you're horny as fuck. You pick up a chick that's maybe a New York six at best. You figure 'she's good enough to fuck, but not good enough to tell anyone about.' You get her home, fuck her brains out, then the second you dump your load you feel this intense 'Oh fuck! What was I thinking? I need to get the fuck out of here!' And it's your own fault, because you haven't been laid in a few months, and you just needed it."
"Yeah, that hasn't been much of a problem for me," Bradley admitted.
McDowell blinked, as though a thought just occurred to him. "Wait... are you a virgin?"
Bradley let out an embarrassed laugh but nodded his head. "Yeah. Is that weird that I'm 18 and still a virgin?"
"Nah, kid," McDowell scratched his bullet shaped head after a moment. "Well maybe, I don't know how kids are these days. You got a girlfriend?"
Bradley shook his head.
"Too bad. If you'd have brought one, I would have gotten you laid," McDowell smacked him lightly on the shoulder. Then his eyes narrowed for a moment, deep in thought.
The moment went on just a little too long, and it made Bradley uneasy.
"What?" He asked finally.
McDowell grinned. It was an amused, evil grin. He was entertaining himself with an idea that he refused to say out loud. He merely turned to Bradley, still grinning that grin, and said "Just trust me."
***
Leanne emerged from the trailer, running a towel through her hair. She'd needed a shower after the late morning sex. But she took one look at the weather-- the apocalyptic rain was still falling-- and she scowled.
"Well this sucks," she observed. The campsite was inundated, the fire was out, and any gear that hadn't been under a tarp or roof was soaked.
Bradley and McDowell peered over their shoulders at Leanne. She'd put her bikini back on, but hadn't bothered with the shorts. It was certainly warm and humid enough. The leopard print clung to her, displaying her tight little body, her firm breasts, and the smoothness of her shaved mound. Just strings, and skin. It was practically a thong. Bradley gave her a prolonged glance. It was weird, but Leanne didn't really mind. Not after everything they'd allowed him to watch.
"Want to join us?" McDowell asked, pulling up a seat beneath the canvas awning where they sat to watch the storm.
"I guess I may as well," she plopped down, and crossed her long sensual legs. She blew out a sigh. "I'm sorry that this really isn't much fun." She was actually apologizing to the man who'd kidnapped them. It seemed so long ago. So much had happened that made him seem like less than a monster and more like something else...
"Really?" McDowell grinned and rested his big hand on Leanne's leg. He started to rub. "Because from where I'm sitting, it looks like we've found plenty to do so far."
She blushed and laughed. "Well yeah. I just meant like... it would have been nice to go for a hike, or go swimming, or something."
"You can still get wet," McDowell said with a grin. He reached over and pulled Leanne into his arms playfully, before carrying her from beneath the awning.
"Don't you dare," she insisted, kicking her feet half heartedly. "I just showered, I don't need to get dirty again!" She insisted.
But it was too late. She and McDowell were soaked in seconds. Her mane of wild hair plastered to her head, framing her.
"Asshole," she smacked him lightly, still struggling. Bradley listened over the dull roar of the rain.
"No. I'm not... not yet, baby," McDowell grinned. He dropped her lightly into the mud-soaked campsite. Mud splashed up her legs, and squished between her toes.
"Ewwwww," she let out a squeal of protest, looking down at herself. She shot McDowell a dirty look, then gave him a retaliatory shove that sent him sprawling backward in the dirt, caking mud to his clothes.
McDowell was too busy roaring with cruel laughter to really be bothered.
"Happy now?" Leanne asked, peering down at her legs.
"Mud suits you, baby... since you're so dirty." When McDowell got back to his feet, he slapped a handful of soft wet earth across her flat belly, leaving long finger trails against her skin.
Leanne yelped again, and tackled McDowell. Grabbing at loose mud, and whatever she could find, and slathering it across his wide face and burly chest. She straddled him, pinning him down as she did so. McDowell hardly struggled, and Leanne was laughing like mad by the time she was done.
She stood back and admired her handiwork, her body dripping with rainwater and dirt.
"There. Now you look like the dirty dog that you are," she smirked. McDowell didn't mind. He propped himself on one arm, and watched the little rivers of mud trail down her skin, washing away from the rain.
"And you look like the dirty jungle slut that you are," he winked at her.
Leanne merely shook her head and sauntered back to the awning overhang to get dry. When she spotted Bradley snickering quietly to the sight of that little display of mud wrestling, she gave him a smirk. "What the hell are you laughing at, little punk?" She bent, and scooped handfuls of filth from the ground.
"Oh shit," Bradley yelped, and jumped to his feet. "Nothing, nothing!" He insisted, but took off running.
Leanne chased him. "Get back here! I have a twin scoop of grime with your name on it!" She called after him.
"No, no! I finally got clean," Bradley mimicked his mother's voice poorly, deliberately making her sound like a snotty princess.
Her bare feet slapped the wet ground as she caught up to him. "I'm going to make you eat those words," she threw her arms around him, and jumped onto her son's broad back, hanging on like she was riding him.
"Get off me, you crazy weirdo!" Bradley tried to shake her loose, but he was too busy laughing.
Leanne slathered a hearty helping of mud across Bradley's neck. The next hand went straight down his shirt and whipped it across his chest and belly.
"Gah! It's cold!" He cried out.
"I know!" Leanne laughed in his ear, her legs tightened around his waist as she had a tight hold on him.
Together, they toppled to the ground. Bradley tried to roll her off of him, but instead, found himself trapped-- pinned beneath his mother, and wedged between her strong thighs.
Leanne was already grabbing up more loose dirt from the ground, giggling like a kid as she slapped dirty handprints all over her son.
He tried to wiggle loose, but his heart wasn't in it. The view of his mother over him was... it was stirring something in him. She was wet and dirty, looking playful and deranged all at once.
He only paused for a second to admire the mostly naked woman over him. That was enough time for Leanne to run a dirty finger across his upper lip, drawing a mustache across his face.
"Blah!" he gagged. "You're the worst." He grabbed her, pulled her in hard and rolled them over.
Though he was on top now, she clung to him with her strong legs. He returned the favor, grabbing whatever he could from the ground and slathering it across his mother's wet skin. She struggled and squirmed, but Bradley wasn't a kid anymore. His hands went to town, rubbing. Hardly aware that it was a similar gesture to applying sunscreen... only they were wrestling playfully.
By the time they were done squealing with delight, they were both covered head to toe in gray brown dirt, panting like lunatics, in between raucous laughter. It was even caked in their hair and beneath their clothes.
Bradley glanced down at his mother, and saw that her top had slipped to the side. Her nipple peeking out from beneath the animal-print top. One of the strings on her hip and come loose. Her bottom untied.
Neither of them noticed at first, but both gradually became aware that Bradley had a boner. Both he and Leanne glanced down at his crotch and noticed it at the same time. The tent in his soaked shorts was very visible, hovering just a couple of inches above his mother's pelvis.
Bradley had the overwhelming sudden urge to press it against the spot between her legs.
He glanced up, in time to meet his mother's eyes. She looked just as surprised as he did. Her eyes were big and her lips were parted cutely as she sucked in deep breaths.
For a second, neither one knew what to do. Then they caught McDowell grinning at them. He was smiling ear to ear. He'd seen everything. Including the very awkward finish.
Bradley clumsily climbed to his feet, shifting and adjusting himself. Trying to hide the massive erection that his mother had given him. She had seen it earlier in the trailer, had even seen him climax to her. But he couldn't just shut down the shame immediately. He was ready again, and his mother was the reason why. He turned away while he struggled to tuck it up into his waistband.
Leanne also climbed to her feet, like a baby deer learning to walk. She said nothing. Still processing everything that had just happened. Had their little burst of energy and play gone on for much longer, it was hard to say how it might have ended. Leanne had crossed so many lines on this trip already, but she once again felt as though she was standing on the edge of something, and the tiniest push would alter her life in a way that there was no coming back from.
And like before, that feeling was such a rush to flirt with. She felt so... alive. A tremble ran through her body.
"That's a good look on you, baby," McDowell walked over to them. Leanne was fixing her top, holding onto her bottoms to keep them up. "You ought to mud wrestle professionally," he winked.
She laughed. "I guess we got a bit carried away. We can't go back inside like this." She admitted. All three of them were positively slathered. She and Bradley most of all.
"No problem," McDowell said, and tilted his face up to the sky. The rain was coming down in buckets, and whatever was matted to his scalp and face began to run freely. He started to shed his shirt. A second later, and he was unbuckling his pants.
Leanne's eyes widened and McDowell shrugged himself out of his pants, dropping them to the ground until he was completely naked. His manhood swung heavily between his thighs.
"What? Right here? You're crazy!" She glanced around, although they were the only ones in this part of the woods.
McDowell shrugged, not the least bit concerned over his nudity. "The whole place is basically a shower. And there's nobody around," he stood out in the open and began to run his hands over his beefy body, rinsing the filth off.
"Yes, but what if somebody comes by?" Leanne protested.
He shrugged. "Tell them we're nudists? Besides, only an idiot would be out in this rain," McDowell strode over to her with a renewed grin. She had just finished retying her bottoms when McDowell grasped one of the strings and pulled it loose again.
"You little shit," she slapped his hand, but she didn't retie it.
McDowell pulled her bottoms loose, undressing her. Leanne bit her lip. "You're crazy," she repeated.
"You want us to track mud all over your nice trailer?" McDowell shrugged innocently, although the way his cock began to swell suggested his intentions were far from innocent.
Leanne glanced to Bradley. Her son was watching intently. His erection hadn't subsided in the least bit. Her eyes were drawn to it for a moment, as her top was pulled loose.
"Okay," she said finally. "We'll wash off out here. But we better not get into trouble for this."
"It'll be fine, baby. Trust in daddy," McDowell winked, and pulled off the last lingering scraps of clothing that Leanne had on.
She stood in the middle of the forest, completely naked and doused in mud, beneath the pouring rain. Her heart was pounding. She felt absolutely wild and free. She spread her arms and peered up at the sky, letting the rain soak her. "Wow," she blurted out, as her flesh broke out in excited goosebumps.
Bradley could hardly tear his eyes from his mom. This was crazy. Like skinny dipping, only there was nothing at all to conceal anything. After a few seconds of nervous hesitation, he began to strip as well.
Bradley took after his dad a little bit more in the body department. He was stocky, unlike his tall slender mother. But he was still young, not having fallen out of shape like his dad had. When his shorts came off, he almost sighed in relief. His hardness sprang free. He didn't realize how tired of being pent up in his shorts it was, until there was nothing holding it down.
"Feel better now?" Leanne smirked at him. His totally naked body unrestricted. His cock pointing upward at full attention.
"Better than tucking it into my waistband," he admitted. He would normally never be so open about it, especially with his mother. But the three of them were completely naked, out in the open, in the middle of a rainstorm. It was so liberating that Bradley couldn't feel anything but safe and free to say whatever he wanted.
"You did that pretty efficiently," Leanne pressed him, rubbing her hands over her body to rinse away the mud.
"Yeah," Bradley admitted, mirroring his mother's efforts to wash herself.
McDowell scrubbed himself clean and twisted his wet clothes to ring them out.
"I... uhhh... I have to do that sometimes when you or dad just barge into my room while I'm on my computer," Bradley said.
"Oh I know," Leanne laughed, tossing her wet bikini on the picnic table. "That's at least more graceful than when you used to dive to the floor and pretend to be 'looking for something' under the bed."
"Yeah," Bradley admitted, peering down at his erection. It was throbbing, fully awake and not going away any time soon. "I did used to do that to hide it."
McDowell let out a deep roar of laughter that practically echoed across the camp. "It ain't pretty, but we all had to do shit like that to hide it from our parents," he stepped up behind Leanne and pressed his body against hers. She moaned softly and leaned back against him. He was warm. "Once you get older, you learn that can find yourself a nice wet hottie to hide it in when it wakes up," he said, wrapping his hands around her figure and taking over the smooth scrubbing for her. His huge cock resting against her ass was almost as hard as Bradley's.
Bradley watched for a second as McDowell took over. His mother swooning, leaning back against the convict's burly chest, as his big hands roamed over her body-- feeling her more than washing her.
Leanne's eyes were half shut. She bit her lip.
McDowell was peering knowingly over her shoulder, looking right at Bradley with a smirk. Bradley had a sudden hunch that McDowell was getting his mother turned on again on purpose. And she was going for it.
McDowell's fingers found her nipple, and tugged hard. A gasp escaped Leanne's lips, but she wasn't fighting it. If anything, her body was responding to it. Her skin broke out in goosebumps once again.
"We shouldn't," she murmured weakly as McDowell's other hand trailed down her stomach, seeking out her slit. "We're still out in the open..."
"We're going to," McDowell said, dismissive of her protests.
She didn't argue. Her hands crept around behind her back, grasping for McDowell's mammoth penis. When she felt it, her fingers closed tightly around, and she slowly began to rub.
Bradley watched, mystified at how easily is mom could be turned on. She was practically melting beneath McDowell's assured hands. Barely a word of protest. Bradley understood that his mother was absolutely smitten. She was often in control at home, but now it was obvious that she didn't like that. She wanted somebody else to be in control. She wanted someone else to govern her decisions, and she wanted those decisions to be... slutty.
They stood mere feet away, writhing and panting, doing a slow dance in the downpour. Their naked bodies moving together. Leanne's hands locked behind her back, squeezing and rubbing McDowell's cock. Pleasuring him as he pleasured her. His fingers reached her sex, and Leanne reflexively parted her legs. McDowell's fingers began to probe her lips. The convict peered over at Bradley again, making sure the boy had a good view of his mother's private parts as he openly explored them.
Bradley wasn't sure why any of this turned him on, but it did... more than anything.
McDowell guided his finger smoothly in and out of Leanne's pussy. Each time he slid inside, she let out a low sigh and moaned. She was hardly herself, barely standing beneath her own power-- leaning so hard into McDowell that she was counting on him for support.
McDowell played with her pussy right there, out in the open, with Bradley watching for several minutes, until he was positive that she was ready. Leanne's eyes shut, and her mouth hanging open confirmed how ready she was.
Then McDowell turned her around, and eased her down to her knees. She went without a sound or a protest. She knelt in the mud, peered up at the man who had made her this way, and reached for his throbbing cock.
As she collected her prize in both hands and lowered her mouth to taste it, McDowell caught sight of Bradley, wordlessly watching once again. He gestured to the boy, wagging his finger to come closer.
Nervously, on trembling legs, Bradley approached, not sure what to expect. He assumed he'd be watching again. But like his mother, he too uttered no sounds of protest. McDowell had a power over all of them, it seemed.
He came up beside them, just as Leanne's lips locked tightly around the huge throbbing head of McDowell's penis. Bradley had watched a similar act in the trailer, but now he was up close and personal. Mere inches from the sight of his mother sucking this stranger's cock.
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***
CUCKING THE CAPTIVE CAMPERS chapter 06
***
It had been days since McDowell had taken Leanne and Bradley's lust and aimed it at each other. What ensued since then had been a series of sexual encounters that escalated more and more.
In that time, the sex had almost been relentless. Leanne fucking McDowell and her son. Sometimes separately, sometimes both at the same time. When they did sleep, they slept in the same bed. It was a little weird at first, but like his mother, Bradley had grown used to it. He didn't tire of it. In fact, he found himself enjoying the way she welcomed his hand on her body in the middle of the night. Or the way she'd roll over and grasp his cock-- sometimes in her hand, sometimes with her mouth, and sometimes with the special spot between her legs.
Nobody questioned how it was going to end... except, of course, Brian. Brian had been handcuffed at the dining room table for days. They'd kept him fed and let him go to the bathroom, but his treatment stopped there.
Brian had been forced to endure the sounds and sights of his own son fucking his wife. In truth, he hardly recognized either of them. His own family had become strangers to him now. He began to wonder how this nightmare would ever end. *If* it ever would end.
And that was when it happened. The worst act of them all...
***
Leanne waited in the bedroom with Bradley. Both were in similar states of undress-- Leanne with just a plaid button-down shirt, partly open to reveal her bare cleavage. No bra and no pants. Just a pair of black lace panties and nothing else.
Bradley was shirtless. Although his muscles weren't defined, his chest was broad, and his build was stocky. He was wearing jeans, but no shoes or socks. They both looked ready... waiting for things to begin.
When McDowell guided Brian into the bedroom, nudging him with the barrel of his pistol, Brian dreaded to know just what he was walking into. Up until now, he'd been left out completely. It had been a misery, but they'd done little more than taunt him with their raucous lovemaking-- hearing it and seeing it, nothing more.
But when McDowell undid Brian's cuffs and led him to the room that they usually did it in, he had a sinking feeling that they were all about to take things to the next level-- they were going to include him in a way that he was sure would only add to his despair and humiliation.
The room stank of sweat and sex. They'd practically gone at it non-stop. The sheets were almost fully off the mattress. Dirty clothes and empty beer bottles littered the floor and the meager furniture. It looked like a frat house in here.
For a while, Bradley had been mercifully apologetic about what he was doing to his father... but lately that had begun to change. The cold detachment in his son's eyes now mirrored Leanne's. He'd either grown desensitized to it all, or he was too far gone to care. Regardless...
"Your presence was requested," McDowell said gruffly, bearing his usual evil grin.
Brian looked from face to face. "W-what is this?" It was the first time he'd been allowed to talk in days. His voice was raspy and defeated.
Neither his wife nor his son replied. They were too busy looking at each other.
"Take off your wife's shirt," McDowell said.
"What?" Brian startled, until McDowell nudged him hard with the barrel of his gun.
"I said, take off your wife's shirt," the convict's voice was practically a snarl.
Reluctantly, Brian did as he was told. He undid the final buttons. She barely regarded him. Hardly even looked at him. This must be what servants felt like, catering to aristocrats, he suddenly realized.
His wife shrugged herself out of the shirt.
"Now take off your son's pants," McDowell said. This time, he didn't give Brian a chance to hesitate. He poked him hard with the barrel of the gun, until his ribs ached. Brian groaned.
"Do it," Leanne said without even glancing at her husband... *former* husband.
Brian swallowed. His own son didn't even acknowledge him in the same way. It was like... like there was a complete loss of respect in his expression.
Ashamed, he did as he was told, undoing Bradley's belt, and zipper. He inwardly groaned when he saw that Bradley was already sporting a hard-on-- one that was jutting straight toward Leanne. His cock was hard in anticipation of mating with his own mom. Brian's disgust and humiliation was at fever pitch as he lowered his son's pants, fully aware that he was prepping them for another sexual encounter.
"Please... don't do this," Brian tried to appeal to McDowell most of all-- the conductor of this twisted symphony.
"Shut the fuck up and do as you're told," he growled from the depths of his throat.
Brian seemed to shrink on himself.
"Their underpants now," McDowell ordered.
One after another, Brian fully disrobed his family. Leanne's panties dropped to her ankles, exposing her fully shaved and ready mound. Bradley's cock was rock hard as his boxers fell away. His tool ready to penetrate his mom's body once again.
When they were both naked, it was McDowell's turn. "Now me," he ordered.
Brian's whimpers rolled out of his throat as he undressed the convict with uncertain hands.
It was a tight squeeze, the four of them in the room. But when McDowell was naked, the next instruction was a simple one.
"Lay on the bed," McDowell ordered.
Brian fought a chill, contemplating what was to come.
Fearing McDowell's wrath, Brian did as he was told.
Bradley and Leanne climbed onto the bed a moment later. "Are you sure you want to do this?" Leanne asked her son.
Bradley swallowed and gave an assured nod. "He needs to accept his place," Bradley shot his father a quick glance that had no pity or sympathy. Not anymore, at least.
McDowell grinned, gun still in hand, keeping an eye on the situation.
With a pounding heart, Brian was treated to close-up sight of his son kissing his wife. Leanne and Bradley leaned in and their lips met above Brian's deflated body. Their eyes shut, Leanne's arms reached around her son's back and grasped him tightly. Bradley took handful's of his mother's thick hair and drove his tongue rather aggressively into her mouth.
She responded with a low purring "Mmmmmm" and her body moved sensually forward, her hips seeking him out. Their bare bodies met, and Brian let out a groan of anguish as his son's manhood began to poke his wife in the pelvis.
Leanne's hands wandered to Bradley's prodding cock, and she clutched his dick tightly to her smooth bare tummy. She stroked him against her. Both of their hips moving back and forth in a soft sexy grind.
Brian found himself slightly mesmerized by the way Leanne's body was so willingly craving her son. She hadn't responded to her own husband like that in years.
The sounds of kissing drowned out the whimpering groans that Brian was emitting. From the edge of the bed, McDowell was grinning like a predator while stroking his already hard piece of meat.
"Don't you think your wife looks really good with your son's tongue in her mouth, eh Brian?" McDowell narrated, and Brian reddened and glanced away. This had been going on for days, but this was the first time he was actually involved enough for the others to talk to him.
Bradley and his mother were grunting, their bodies rubbing together in excited anticipation. Her son's hands wandered to her butt, and gave her a firm squeeze, then a slap that made her squeal.
Leanne started to kiss her way down Bradley's body, moving from the neck, then down to his chest. Her tongue slid in long licks lower and lower. Her half-shut eyes looking like a mindless vixen as she tasted his skin along the way. Bradley ran his fingers through his mom's hair and eased her lower. His head tilted back to moan softly at the ceiling. As she reached his cock, McDowell suddenly stopped them.
"I think Brian is the one who should be putting Bradley's cock in her mouth," McDowell said.
"Huh?" Brian blinked stupidly. His eyes wide with alarm.
"Go ahead, Brian," McDowell said, impatiently spelling it out for Brian as though he was mentally slow. "Put your hand on your son's dick and put it in Leanne's mouth. Feed your old lover with her new lover."
Brian looked from the sneering face of McDowell, to the faces of his family. Neither said anything, barely looked his way. Too enraptured with what was to come.
Feeling like a man who was marching to his own execution, Brian moved painfully slow to his family, and when he reached out, his palms were sweating and his hand trembling.
"Do it," McDowell's voice growled like a displeased demon.
Brian averted his eyes as he took hold of his son's member. It was rock hard, and though he wasn't the horse that McDowell was, Bradley's cock was certainly more impressive than Brian's stubby knob.
Holding it with two reluctant fingers, he tilted it to his wife's face, heart pounding and ball of lead sitting painfully in his gut.
Leanne didn't even regard her former husband. She merely parted her lips and dove down on Bradley's cock in one gulp.
The worst moment up until now was when Brian felt Leanne's soft lips touch his fingers as they held onto his son's cock.
"That's it, feed that hungry slut," McDowell commanded, gun in one hand, his cock in the other. Stroking as he watched Brian's brutal humiliation.
Leanne bobbed her head, sucking and slurping at her son. Bradley moaned. His cock throbbing and twitching against his mother's hungry tongue and his father's hesitant grasp. Brian could actually feel Bradley throbbing and it repulsed him.
He needed to look away, but his wife didn't relent. She slid up and down him, on all fours on the bed like a stalking cougar. Brian could feel the trail of saliva she was leaving on her son's cock. Each thrust and her mouth went deeper and deeper.
Brian merely held on, simply grasping the base of his son's dick as Leanne devoured it, hungrier and hungrier with each passing gulp.
"You ever suck a cock before, Brian?" McDowell grinned.
Brian paled, and McDowell rumbled a deep laugh.
"Relax, nobody wants to see that," the convict said, merely teasing and taunting the humiliated husband. "You just keep right on holding it there while she slobbers that big fat dick. That big fat dick that's *not yours*," he emphasized.
Brian groaned again, a weak broken whimper from his vocal chords.
As Leanne's sucking grew more aggressive, Bradley was also responding. His hips thrust to meet his mother's mouth. Neither one of them paid any attention to Brian's hand. He didn't matter. It was as though he was a ghost that couldn't be seen or heard by anyone except for McDowell.
Leanne's head bobs became rapid, frantic. Bradley's hips swung faster and faster, his heavy balls slapping against Brian's wrist. Drool started to run down Leanne's lip and over Brian's fingers. He had to look away again, repulsed by the feeling.
From her throat, a gasping "Glug glug glug" sound choked out.
Bradley gave one final thrust, not yet ready to shoot, but to merely rest. And that was when McDowell clambered onto the bed as well, balancing on his knees.
"Move over son," McDowell said, kneeling beside Bradley. Bradley made room for the bigger man as they knelt shoulder to shoulder. McDowell draped an arm over Bradley's shoulders like a father and son standing at the fence, watching a ball game. That was when it hit Brian that not only had Bradley become Leanne's new lover, but McDowell had become like Bradley's new father.
"Brian, you know what to do," McDowell snapped his fingers. Brian groaned, and before Leanne put her lips to McDowell's massive pulsing member, he had to repeat the act on McDowell.
Blushing in shame, Brian took hold McDowell's cock and held him by the base. The man's meaty pole was heavy and thick. Flexing with bulbous muscles and veins. He angled it toward his wife's mouth, and like before, Leanne started to feast on McDowell's cock. Bradley watched, stroking himself to the slutty show that his mother was putting on.
McDowell turned to Brian. "Thank you for setting me up, but get off my dick now," he shoved Brian backward on the bed, to allow Leanne to pleasure him.
Brian was ordered to stay like that-- laying on his back on the bed as the group moved down. Leanne was bent over Brian's body as she sucked. Her face inches above Brian's lap, although it was clear she wanted nothing to do with her husband. She was too fixated on the cocks that were presented to her-- McDowell's she sucked on, choked on, slobbered on. While at the same time, her fingers folded around Bradley's and she stroked, mindful to give both men their fair share of attention.
She gobbled and licked, then alternated to Bradley, panting like a slut as she sucked him relentlessly. Then when his cock was properly basted, she went right back to McDowell's.
Brian was helpless to do anything other than watch. Unfortunately, this angle and this view inspired his own cock to betray him. It grew with a mind of its own, hardening at the sight of his wife's whorish face bobbing just above it.
Although she could have easily reached out and taken a third cock in a lewd act of gangbang, she didn't. This wasn't only about her pleasure... this was about humiliation-- the complete abandoning of her old marriage.
She sucked over top of her husband for what felt like hours. In that time, the men alternated, pounding her face, jerking themselves, and pulling at her hair. The makings of a true bond, when McDowell held Leanne's hair and leveraged her face up and down on Bradley's dick. Bradley returned the favor for McDowell, bouncing his mother's head on the older man's cock. They treated Leanne like a slut for each other.
But soon a simple blow job wasn't enough.
"Get behind your mother," McDowell told Bradley.
Bradley excitedly hopped off the bed, and ran around to the other side. The eager boy began to spread his mother's cheeks, ready to sink into her sex, when McDowell stopped them once again.
"Not yet," he turned to Brian. "You know what to do."
"Please... no," Brian begged. It was impossible to hold back the tears. Seeing his wife like this was bad enough, but to see the complete change in his son was another. Bradley had gone from a good kid, to sex-obsessed sociopath with no regard for anybody other than his own selfish desires.
McDowell reached out a big hand and gave Brian a rough smack across his face. "Do it!" He bellowed, then returned his cock... and his focus to Leanne's mouth-- fucking her face senseless.
Brian reached out an unwilling hand toward his son.
"That's right, dad," Bradley remarked with a smirk that matched McDowell's. "Guide my dick into mom's pussy" The words stabbed like spears into Brian's heart.
He shut his eyes and shuddered as he closed his hand around his son's member and positioned him. Leanne moaned around a mouthful of McDowell as she pushed her hips back onto her son.
Bradley's cock sank into her pussy, her ass backing up to receive him, and Brian's hand was shoved out of the way as Bradley started to fuck his mother.
The bed started to wobble as the two men fucked Leanne from both directions. And trapped beneath Leanne's ever moving body was Brian, pinned down and forced to witness every graphic detail of his own cuckolding. They were practically fucking on top of him.
"Mmmm! Mmmm! Mmmm!" Leanne moaned sloppily around a mouthful of McDowell's massive hog.
Bradley clung to his mom's ass, and McDowell, to her head. They see-sawed their dicks back and forth, like cartoon lumber jacks pushing and pulling a two-man saw back and forth at the base of a tree.
Leanne was putty in their hands. She went wherever their forceful hands moved her. Back and forth, back and forth, back and forth in a steady two and fro. One cock in her pussy, the other in her throat. The men ran so deep in her, that it seemed their cocks would touch in the middle.
The bed shook beneath Brian. Hell, the whole camper shook.
Leanne was now crying out around McDowell's cock. Each exhale brought a shrill "Ahhh! Ahhh! Ahhhh!" She tried to call out her son's name, but around a mouthful of dick, it sounded like "Bwa-wee!"
Bradley gripped her tightly by the hips, and sunk himself into her with long purposeful strokes that forced her to feel every single inch of him. As he rammed her again and again, he locked eyes with his father. A smug sneer on his lips as he penetrated Brian's wife. Brian saw that look before-- in Leanne's eyes. Contempt. Bradley's expression was one of "I'll show you. That's your wife, dad. And look at her now. Now she's *my* slut."
Before any words could be traded, Leanne's shrill cries began to escape her lips. Every man in the room knew what that meant-- she was cumming. And she was cumming on her son's dick.
"That's it, boy," McDowell encouraged. "Stuff this slut. Stuff her hard."
Both men picked up the pace, ramming Leanne back and forth across the bed, on top of Brian's rejected body. Leanne's head bounced wildly, her hair tossed behind her. She was little more than a mindless fuck doll. A fuck doll who was screaming in delight.
Her voice rose ever higher as Bradley rammed her through her orgasm, his body slapping into hers, with every intent to prolong her pleasure for as long as possible.
"Ahhhhhh," she tensed up, despite their incessant ramming, and suddenly her body released with a rush of wetness, and a sigh of pleasure. She sagged on top of her husband, as the trickle of her orgasm covered his jeans.
Brian groaned in defeat. Leanne could squirt, and Bradley had made her do it.
Her orgasm had barely subsided before they were scrambling to change positions.
"You stay right fuckin' there," McDowell ordered Brian.
McDowell picked up Leanne easily, and tossed her onto her back... right across Brian's chest. He spread her legs and stood between them by the edge of the bed. Across from him, Bradley moved over to his mother's head. They were trading positions.
Leanne seemed to enjoy being on her back... helpless and under their control. She threw her legs up onto McDowell's shoulders and gave Brian a glance. "Watch this, you pathetic bitch," she said to her own husband.
Brian groaned as McDowell held Leanne's ankles and sank his massive member into her body.
Leanne tossed her head back and let out a moan. He sank easily into her now. He'd had several days to loosen her up, and Bradley had left her soaked. McDowell grunted as his cock began to violate the married woman once again.
"I'll bet you like this," Leanne remarked to Brian. "You're so pathetic, I'll bet your dick is hard."
She reached out and grasped Brian's crotch. She squeezed, and laughed when she found that Brian was shamefully hard. It wasn't that he enjoyed what was happening. It was merely a reflex. But she felt how disappointingly small his member was after the poundings she'd been taking.
"He is," she reported to the other men while McDowell ran his tongue over Leanne's toes, sinking his cock in and out in a steady rhythm.
"Dad, that's gross." It was Bradley who said it. "Me and McDowell are in here naked. What are you gay?"
This comment earned snickers from everyone in the room. Brian reddened, looking away, hearing his own son talk to him like this. He was certain that everyone had lost their mind.
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I suppose I should have seen it coming. After all, I was somewhat aware of her wandering eye before I married her. Alexandra, aka "Alex" had described herself as promiscuous before we met. But I'd assumed all of that was part of her past, and that's where it would stay.
I knew men looked at her, hit on her, even flirted with her. Sometimes with me right there in the room with her. Why not? She was a prize, and it never bothered me. I wasn't the jealous type (or so I thought). If guys thought she was hot, I took it as a compliment. She was a good looking girl— naturally tall, about 5'9", with long straight dark brown hair, and a sweeping bang that usually came down across her face. She had strong features— the strongest being a big mouth full of perfect white teeth, and large dimples. Her eyes were brown, smoky if she wore makeup, though she rarely did. If Hilary Swank had a hot younger sister and you sprinkled in some features of Jennifer Garner, that would be Alex.
She was fit, a runner and regular gym rat when we met, which I often struggled to keep up with. She had nice round perky B-cup tits with puffy pink nipples, a perfect sculpted ass that you might call 'big', and long toned legs.
Right now, all I can think about are those legs, probably wrapped around his waist as he fucks her for the third time today. Even as I sit here, I can here them in the next room. The squeak of the bed, the rhythmic thumping of the headboard banging on the wall, and her incessant moans of pleasure. It's not that I want to listen, but what else can I do? There's nowhere for me to go! We are literally snowed in, and we're expected to be for another week.
I guess it's true, what my father once told me when I was a little kid and had my bike stolen right off my front lawn. "When you have nice things, there will always be people looking to take them from you."
But I never imagined someone so would blatantly steal her from me. I never imagined she'd succumb so willingly. And definitely not on our honeymoon, of all things!
"Oh shit! Oh fuck! Oh FUCK!"
I'm hearing her cursing now along with the rhythm of their humping. The tell tale sign that he's bringing her to orgasm. I'm sure when they're done, they'll emerge a sweaty, satisfied mess, and probably barely regard me. And why should they? They already told me everything... how he snuck her out from under me.
I stare at the locked bedroom door and ponder the lead ball in my gut and the broken heart I'm nursing. I think of all my friends and family at home, wonderfully ignorant of what's happening out here... probably assuming that the two of us are having the time of our lives. Key number: two of us.
They didn't know there'd be an interloper. Us either.
Let me back up a bit...
***
"Is this it?" I asked. The driveway was barely marked. A rutted gravel road that snaked its way through the trees and up the hill.
"Losing your nerve?" Alex cocked her eyebrow. A teasing smile played across her lips as she sat behind the wheel of the Jeep, having taken over for the last half of the road trip. We hadn't seen another car for almost an hour.
"This is literally how all horror movies begin," I replied. Maine had a way about it that we both loved. But it was also scary rural at times. When you grew up in the suburbs, it's easy to forget how much of the United States is still undeveloped wilderness.
"How's that?" She asked, starting the Jeep up the bouncy unpaved driveway.
"We take a wrong turn and fall prey to hill people," I responded.
She shook her head. "Have you seen the forecast? If this turns into any horror movie, it'll be The Shining."
I had to concede her point. The midday clouds were low and dark, promising an early nightfall. All of the weather stations were predicting anywhere from 12 to 48 inches (quite the margin for error, but those clowns are never right anyway). My parents had practically begged us not to go, or to postpone the trip until Spring. But that wasn't really feasible. We'd booked the vacation almost a year ago and there was zero chance we'd get a refund if we bailed at this point. Plus, we'd procrastinated our honeymoon long enough. It had been almost a full year since we were married, and we'd gone nowhere special to celebrate. Wedding planning isn't exactly stress-free... or cheap, even on a budget.
Thankfully, I was blessed with a very practical and level-headed wife. Alex was a tomboy at heart, having grown up with three brothers in a small house. She played a lot of sports, wore minimal makeup, and could crack vulgar jokes and curse like a sailor when the mood struck. She could throw down beers at the bar after her games, bond over cars, and immediately call out her friends on their petty personal drama. She wasn't a passive-aggressive girl. If someone acted pouty around her, it was usually met with a "What's your problem?"
I was very different. I always thought I was in good shape until I met her. One of our first dates involved a rugged hike up a mountainous trail. I was huffing and puffing after only a hundred yards, while she was practically jogging in place, urging me on with comments like "Get tough, pussy." (She never meant it in a mean way, and we both clicked for sure with our sense of humor.)
Alex was also a very social girl. I was a bit of a loner-- monogamous to my comfort zones. Most of her activities involved other people-- drinking, parties, shenanigans, and discovering new places. The types of simple things that most people shied away from-- organizing get-togethers, Captaining sports teams, and asking bosses for raises, were the sorts of things that she didn't hesitate to do.
I'd like to say we were an odd couple, with my shy personality, but the truth was that I was pretty malleable, I was never bored, and she got me to come out of my shell and try new things. She was going to do them anyway... I was just the guy that she wanted to bring along for the ride.
...I'm getting off topic. She'd spent much of her youth in worn out sneakers, and skater-girl miniskirts. On the other hand (thanks to the efforts of her last boyfriend— who turned out to be gay), she had learned how to fancy herself up in cocktail dresses, high heels, and makeup. She could have taste... when she chose to. But the point I'm trying to make is that she didn't have grand aspirations for a wedding and honeymoon. Which is exactly why, a year after we said our vows, we found ourselves traveling through a rural and snowy part of Maine, to our own rented out "Cabin in the Woods."
So weather or no weather, there was no going back. We were both up for an adventure, and no amount of warnings from our family, or weather alerts would turn us back. I was never one for vacations that involved a lot of walking around and doing stuff anyway. So the thought of getting snowed in with a pretty girl for a week sounded heavenly— as long as the booze, food, and birth control held out. Plus, I always fancied myself a survivalist— one of those assholes with fantasies of surviving an apocalypse. ...Provided the venue is comfortable, and clean with plenty of hot water and electricity.
"Oh wow," she said as we swung around a curve and over the next rise, the cabin rose into view. Despite the desolate surroundings, the cabin was lit up, warm and inviting. There was a rustic charm to it, but we knew it was tricked out with modern amenities.
There were already a couple of cars in the driveway when we pulled in. One of them passed us, filled with younger guys, as it headed down the treacherous driveway to the main road.
"Told you, this is where we get murdered," I commented.
"We're early, moron," Alex rolled her eyes. Indeed, wanting to stay ahead of the impending storm, Alex and I called the venue owner in advance and voluntarily waived the maid service in favor of an early check in. It meant that we might have to clean up after the last guests, but for us, that was no big deal. A small price to pay to insure we didn't have to cancel our trip, lest we risk getting stuck on the drive up.
Judging from the lone red sports car that remained in the driveway, the last guests hadn't fully left yet.
"Somebody has money... and good taste," Alex noted about the car as she pulled alongside it.
"Somebody better hurry up, or they'll never make it out of here with that rear-wheel drive dick mobile," I said as I watched the first few flurries drift lazily down from the heavens.
"Look at you... pretending you know about cars," Alex smirked. This wasn't new to me. She often enjoyed teasing me over my lack of car knowledge, and loved to lord over me the fact that she knew stick shift and I didn't.
Alex dismounted, stretching her legs. Her jeans were especially tight around the hips, and I couldn't help but admire the way her ass filled them out. She tilted her mouth up toward the sky and as a snowflake wafted down, she caught it on her tongue and gave me a playful wink with a hint of sexuality behind it. What a little tease—
"Impressive," a voice said behind her, clapping slightly.
"Thank you," she bowed before even turning to see the person. When she did, her eyes widened ever-so-slightly.
He towered over both of us... at least 6'8" in height. Suddenly my 5'11" frame looked meager by comparison. He wasn't a grizzly bear of a man, but definitely proportional— broad shoulders, big arms, athletic build (probably played basketball in high school). Not lanky, but nothing in excess. And he was surprisingly good looking. Even I was taken aback. He was younger than us— I'd put him at 24 or 25, whereas I was 28 and Alex was 30. He had classic dark handsome features— short jet-black hair, dark piercing eyes, a scruff of five-o'clock shadow, and a bright easy grin. It was one of those casual smiles that told the story of a man who didn't take life seriously (probably to an infuriating degree, like that Stifler guy from the American Pie movies). He was well dressed— expensive jeans, a dark coat, turtle neck, immaculate sneakers.
His eyes went from Alex to me, then right back to Alex.
"I'm Brett," he shifted the duffle bags that were slung over his shoulder so he could extend his hand.
"Hi, I'm Alex," she said as she shook hands. Alex had long fingers, but her hand was totally engulfed in his enormous paw. "You are ridiculously tall," she said, unabashed— as is her way. Hardly any filter and just blurting out the kind of things that would create an awkward situation if I said them. Beautiful women always get free passes.
"These things happen," he replied in a no-big-deal way.
"Sean," I introduced myself with a smile, feeling a bit intimidated. I heard once that even men will become more submissive and subdued around a man who's taller than them. I couldn't help but notice immediately that I was feeling much less confident as he shook my hand with something big enough to palm a basketball.
"Sorry, the landlady called and told us you were coming early." He tossed his duffle into the backseat of his car. "We're trying to clear out," he explained, "but we assumed we'd have more time... and a maid service."
"You're a grown man. You don't need mommy to come pick up after you," Alex laughed. Again, a remark that I thought would piss him off. Instead, he flashed a bright smile as we followed him into the house.
The front door opened on a large two story living room that held the smoky smell of campfire. Skylights showed the gray sky that was now looming even lower. Everything was wood walled, creating a warm and toasty environment. Track lighting hung from the exposed beams, and the center of the space was dominated by a massive stone fireplace. The furniture was rustic Adirondack-style, but looked comfy and inviting. The pictures on the internet didn't do it justice. This place was amazing! With one exception...
Empty pizza boxes, liquor bottles, and beer cans littered the coffee table and floor. Stacks of DVDs were piled on an end table, and upon closer inspection, we noted they were all pornographic movies. Nearby, a collection of adult toys rested obscenely against the arm of the couch, along with a rider's whip, and cheap novelties like paper hats and noisemakers.
Brett smirked when we noticed our expressions. "My mommy definitely does not need to see this," he laughed. "But that's why you're here. There's probably a French maid's costume in here somewhere." A bit risqué to make such a comment to a woman that he didn't know.
Alex was barely noticing his joke. She stepped over to the dildos on the couch. Most of them were of the floppy rubber variety. She looked at Brett with an amused questioning expression. "Do I even want to know?"
He shrugged again. "My friend's bachelor party. Those are a gift for the new bride."
"Uh huh, sure," she teased.
He blushed a bit and rubbed the back of his head with his hand. "I'm really sorry you two had to walk into a mess. I told the guys to just bail before the storm, and I'll stay and clean up. I'll get all this shit cleared out and get out of your way."
"We can help," I offered— in part, because I'm a nice guy, and in part, because it would help get this guy out of here quicker. I glanced at the nearest window and spotted more flurries dancing to the ground now. The weather coming alive.
"No no, you guys make yourselves comfortable and get settled in," Brett insisted, stuffing empty pizza boxes into a trash bag. "If you want, there's leftover pizza and beer in the fridge. I can leave that for you."
"If it saves you a trip to the garbage," I told him.
"Better leave the sex toys too, it's our honeymoon" Alex laughed to herself. She had a way with strangers— always smiling and always joking. I blushed.
"Alright. You guys are freaks. I'm into it," Brett smiled as though he was in on a secret that we weren't.
"Yeah, we're really not," I commented.
"Too bad," Brett replied. But I noticed he was looking at Alex as he said it. She pretended not to notice him checking her out. I wasn't bothered by this... not at this point. The guy had just spent how many nights with a bunch of his buddies, torturing himself with porn and strippers? I didn't blame him for checking out my wife.
"I'll give you the tour," he said as he went from room to room, picking up trash. "Common room." He made a grand gesture with his arms to encompass the living room. "On the other side of fireplace is the kitchen and dining room." We could see that it was pretty open to the living room. The fireplace served as the only divider. "There's a hot tub just off the back," he pointed to the glass sliding doors.
"Oh nice," I peered out. The tub sat recessed into a wooden deck, that was partially enclosed with a roof and lattices. The snow was falling faster and heavier now, accumulating on the footpaths around the property. It made me uneasy, and I was hoping that Brett's cleanup duties wouldn't take much longer. The thought that if conditions got any worse, he might have to stay here with us, would certainly put the brakes on our romantic trip.
"Are you going to need to drain all the water and refill it?" Alex smirked. "Or am I going to get pregnant if I sit in it?"
Brett sputtered a laugh. "I like you," he wagged his finger at my wife.
We moved on to the lone bedroom in the place. A large warm bed dominated the center of the room. The master bathroom was open and partitioned with glass. It was made to be luxurious and spa-like, with a large soaker tub, and a big impressive glass walled shower.
"Oh wow," I said. "Guess this takes much of the mystery out of our relationship."
"Nice, but this isn't that big or private of a place. Where did all of you guys sleep?" Alex couldn't resist ribbing the guy.
"I'm surprised most of them didn't sleep in their own vomit," he shrugged. "Common room mostly— the couches, the floor, cushions, wherever. Why? Were you hoping things got a little... gayer?"
Alex let out a long laugh, highlighting her bright white teeth. I personally didn't think it was that funny, but I let him have his moment of making her laugh. "No, I was wondering where the stripper slept," she wagged her eyebrows at him.
Brett didn't miss a beat. "Oh, the bed where you guys will be sleeping, that was totally 'Bang Spot Number One'."
"Ew."
"Kidding. We let the groom have it. I already washed the sheets this morning so the bed is all good to go," he explained and cast a glance to the window. "I better finish up and get out of your hair."
Indeed, judging from the fat snowflakes dropping like New Years confetti, there was an urgency. He hurried out of the room.
"We should probably unpack," Alex looked at me.
"Actually, if you want to check the hot tub..." I suggested with a wink, "I wouldn't mind drinking with you out there as we get snowed in." It sounded good, and if Brett was leaving shortly, it would almost guarantee me sex before dinner time. I offered to unpack and help Brett with the last remnants of clean-up duty while Alex changed and enjoyed a soak.
"You're the best," she kissed me on the mouth and cupped my ass hard. "Mmmm!" She growled comically.
I made multiple trips to and from the Jeep. By now the entire driveway and surrounding fields were covered with snow, making it difficult to see where the driveway ended and yard began. Thankfully, we'd brought more than enough groceries and liquor with us. I eyed Brett's car doubtfully, wondering how he'd made it up here before the snow and wondering how he'd leave. But he was just about finished up, so I figured it was his problem to deal with now.
By the time I dropped the last of our bags on the bed, I found Alex had changed into her sexy two-piece. It was black and white stripped, and displayed much of her toned fit body. She fished a towel from her bag, asking if I would be joining her shortly.
"In a bit. Let me change really quick, and I'll be right out," I told her.
"I'll grab us some drinks," Alex said, and tossed her towel over her shoulder. I could hear the patter of her bare feet on the floor as she hurried off to the kitchen. She rummaged in the fridge for a minute, producing a bottle of wine. She paused when she spotted the beers and added them to the mixture, not wanting to have to make multiple trips back inside.
As she turned and stood, she spotted Brett behind her. He wasn't saying anything, but he was very visibly checking her out. Almost casual about it.
"Get a good look?" She smirked, calling him out instantly. Definitely no stranger to being oogled, it never seemed to bother her.
"Sorry, guess you caught me staring. I'm an ass man," he shrugged in a no-big-deal way.
"Well at least you can admit it."
"I figured I'd take one long look before I head out, in case I don't make it, I can die with the perfect image in my head." He smiled to himself.
"Oh god," she shook her head. But when she glanced at the window her expression was questioning. "Are you sure you're good to drive in this?"
"Yeah, no problem," he waved his hand dismissively. "Nice meeting you Alex," they shook hands.
"Thanks for cleaning up for us, and drive safe!" Alex called over her shoulder, hefting all the liquor bottles and clutching them to her chest.
"Always," he said and headed out.
I was already in the hot tub by the time Alex joined me, balancing her armload of liquor. 
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Day Two...
***
I awoke the next morning to a dull pain behind my forehead, as though my brain had sprouted a cartoon fist and was currently beating it against the inside of my skull, hoping to escape. It took me a moment to collect my thoughts and remember where I was and what happened. Sleep has a wonderful way of making us forget something devastating. If you lost your job, there's a few moments when you first open your eyes were you don't remember your financial hardship. Or if your granny dies, you have a brief time where all is right with the world and she's still alive. Or if your wife had drunken sex with another man...
I sat bolt upright, suddenly remembering that I was in my honeymoon cabin. The bed beside me was empty. Not just empty, but made up and looking like it had never been slept in.
Then the images came flooding back: My wife writhing in pleasure on the couch as a simple drunken goof-around had turned on itself. A man we had only met just yesterday, lounging beside me on the couch, grinning at me and telling me how good my wife sucks cock. The way my wife's face looked— eyes shut, mouth wide, as she fed herself with his enormous manhood. Them silhouetted against the warm roaring fire, my wife on all fours, and him making that cock disappear inside of her over and over again. But the worst was the image of her straddling him on the couch, their lips locked together in a passionate kiss as they rode each other to orgasm.
The memories alone made my stomach knot. Had it all been a dream? A drunken hallucination? Just a crazy one and done fling? Or was this all the beginnings of something much much worse?
I went to the bedroom window and glanced out. I groaned. The snow was still tumbling down, not as hard as yesterday, but hard enough to make my life difficult. And the accumulation made me gasp. There had to be a solid three feet of it on the ground. It took me back to the blizzard of '96. I had been in elementary school, and the sky had literally fallen overnight. School had been cancelled for two weeks. I had been delighted at the time. Now I felt helpless dread.
His car was still here. I had been praying that he was gone, had taken what he wanted from us, and had slipped away like a departing phantom. But seeing his car there, parked beside mine, made this all too real.
I hesitated at the bedroom door, afraid of what I'd see... afraid to show my face and reveal my embarrassment. Part of me didn't want them to know that I was miserable. I know it sounds crazy. But when you grow up being bullied, you still want to carry the illusion of dignity with you, no matter how defeated or humiliated you feel.
They weren't in the living room. The faint sound of music was emanating from the kitchen, along with the smell of cooking food— breakfast meats and eggs.
I didn't know what to expect... or hoped to find when I entered the kitchen. Maybe them acting normal, like it never happened?
Instead, I found Brett busy in front of the stove, wearing just a set of plaid flannel bottoms. He was naked from the waist up, his back looking like a bag of ropes— just smooth muscle.
Some relaxing Billy Joel was playing from a travel speaker. Alexandra (aka "Alex"— my wife) was seated on the counter, mere feet away, watching him cook and making light hearted banter. She wasn't wearing pants, I noticed. The oversized shirt she wore was the matching flannel shirt from his pajama set— it was much shorter than the one she borrowed last night, but this one hadn't had its buttons torn off. She kicked her feet slowly, her bare legs sexy and sinewy.
When they saw me, much of their conversation died. They smiled casually, but it was more of out politeness.
"Hey champ," Brett said. "How do you like your bacon? Crispy or floppy."
Before I could answer, he and my wife glanced at each other and giggled, trading juvenile snickers over the somewhat sexual remark.
For some reason, I had trouble finding my voice. "Umm... floppy," I said, which earned another snicker out of him. Maybe his height was having some sort of effect on me. At 6' 8", he towered over me. I felt naturally compelled to fall into line. At 5'11", I wasn't exactly a small guy either, and I was solid enough to not question myself in a fight but... I already knew that if it came to fists, Brett was one foe that I couldn't beat.
He grinned at me, that charming wide grin that had apparently worked so well for him in the past. He was so good looking that it pissed me off more. He could have any girl he wanted. Yet he had set his sights on my wife. Maybe it was the circumstances— alone, snowed in. She was the only woman, and a damn good looking one at that. Even in the morning, she looked hot. Her dark brown hair was messy, cascading around her face and framing her like a lioness. Maybe it was just me, but was she glowing? It was only natural he'd want her. Hopefully once the trip was over, he'd find someone else to move in on.
Why was I making excuses for this guy, after what I saw??? I snapped myself out of it.
"Can I talk to you for a second?" I asked Alex. Already I could feel the knot of dread tightening in my belly. I almost instantly second guessed myself for even speaking up. I guess I was always a path-of-least-resistance type of guy. And I knew that this wasn't a conversation that would go well. I'm not a confrontational dude, and I was afraid that this would blow up in my face. I'd much rather just stay quiet and pray to god that the situation would resolve itself.
"Sure, what's on your mind?" she hadn't made a move to hop off the counter. She merely swung her legs back and forth and took a sip from her coffee mug.
I hesitated, glancing between her, and this tall sculpture of a man beside her. "Alone," I said after a beat.
For the briefest moment, I saw the flash of annoyance on my wife's face. Just a little shake of the head, and the tiniest eye roll. She looked apologetically at Brett, like they hadn't just had sex, and he was a guest about to overhear a completely unnecessary couple's fight. Then she hopped off the counter. Her shirt rose up her hips, and for a second, I had a flash of just her panties beneath. Apparently she hadn't felt it necessary to retrieve her gym shorts that she usually sleeps in.
She followed me around the stone fireplace and into the living room. "What's up? Do you want some coffee or something?" She folded her arms.
"What's going on here?" I asked, ignoring her question.
Her brow furrowed. "We're having a friendly conversation. What's your problem?"
"You know what my problem is," I deliberately kept my voice low. "You had sex with the guy, Alex."
She shook her head and rolled her eyes again, as though I was angry about the most trivial thing in the world. "That wasn't anything. We were all drunk, and we had a threesome. A threesome that I asked you about, and that you agreed to," she reminded me.
I was stunned. Was she actually blaming me for this? But she said it with such conviction, that it gave me reason to pause and rethink last night. It was a crazy blur, yes. And much of that was because of the liquor. Maybe I had, although if so, I definitely didn't remember. Ever the push-over, I softened. "I didn't agree to it," I insisted. I rubbed my head. "Maybe I'm remembering it wrong, but I thought it happened... organically."
Alex sighed. "I didn't exactly hear you objecting when I was rubbing your cock with my foot. You were enjoying it at the time. I can't build a time machine and go back and undo it all, just because you're feeling insecure about it the next day. Somebody always gets weird after a threesome. You just have to power through it because that's not fair to everyone else who had fun. If you and I had one with another woman, how would you feel the next day if I started grilling you?"
Now the details were coming back more clear. "Threesome?" I asked. My voice rose a little, but not the mighty roar that I wish it had been. It came out sounding like a whine. "You barely touched me. I had to move your foot on my cock just to get any action at all. Instead, all you did was fuck Mr. Moneybags in there."
Alex sighed again. "I would have gotten to you, but you left early. You just got up, and walked out of the room. I didn't know where you went or if you were coming back. It's not like you said goodnight. You bailed and left me with a stranger. So what was I supposed to do!?! Just stop?" Now her voice was raising, and Alex can get pretty scary when she's pissed.
I stood there, completely dumbfounded. I'm not the best at arguing, mostly because I get so wrapped up in someone else's points, that my brain seems to freeze like a deer in headlights. I was mulling over her point— that I'd gotten up and left. That much was true. And I guess I didn't expect her stop just because I did. But I was so heavily considering that maybe I was to blame for this infidelity, that it wasn't until much later that I came up with the counter argument that the only reason I'd gotten up and left was because she was barely touching me.
She shook her head like she couldn't believe me, her eyes flicking up to the ceiling in exasperation. She was on the offensive, and I was wondering how the hell the roles had been switched. This was my argument, my point to bring up, and yet now I felt like I was the one being put in a position to apologize.
"I knew this would happen," she said. "I knew that the first time I tried to get a little crazy in the bedroom for you and try something wild for us, you'd get all freaked out by it. It's not always about you, you know. You're the one who suggested it in the first place, and now that I followed through, you have a problem with it."
My jaw dropped. "I suggested it? I did no such thing!"
"Oh yeah?" She cocked her eyebrow, her arms resting on her hips, as though she was daring me. "You really want to go down this road? Last night in the hot tub, you suggested I hook up with Brett."
"What? No I didn't!"
"Yeah... ya did. While we were fooling around, all that talk about your damn stupid porno movies where the couple gets stranded with a hot stranger. That was all you! I was just playing along. Then you suggested Brett."
"I suggested Brett because he was standing behind you," I said. She looked validated. I shook my head. "I mean, I didn't suggest him. I said his name, because I thought he'd left and then I saw him standing behind you like a crazy person."
She folded her arms, still looking pissed. But then she glanced to the kitchen, then back at me. "Look, it happened. You can put whatever twist on it that you want. But the fact is that none of us are going anywhere any time soon. So we can either go forward from here and move on, or we can spend the next week, or possibly even more, snowed in a tiny house, fighting over the fact that you're pissed off about something that happened last night while we were all drunk. But I gotta tell you, Sean, if I spend a week fighting with you, it really raises some doubts with me about our marriage and if we should have done it at all."
There it was— the ultimatum. She was holding the relationship hostage until I calmed down. In hindsight, I know what I should have picked. But at the time, I was scared, hurt, and wanted some reassurance. She made a lot of points that I thought were valid— I hadn't said no to the threesome. We were drunk. I had just up and left the room, with this expectation that she would follow me like a dog on a leash. Maybe I really was being the unreasonable one here. And I didn't like the thought that our marriage could really be over because of a misunderstanding and a lack of communication on my part.
I caved and sighed. "I'm sorry." I said. "It was just weird, the whole thing."
Her face softened slightly. "I'm sorry too." She gave me a warm hug that felt good. "We can't go back and undo it now. We just gotta power through it."
We returned to the kitchen and I felt like a scolded child. I could see Brett holding a knowing smirk on his face, not looking up from his cooking efforts. Alex either didn't notice, or pretended not to.
The three of us sat down to eat. The table was small and intimate... just a little too small for three. Our knees were practically touching. I was dead silent. Alex conversed with Brett— asking him about where he was from and what he did for a living. He was from Upstate New York, and I guess worked for some business that his daddy owned. Real shocker there. I could hardly bring myself to listen to it. Almost like last night when we had our "threesome", I felt like I didn't need to be there. That I was the third wheel.
Alex's words played over and over again in my mind. I had caved in, because I'm an introspective guy. And I guess she made sense at the time, but as I sat at the breakfast table, I got to thinking more and more about her argument. And though I felt resolution immediately at the end of our fight, the anger and self doubt were bubbling quickly back to the surface. We hadn't resolved anything!
But it was too late. The fight was already concluded. I hadn't said my peace at the time, and now my chance was gone. It's not like I could really set up the argument again, without risking a serious altercation and losing Alex.
Finally Brett asked, "So what do you want to do today?"
Maybe there was more anger than I thought just below the surface, because without thinking, I blurted out. "I think I'm going to unbury our cars, and shovel out the driveway." I was hoping that my voice had enough of an edge to convey that I was going to take an active approach to getting this guy to leave, so I could repair the fragile cracks in my marriage that he caused.
They must not have gotten the hint, or they didn't care. "Wow, someone is being ambitious," Alex said over the rim of her coffee. "That's a long driveway."
"I mean, it's not a bad idea," Brett commented. I didn't see it, but just then, his hand slipped beneath the table and gave my wife's thigh a discreet little squeeze. They exchanged a glance and a little smile. That part I did see.
I inwardly sighed. They hadn't caught on at all to what I was saying. So wrapped up in themselves. I did what I always do— I took the passive aggressive route.
I decided to press a bit harder. "You know," I said. "If the three of us work at it, we could probably have the car and the driveway unburied, and have Brett on his way home before the snow piles back up..."
Brett gave a nonchalant glance out the window. "I'm not going out there," he scoffed.
I blinked stupidly. "What do you mean?"
Beneath the table, his hand continued to roam Alex's strong bare thigh. She held onto her mug tightly, her cheeks reddening slightly as she fell quiet. The sensation of him so boldly doing this right in front of me must have been a new and exciting thrill, because her legs slowly parted. His hand roamed higher.
"I mean, my car struggled to make it up here on a clear day," Brett prattled off his point with confident composure. His sleep eyes and easy smile were making my blood boil. "And in case you didn't notice, it's the freakin' storm of the century out there. You could spend all day shoveling, and that car isn't going anywhere. I'm not wasting my time."
One long finger moved between my wife's thighs. She jumped a little as he ran a finger teasingly over her panties. Her cheeks flushed harder, and she held the mug higher in front of her face to keep me from seeing that she'd bit her lip.
"Besides dude. We're on vacation," Brett said, ever the smooth talker, even as he was basically fingering my wife mere inches from me, and I wouldn't even come to find out about it until much later. "We've got a house full of food and booze. A running hot tub. And plenty of logs for the fire. Plus, a total hottie who's not wearing any pants," He smirked. "I don't know about you, but everything I need is right here," he winked at my wife, and she dropped her eyes to the table. A little smile lingered on her lips, even as her hips began to wiggle and move, responding to his touch.
I saw the exchange— the little coy smiles that they traded. "You know, I'm tired of you," I said, jumping up from my chair.
"Sean... don't start," Alex scolded.
"Sean, it was a joke. I was making a joke," Brett sighed, even though his hand never left the warm inviting spot between her legs. Even with me getting angry. If I had been just a little less blind and a little more vigilant, I would have seen his arm, extended over into her space... into my territory. "I mean, we've been dancing around what happened last night a lot. Are we not at the point where we can just laugh it off?"
"No," I insisted. "Because I don't think it's very funny. This isn't your cabin anymore. You didn't book this time, I did. I'm paying for this trip. Nobody invited you here, and honestly, you're ruining this for both of us."
He looked over at my wife, knowing just who really had the final say. "Alex, am I ruining your trip?"
She shook her head. "Sean, you're being an asshole," she glared at me, never breaking a stare, even as Brett slid his finger around her panties, and sank it into her warm wet folds. "Brett isn't the one ruining our vacation right now. You are. Brett's just asking for a place to stay for a couple of days— out of necessity. You and I have the rest of our lives to spend time together— which lately I'm starting to question if you keep acting like this. Brett staying with us for a few more days isn't going to break us. If anything does that, it's you, constantly flipping out like this. We discussed what happened last night, and we both agreed to move past it. Do we need to discuss it again?"
I shrank away. "No," I said and could barely hold eye contact as I dropped my dishes in the sink. But as I looked out the window at the snow, I knew that there was no changing how I felt. "I'm going out there to shovel anyway." I said firmly.
"That's not going to change things," Alex said. "Brett will leave when he's comfortable driving, and not a second sooner."
"No, no," Brett laid a hand on my wife's arm— the one that wasn't buried between her thighs. His thumb caressed her skin. "Let him. It would probably be a good idea to get an early start on shoveling out anyway. And besides. I think your husband could stand to burn off some energy right now."
They were basically talking about me like I was a temperamental child. I was so angry in that moment, I was literally shaking with frustrated rage— probably the reason I didn't see what they were doing beneath the table.
I stormed from the room and made a beeline for the bedroom, throwing on my snow pants, heavy coat, and gloves. I was preparing myself to take action, and get this driveway cleared, and get this guy out of our lives.
In the kitchen, Alex and Brett made no move to leave the kitchen table. Brett continued his gentle exploration of my wife's pussy. Her legs were trembling, her eyes on him. She bit her lip and gave tiny little thrusts of her hips to meet his finger.
"You are so wet," he smirked as he finger fucked her. Alex didn't make a sound. Barely reacted. Just a slight nod of her head, and half closing of her eyes.
They were mindful to watch for me, but Alex also grew more bold— thrilled by the risk of me catching them in the act. Her hand slipped beneath the table and sought out his lap. She found him tenting in his pajama bottoms. 
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Chapter 3...
***
The thumping through the bedroom walls have ceased now. I can hear them talking... cooing to each other, whispering sweet nothings. Somehow, knowing that Brett and Alexandra are making pillow talk and giggling after their latest fuck session is even worse than if they were just plowing each other into oblivion. It's one thing to be cheated on physically. But emotionally is an even harder pill to swallow.
They haven't unlocked the bedroom door yet. They probably want their privacy. To savor just the moment, just the two of them. I'd give them that, but though the snow has stopped, the plows haven't arrived yet to free me from this prison. Funny... that my honeymoon cabin paradise has now become my prison. Maybe because another man is enjoying my wife and my honeymoon much more than I am. The snow that was meant to isolate just me and my wife for a cozy romantic trip, has also trapped a stranger here with us. One that has me bested in pretty much every way.
I'm using the lull in the fornication to collect my thoughts over this past week.
I should probably take a moment to address a couple of questions. By now, you might be wondering, "Sean, how do you know what Brett and your wife were doing in the kitchen? You were outside shoveling snow. How do you know what they were doing just out of sight? How do you know what they were thinking, or talking about when you weren't in the room?"
Well... the simple answer (as you'll come to find out): They told me. I mean, we are snowed in, in the middle of nowhere, just the three of us. There is literally nothing to do but sleep, eat, drink, fuck, and... yes... talk. They couldn't tiptoe around their blossoming "relationship" forever without me catching on. And they couldn't simply ignore me— it's not a big cabin.
It was only a matter of time before they had a sit down with me, and laid all the cards on the table. They told me everything, in all its soul crushing detail. Every lustful thought they'd had, every wandering glance, every flirtatious comment, every discreet little rendezvous, and every session they had when my back was turned.
Their logic was to leave no stone unturned. The sooner I learned how deep the rabbit hole went, the sooner I would accept this new reality. No matter how much it hurts.
And speaking of hurt, the door of the bedroom just unbolted. Out of the bedroom strides Brett now. He's naked. Of course, he's naked. By the light of the fire, I can seen his muscular torso is glistening with sweat. I see that my wife must have really given him a workout.
His cock hangs between his thighs, it's limp for now, swinging back and forth between its own weight. I have to look away, because not only is he bigger than even the average porn star, but I already know the glossy sheen along his shaft is from my wife.
"Hey loser," he smirks at me, before strutting off to the kitchen. The muscles of his strong thighs and tight ass flex as he goes, and his manhood pendulums from side to side.
I can hear the door to the refrigerator open and shut. I risk a glance to the bedroom. Alex is waiting patiently. The sheets pulled up to cover her perky breasts. Her dark smoky eyes are half closed and there's a lingering smile on her full lips, making her cheeks dimple cutely. She looks fully satisfied, and love drunk.
My insides twist into a painful knot. She hasn't looked at me like that since we started dating.
Brett returns from the kitchen a minute later, carrying two glasses, and I see Alex's eyes wander her new lover's body appreciably. Brett glances over his shoulder at me one last time, gives me a wink, and kicks the bedroom door shut. I hear it latch.
I know it's only a matter of time— maybe minutes, maybe even a few hours. But sooner or later my reprieve will end, and the passionate groans will start again.
Reluctantly, my thoughts take me back to that day— after my failed attempts to shovel us out. The hot water debate...
***
"That's out of the question," I folded my arms across my chest, trying to look defiant. Really, I was doing it because I was cold. I'd shed my coat, but my shirt was soaked with sweat, that was rapidly starting to cool. The snow was heavy and my efforts of trying to dig us out had taken its toll. My arms felt leaden.
Brett shrugged nonchalantly. "That's the solution. If you guys want a shower today, we'll have to share it. Otherwise we'll stagger it out, and each day it'll be someone else's turn to bathe."
Alex made a mock gagging sound. "That sounds awful."
"Hey, if you guys want to suffer in each other's stink, just because Sean is afraid of someone seeing him naked, that's cool. I'm all for it. But if you guys want to keep smelling daisy fresh, we'll have to shower together."
"Why don't we just take military style showers?" I protested, my face turning red. "We lather up before, then just use the hot water to rinse?"
"C'mon, Sean," Alex sighed. "This is supposed to be our vacation. We didn't spend a shit load of money on this cabin, and drive all the way up to Maine to shower like refugees."
"Well I didn't spend a shit load of money and drive all the way up to Maine to have to share our trip with some guy who should have left before we showed up," I replied.
"That's what this is about? Petty jealousy again, all because we got drunk and tried to have some fun last night?" Alex was getting angry again, and it was making me want to shrink away. "We already had this argument. It's over with. You can either get over it, or not, but you can't keep throwing it in my face!" She raised her voice at the last few words.
I paled, and glanced between the two of them. "W-why don't you and I split the shower, and Brett boils some hot water? Or better yet, bathes in the hot tub?"
"Why don't I shower with your wife, and you bathe in the hot tub?" Brett grinned.
I bristled. "Are you serious?" It was hard to hide my mounting anger over that suggestion.
Alex smirked, and laid a hand on Brett's stomach. "He's kidding, Sean."
"Yeah, seriously," Brett agreed. "We can't share a laugh over this? Dude, lighten up."
Once again, there was that third wheel feeling. She had laid a hand on him to diffuse the situation, not me. A part of my brain pondered the meaning behind that— but I dismissed it as me obsessively over thinking, again.
"Nobody's bathing in the hot tub, dude," Brett commented. "If anything, people ought to be showering after getting out of a pool or spa. That's basic hygiene."
I looked at my wife and just shrugged helplessly, hoping for a little support here. "I feel like there's more practical ways to approach this. This whole thing feels like just an excuse to see you naked again."
"Duh," Brett couldn't resist grinning ear to ear like the Cheshire Cat. "Have you seen your wife's body? Can you blame me for wanting to take another look?"
Alex let out a laugh, gave a little twirl and a bow. "Thank you, Brett. I try."
"But in all seriousness, Sean," Brett said, "If I was doing this just to get her naked, wouldn't I fabricate some excuse that involved just me and her in the shower and left you out completely? I mean, if I had evil intent, I could have sprang this on her while you were outside shoveling, and found a way to omit you entirely. But no. You think I'm excited about having to share a shower with another guy?"
Am I a moron? I guess I am, because standing there under their interrogating expressions, I shrugged and said "I guess that's true." It never crossed my mind at the time, that Brett's logic was more sinister— wanting to involve me in an effort to further humiliate me. And the more he upset me, the more I'd fight against him, and the more I'd inadvertently paint him as the more rational, reasonable, and fun personality in the cabin. The one that my wife would want to gravitate toward. People don't like to hang around someone who's always negative and suspicious... especially women.
"Don't think of it like this weird group shower with another dude," Brett laughed easily. "Think of it like a bonding moment."
Alex barked a laugh. Easy for her. She was never self conscious about her slim runner's body, strong thighs, and toned muscles. Her tits were so perky, they pointed out at a perfect 90 degree angle, her stomach you could bounce a quarter off of, and her round ass made the shape of a perfect heart. She had nothing to be self conscious about.
Me on the other hand...
I laughed uneasily. "You don't think this will be weird?" I was nervous.
"Weirder than what we did last night?" Brett raised his eyebrow.
For once, I was able to laugh a bit easier. "I guess that's true."
"If you're worried about me seeing your dick, don't. I already saw it," Brett quipped. "And besides, before you guys showed up, I was literally in an arts and crafts session with half a dozen dudes, all making rubber casts of their junk. Trust me, I could go the rest of my life and not see another man naked and be just fine with that."
"Speak for yourself," Alex quipped, then she flashed me a cheeky smile. I knew she was just kidding.
The three of us sharing a laugh helped calm me down and eased the tension of the room. Which definitely made what we were about to do much easier. The isolation also played a factor. It was just us, and would be for days.
We found ourselves in the bedroom. Alex didn't even hesitate to shed her clothes. She dropped her pajama bottoms. ...I shouldn't say dropped. More like pushed them down her legs, bending over and giving a full display of her plump cheeks like she was displaying herself. I forced myself to look away, trying to keep from remembering less than twenty four hours ago, Brett had her bent over in front of the fire and was inside of that sweet pink pussy.
She stood, naked from the waist down as she undid her top, and let it fall. I noticed Brett watching with an intent stare. The casual smirk that always lingered at a corner of his mouth was ever present.
I looked away and reminded myself of the harmless jokes we'd told only minutes before— that this would be more awkward for everyone involved than sexual. That helped.
As Alex retrieved her shampoos and toiletries from her bag, Brett barely even hesitated to strip himself down to his birthday suit. His chiseled abs and prominent pecks stood out in the light that filtered through the bedroom window. The guy must spend half his life at the gym to get a body like that. When his cock came into view, I inwardly groaned. My drunk brain hadn't distorted it. It really was as big as I remember from last night. It was like a snake that could swallow a squirrel. Thick and meaty, even limp, it hung and wavered as he moved.
I blushed and averted my eyes. As I did, I also caught my wife peering at it from the corner of her eye, momentarily forgetting what she had been rummaging in her bag for.
The fact that I was the only one of the three not able to strip with the same level of body confidence as Brett and Alex should have told me that I was the odd man out in this group. I always considered myself pretty average in most regards, and therefore never worried a whole lot. But between Alex having the body and confident swagger of a supermodel, and Brett towering almost a full foot taller than me, with his classic tall, dark, and handsome features, huge hairless muscles, and horse-like manhood, I wasn't feeling too good about myself. My body hair seemed far more wooly, my gut sloppy, and my cock (already chilly from my shoveling efforts) far too small and timid.
I immediately covered myself with my hands as Brett inspected the glass walled shower stall. It was large, but even so, it might prove to be a tight fit.
"I'm going in the middle," Alex declared.
"Yeah you are, you greedy slut," Brett grinned widely and nodded his head, talking in the most perverse tone that he could.
"What the hell?" I asked.
Alex blinked at me. "Oh, I'm sorry. If you want, you and Brett can press your bodies together. I won't stand in the way."
I considered this. "Point taken," I said.
She laughed, and I felt better knowing I could still make my wife laugh. Not all hope was gone.
Brett had to duck a bit beneath the rainfall showerhead, and backed up to the wall. Alex and I shuffled in after him.
"Everybody ready?" Brett asked.
When he twisted the knob, the water that came out was ice cold. We all cried out as it doused us. Alex yelped and reflexively clutched at Brett's naked body, pressing her tits into his chest as her nipples hardened and her flesh broke out in goosebumps.
I might have noticed, had I not been suffering the same hellish cascade of arctic water. I threw my body against my wife's from behind.
We awkwardly hugged each other for warmth for what felt like an eternity. Eventually the hot water caught up with the demand, and warm soothing relief cascaded over us. I let go of my wife's back, not wanting to waste any time, and fished for my shampoo.
When I looked back, Alex was still clinging to Brett. Her dark hair soaked, and she was peering up at him, her face pressed to his rock hard chest. I eyed them oddly. It was weird to see them not wanting to let go of each other. Then they did, and I dismissed my concerns as crazy. Although, from the corner of my eye... was Brett's cock semi-hard?
I slapped myself on the forehead with an audible wet slap. "I'm a moron," I blurted out. "Why didn't we just wear our bathing suits in here?"
"Too late now," Alex laughed.
"I don't think bathing suits would have made this any less awkward," Brett said, lathering up his hair. He stooped to fit beneath the shower head, and as he shut his eyes and angled his face up to the water, his cock slid across Alex's bare wet ass.
I saw it happen. And I saw her bite her lip for a second. Despite the weirdness of the situation, the warm water seemed to have loosened me up a little bit. The steam billowed up around us, and things felt surreal— like one of those cheesy Cinemax late night movies.
Alex started to shampoo her hair, facing me now. Her breasts slid across my chest, and I could feel how hard her nipples were— puffy and pink and inviting. My cock gave a little jerk of excitement. What the hell was happening? Was it actually waking up?
She swept her fingers through her hair, and her hands were suddenly met with Brett's. He took over running his shampoo covered hands through my wife's hair right in front of me, pulling it back into a ponytail. She tilted her face up to the ceiling and sighed in pleasure.
I didn't say anything. I don't know why, but I didn't say anything. I only watched, and after a few seconds, it looked more like he was massaging her scalp instead of helping her bathe. The lack of actual release lately was bringing my manhood to life, no matter how bruised its ego was as of late.
And maybe I felt like I was part of the action, because the shower stall was much too small for me to be stuck off to the side. My wife's warm wet skin was literally pressed to mine. My cock began to rub against her bare thigh. It felt nice.
"Do you mind doing my back?" she eventually asked Brett when her eyes opened.
"Women," he huffed with good humor. "Anything to score a backrub."
She glanced at me and smirked. "If you can't do it, you can get out so I can reach it myself," she commented.
I smiled easier. Things were turning around from last night. I suddenly felt included. I wasn't the one she was threatening to kick out.
Brett squirted some body wash into his palm and without even hesitating, began to rub down Alex's back. She moaned pleasantly, and my cock dug harder against her thigh. She glanced back over her shoulder at him and grinned. "Don't be afraid to really get in there."
"I knew you were going to try to parlay this into a back massage," he said.
"Can you blame me? Your hands are huge," she added, and jumped and moaned suddenly as he pressed in with his thumbs. Her tits bounced pleasantly against my chest. Though I wasn't happy with what he was doing, I was in a confined space with them. I was part of the action, and I could pout about it, or try to one-up him.
"Want me to do your front?" I offered.
She didn't answer, but smiled, sexually. Her eyes were shut and she was moaning softly, purring almost as he let his hands roam her back, digging into her sore muscles. I took my share of the body wash and started to soap up her chest, cupping her breasts and gently playing with them.
"This is kind of hot, I'm not going to lie," she admitted with a self satisfied smile.
"Of course you'd like it," Brett rolled his eyes. His hands roamed lower, finding their place on either side of her shapely hips. "If you could be any more spoiled and pampered right now, we'd be feeding you grapes."
She snickered. "I wasn't going to suggest it, but a good idea is a good idea."
My heart was pounding as my member grew erect. Her thigh was so smooth and inviting. I was vaguely aware that my hips were moving. I was softly humping against her. Behind her, Brett cupped her butt, giving her cheeks a firm squeeze. He started to spread her ass.
None of us spoke for several minutes, but we were all becoming aware that we weren't really washing ourselves anymore. We had grown distracted. Alex was moaning softly, and suddenly her hand slipped forward and grasped my cock. She gave it a playful squeeze and firmly began to stroke it.
She opened her eyes and gave me a little smile and a wink. There was a questioning look in her eye, and I knew what she was asking me. She wanted to revisit our point of contention last night... and try it again.
I didn't say anything, but her hand worked eagerly. Her fingers wrapping tightly around my shaft, her hand making gentle twisting movements as she jerked me off. She didn't want me to say no. She was doing everything in her power to keep the doubt at bay by keeping the lust at the forefront of my brain.
I leaned my back against the wall and gasped softly. Fuck, it felt good. All of the time she'd logged being "promiscuous" was showing, even in just a handjob. I grunted, thrusting into her hand.
Behind her, Brett was busy pressing his body against hers. He ran the thick length of his cock against the back of her thigh, humping her warm slick body.
The water cascaded over the three of us, with Alex sandwiched in the center. We grinded our cocks against her body. Her breathing was coming hard and fast, her eyes looked dreamy. Her hand was making me good and hard... almost achingly so.
Then she was pulling me into her, and spreading her legs. She hiked her leg up and rested it on my hip. Without giving any thought, Brett and I held it there as she pushed the throbbing head of my manhood against her warm inviting pussy. I gave a little push, and my cock popped inside of her body w