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1. Anniversary

Mother nature couldn't have given the two of us a better present. A lush, green canopy of grass covering the mountainside. Rolling slopes laid out in front of us. Seventy-five degrees, not a single cloud in sight. The perfect Spring weather for a special day. I sent up a silent prayer to whoever was listening up above, thanking them. I needed everything to go right.

Back when I was just a dumb kid, I always thought that a marriage would be easy. It was so obvious, watching how they kept making stupid mistakes on television that I vowed I'd never do myself. I was so sure that I'd do everything perfectly.

Five years of being married taught me only that I was an idiot who knew nothing. Yet I wasn't going to just accept that I could be a divorced single guy at twenty-eight. I loved Kelly too much for that.

Last month, I got a wake-up call when I came home from work — working overtime again — to find my wife crying on the couch. She had tried to open a pickle jar but it slipped out of her hand and shattered on the floor, slicing a gash into her ankle. She had tried to call me after bandaging it up but I was in the clean room and didn't have my phone.

We talked a lot that night and she confessed how much she missed me and that I was working too much. It was true. I made a lot of money but I hadn't had sex with my wife for nearly two weeks. She had been miserable and I never noticed. I blamed myself and vowed to do better.

Now we were three-quarters of the way up Mt. Elmer on our five year anniversary. I took two days off work so we could have an extra long weekend to reconnect. Just the two of us, carrying everything we needed in our backpacks.

"God damn, you look beautiful," I told Kelly. Even though her blonde hair was matted and her t-shirt soaked with sweat, it was true. She is the love of my life.

We met in college—well, I was in college, getting my masters in computer science. She was the waitress at the Breakfast King where I occasionally ate before classes. Until I fell hopelessly in love with her, after which I was a daily customer, just for the opportunity to watch her smile at me. Two pancakes with eggs.

"You look… all red," she replied, wiping sweat off her forehead with the back of her hand.

Neither of us was very athletic. Kelly was fit, smack dab in the middle between curvy and skinny, but that didn't mean she was good at hiking. I was hopeless, hence my red face and out-of-breath panting. I was a computer geek and more comfortable in suit and tie than jeans and backpack. Kelly made it look like she was a natural, and her canvas shorts even showed off her spectacular legs.

"Yeah, I'm gonna need a break soon, I think."

"We just had one," she said, giving me a mock-pitying look.

"I think a kiss would rejuvenate me," I grinned.

Kelly rolled her eyes and approached. I closed my eyes and already imagined her lips touching mine when she made a loud smooching sound and planted a quick peck on my cheek.

"There, lobster-man. That should last you for the next twenty minutes."

"Only twenty minutes? Smart, that way you get to kiss me more often."

"No, silly. I think that's the copse the woman was talking about up ahead. The secret path. We're almost there," she said, pointing at a group of fir trees half a mile in the distance.

While eating breakfast at the parking lot where we parked our car that morning, Kelly had talked to the diner's proprietor, a very gregarious woman. After being told that it was our anniversary, she suggested with a not-so-subtle smirk and a heavy-handed twinkle in her eye that we should make a small detour to a place called "Lover's Lake."

Despite the name, it was only a tiny pool, fed directly by a waterfall delivering clean mountain water. She described it as a hidden gem that only the locals knew about, a very secluded spot for couples to take advantage of.

More than anything else, the thought of making love to Kelly invigorated me. The burning in my legs faded and the sweat evaporated.







2. Lover's Lake

"I can hear the waterfall," Kelly said excitedly and pressed on.

I heard it, too. A rumbling and splashing that was unmistakably the sound of water. The trees cast an unbroken shadow on the small footpath and it had cooled down considerably. My legs were burning again — especially my thighs. My shoulders chafed and I just wanted to lie down and fall asleep.

"Nathan, come quick!" Kelly shouted, thirty feet ahead of me, before disappearing around a boulder.

Summoning the last of my strength, I picked up my pace. It took me a lot longer than it had taken her but she had come to a stop just around the rock. I came to a stop, too, awestruck by the sight.

Lover's Lake laid before us, a crystal clear pond about the size of our living room. The rock formed a natural ledge on one side with a thirty-foot wall on the other. Water poured over the ledge at the top, crashing into a rock outcropping halfway down, and finally hitting the surface more mist than stream. The noon sun basked the area with full splendor.

"A rainbow!" Kelly called out excitedly. She turned around to look at me and for the first time in months, she looked as happy as I remember. Smiling from ear to ear, eyes lit up with childlike glee.

"Wow."

"Come on, let's go in," she said.

Like a goat, she leaped down the rocks to the water's edge. She shrugged off the backpack, letting it thump down. Her shoes flew off, followed by her socks. I only looked away to make sure I didn't trip on the way down.

When I looked up again, she had already unhooked her bra. That, too, joined the pile of clothing on the ground. She had amazing tits, nice and perky B-cups, and her nipples were hard. Small, delicate buds that were so pink they were almost invisible against her skin.

It took a moment for my brain to catch up with my eyes.

"Did you pack a bikini?" I asked, looking around. There was nobody there. We were alone.

Kelly shot me a very wicked grin. "Nope." She hooked her thumbs into her shorts and pushed them, including her panties, down. That's when I saw that she had shaved down there. Not a single hair adorning her peach pussy.

I gulped and looked around again. Still nobody there. I strained my ears, trying to listen to someone approaching. There was only the waterfall.

"What are you waiting for?" Kelly demanded.

Without waiting, she turned toward the pool and dove in headfirst. The pool seemed to be about five feet deep toward the middle — a solid rock bowl. My wife's naked body was clearly visible under the surface, graceful like a dolphin.

I set down my backpack next to hers and began to strip down to my boxers. Kelly resurfaced with a whoop of excitement.

"The water's amazing, hurry up!" she shouted, beckoning me.

When your wife is calling for you with that much enthusiasm, you obey. I dropped my shirt carelessly and walked to the edge of the basin.

"You're not seriously gonna keep wearing those, are you?" Kelly asked, gesturing at my boxers.

They were simple, black, single-buttoned boxers that you can buy in six-packs. Certainly not a part of my wardrobe I gave much thought to, and definitely not something I would mind throwing away if it broke. But then again, that wasn't the issue, was it?

I looked around again but apart from fir trees, rocks, and the open sky, there was nothing. We were alone and nobody was going to see me naked. But the thought of skinny dipping in public was terrifying.

Yeah, I was skinny as a beanpole and as tanned as a glass of milk but I wasn't really ashamed of my body. I had no problem walking around in swimming trunks at the pool. It was just that the thought of someone seeing me completely nude was… uncomfortable.

There's no easy way to say it but I was painfully aware that I wasn't well endowed. Not that I had a micropenis or anything, God no, but at three-and-three-quarter inches, I was well below the national average. Kelly was, not counting my parents, only the second woman in my life to ever see me naked.

The first had been Sally, my high school girlfriend. She never said anything about my size when we were together but after we broke up she made a very public statement on her Facebook page, letting everyone know just how unsatisfactory she considered me.

"What are you waiting for?" Kelly asked, interrupting my gloomy thoughts.

"Nothing," I replied and dipped a toe in the pool.

The water was ice cold. Very carefully, I sat down at the rim and submerged my legs. Kelly swam closer and offered me her hand. I let out a sigh. It wasn't the way I wanted to go in but for her sake, I grabbed her hand. She pulled me forward and suddenly my entire world was just ice cold water.

What made it better was Kelly clinging to me. Her breasts pressed against me and she kissed me. Not a peck on the cheek but a real, full kiss. I wrapped my arms around her and tried to put all the love I possessed into the embrace.

Kelly, however, had other plans. She wiggled out of my grasp, dove down into the water, and pulled my boxer shorts down with her. While I was still stunned from the abrupt change, she yanked, pulling me off balance. My head went under.

I resurfaced, spluttering, and looked around wildly. Apart from a laughing Kelly, there was no one. She held a wrapped up black ball in one hand, cackling like an evil genius.

"Give it back!" I said.

"Come and get it!" she taunted and dove under the water.

The clear water left her no place to hide and I stomped after her. She reached the other end and there was no way for her to go. Or so I thought. She dove back under and pushed off the rock wall, darting past me.

Like a ninja, I struck and caught hold of her ankle. She kicked and came back up for air, blowing water into my face.

"Kelly please give it back," I appealed.

"See, this is what I keep talking about. I like being adventurous. I like skinny dipping."

"Well I'm not gonna force you to wear a bikini but those are my boxers, not yours."

"So you'd prefer it if I hid my sexy body from the world?"

"Yes, yes I would," I snapped.

"Why?" she scowled.

"I don't want anyone else to see you naked. It's private. We're married."

"Who's gonna see? We're on top of a mountain with no one around us for miles."

"Someone might come along."

Kelly got that look of determination on her face that meant she strongly disagreed and she was going to show me just how much. She took a deep breath.

"HEY EVERYBODY, I'M NAKED! COME AND LOOK AT ME! I HAVE TITS AND A PUSSY, JUST LIKE EVERYONE ELSE," Kelly shouted at the top of her lungs while jumping halfway out of the water with her arms outstretched.

"Stop it," I hissed.

Kelly glared at me, pulled her right arm back, and launched my boxers out of Lover's Lake. They smacked against a boulder, ten feet past our backpacks. "Feel free to get them."

I thought about it but I knew that if I got out of the water and waddled over there while using one hand to cover myself, it would be incredibly embarrassing. I took a calming breath and forced my anger down. I was already naked and in the water — that was unavoidable — but I didn't have to make things worse.

"Sorry," I muttered and even though I knew it was only because of the freezing water, my penis had never felt smaller.

"You need to learn to relax, Natey," she said in a soothing tone.

"I know, I know," I said and took another calming breath, trying to unclench my body.

"And you need to catch me. If you can," Kelly said, her grinning as if nothing had happened. She dove below again, heading toward the waterfall.

I wanted to chase her but I just couldn't. The cold water was like a soothing balm on my aching muscles. The thought of exercising them now seemed like sacrilege. I slowly drifted after her.







3. Interrupted

"Hello there!"

God. Fucking. Damn. It. I knew it. I just knew it. The greeting immediately tore me out of my contentedness, plunging me deep into terror.

A man stood up on the rocks where the path was, looking down at us. It wasn't just any man but a black guy with dark skin and a weirdly angular face. He had a backpack of his own, albeit smaller, khaki pants, white t-shirt, and a sweatshirt wrapped around his midriff.

The guy was well-built the way you see in construction workers. Strength without the overabundance of muscles. Stocky but powerful. He stood there all cocky, one hand on his hip, grinning like a wolf.

At once, I turned my back on him and shielded my wife from his sight. Everything I predicted had happened. A part of me filled with savage glee, knowing that Kelly would have to apologize to me, knowing that she had fucked up. A much larger part of me was terrified.

How the hell was I going to get out of this one? I was completely defenseless in the water, at the mercy of this brute. Who could I call for help? Our phones were turned off, stuffed inside the backpacks. Maybe he would be content with just robbing us but he'd leave our clothes. I couldn't even imagine having to walk down the mountain stark naked.

It was all Kelly's fault.

"Hi there yourself," Kelly called back, unperturbed.

"Sorry, I didn't mean to startle you," the stranger called down, pretending to be a sheep.

"Honey, let go of me. You're hurting me," Kelly whispered.

It was only then that I realized I had been clutching her forearm. I let go reluctantly. "I told you this was going to happen," I berated her.

"It's alright," Kelly called up the stranger. "We just thought we were alone."

"So did I but then I heard shouting. Something about being naked."

For fuck's sake. I couldn't believe our rotten luck. Our? No, it wasn't our bad luck. It was, once again, Kelly's carelessness that got us into this situation.

"Oh shit," Kelly blurted out, finally realizing her foolishness. "That was me. Sorry, I didn't really mean it."

"Well, turned out to be true," the man replied, still grinning like an enormous asshole. "But I see this lovely spot is already occupied."

"Nonsense, the mountain doesn't belong to us. It's too good of a day not to take a dip," Kelly yelled back.

"What the fuck are you doing?" I hissed quietly. It sounded like he had every intention of leaving us alone, which given the circumstances, was extremely fortuitous. And now my own wife invited him to join us. I wanted to scream in frustration.

"Don't be rude," she whispered back.

On his way down, the man looked at the crumpled up, wet pile of boxers and then looked back at us with curiosity. God, how embarrassing it was. Trapped naked. Humiliated. Exposed.

"How's the water?" he asked, setting down his pack not too far from ours.

"Ice cold," I replied tersely.

"Wonderful," the guy said, pulling his shirt over his head.

Abs. The asshole ad genuine abs. His black skin glistened with sweat. Tiny dark curls adorned his chest. He had a tribal tattoo around his right bicep.

"Name's Jamir, by the way," he said, unbuckling his belt.

"Kelly, and that's my husband Nate."

The next couple of seconds were burned forever into my brain. Jamir stepped out of his khakis and pushed down his briefs. I wanted desperately to look away but like a deer caught in headlights, I was frozen in fear.

The guy's cock was enormous even while flaccid. Bigger than mine. At least five or six inches of thick, dark meat hung between his legs, served on a platter of smooth testicles.

I told myself that it just looked bigger because he was shaved, that it was just a trick of perspective and if we stood side by side the difference wouldn't be that big, but I knew deep down that I was just lying to myself. Jamir was well hung by any standard. Uncircumcised and thick. A chill ran down my spine.

Then it disappeared again as Jamir dove head first into the water with barely a splash. Kelly elbowed me in the side.

"Stop staring at his junk," she reprimanded me.

"Why did the fuck did you invite him in?"

"Why do you always have to be such an asshole to everyone?"

Our discussion was interrupted by Jamir resurfacing under the waterfall. Fortunately, the mist and rippling of water obscured the rest of him. He ran his hands over his face and head.

"Wow," he whooped with joy.

"I know. This spot is amazing, isn't it?" Kelly said.

"Sure is. Glad I overheard you or I never would have found it."

Great. Rubbing it in. I bet the bastard knew how much he was tormenting me.

"We should leave," I said quietly.

Kelly just rolled her eyes at me.

"You come here often?" Kelly inquired.

Jamir swam back over to us. I stretched out my arm to protect Kelly but she batted it away. The closer he got, the more I backed away until my back made contact with the rim of the pool. I couldn't get out without leaving Kelly behind and I was not about to throw her to the wolves. She was my wife and it was my duty to protect her.

"Yeah, I mean not this waterfall specifically, just Mount Elmer. I try to come here at least once a month during Spring and Summer."

"It's our first time here. It's our anniversary and we wanted something special."

Why was she just talking to him as if everything was normal? Through the clear surface, I was able to make out his massive cock. That made me painfully aware that he was also able to see mine—if he bothered to look in my direction. He only had eyes for Kelly.

"Well, you picked the perfect spot. This is pretty much as close to paradise as it gets," he chuckled, looking around.

"I know. It's called Lover's Lake."

"I've been coming here for nearly a decade and I never knew it existed."

"Travel far to get here?" she asked.

"About three hours by car. I'm from Springfield."

Oh Jesus, what did I ever to do deserve this?

"No way," Kelly bubbled excitedly. "Us too! We own a little house on Ridgemont."

"That's all the way across the city from me. I live in the Bees."

The Bees was a cluster of tall apartment high-rises, officially called the "Beaumont Beauty Buildings" after Barbara Beaumont's "Beautiful Buildings for the Poor" initiative. It was "that" part of town and everyone knew it. Of course he lived there. Of course. I looked around, wondering if he was just a distraction while his partner in crime ransacked our belongings.

I couldn't see anyone.

"I have a friend who lives there, well, not exactly there, but just around the corner. She's a bartender in the Electro."

"I've been there a couple times. Nice place. I actually just opened my own business practically next door."

"Oh? What do you do?"

"I studied to be a masseur, graduated last year, and just scraped together enough money to rent a little space on the second floor. We're trying to attract as many customers as possible right now, I'd be more than happy to offer you a discount if you're interested."

I groaned. Not only was he interrupting our private time, now he was also advertising his stupid business. A masseur? Someone like him? It was a joke. A cosmically bad joke.

"Totally!" Kelly burst out. "What's it called."

"The Relaxation Room but we're not getting signage until next month. It's on the second floor of thirty-two-four-oh-two Beaumont Street."

"Oh shoot, I gotta write this down."

Without a modicum of decency, Kelly hopped through the water to the rim. She propped her hands on the rock and pushed out of the water as if she had forgotten she was completely naked. Kneeling down on the rock, she leaned forward and began to rummage around her backpack for the phone.

My heart stopped beating for a couple of moments. I felt lightheaded. Kelly's ass pointed right at us, droplets of water rolling over her perfectly squeezable cheeks. They were spread open, her delicate sphincter plainly visible and beneath that, her most private place.

It was obscene.

Kelly couldn't have given Jamir a more perfect view of her pussy if she tried. Her neat lips, normally hidden under a well-manicured bush, were covered in goosebumps. At the base, there was just a touch of pink visible.

If he had even an inch of decency, Jamir didn't show it. He was staring right at her pussy with a sense of appreciation, mixed with hunger.

"What was it again? Something Beaumont Street?" Kelly asked over her shoulder, blissfully unaware.

"Thirty-two-four-oh-two," Jamir repeated coolly.

"Got it," Kelly said, stuffing the phone back and zipping up the latch.

She turned around and slipped back into the water. I reached for her wrist and pulled her toward me. Though she gave me a questioning look, she didn't argue. I pulled her close, letting this bastard know that she was mine.







4. An Offer

"You have a really nice vagina," Jamir said matter-of-factually.

"What the—" I started but Kelly cut me off.

"Oh thank you," she replied nonchalantly.

What the fuck was happening? Had the whole world gone insane? Was the water too cold and I was in the middle of some hypothermic fever dream?

"—fuck," I finished, though it came out rather limply.

"You'll have to forgive my husband, he can be a bit shy. It was my idea to go skinny dipping."

"Not a problem at all."

"I'm not—"

"Honey, it's not a big deal. It happens in saunas all the time. You know what, sometimes it's really nice to hear that I have a beautiful vagina."

"I tell you that you're beautiful all the time!"

"Of course you would, you're my husband."

"But—" I cut off at a loss for words. It was bad enough she was just casually flashing strangers, now she was taking his side, too? If I hadn't been touching her, I would have thought it was all fake.

"How long you two been married?"

"Five years."

"Ahhh," Jamir said in a smug, all-knowing kind of way as if this explained everything.

"You married?"

"No, just haven't met the right one yet."

"If you're half as good with your hands as you are charming, I'm sure it will happen in no time," Kelly chuckled.

"Compared to my hands, I'm virtually a hunchback," Jamir gloated.

I wanted to punch him in the face. Nobody likes a braggart.

"Neither of us is used to hiking and every part of me is aching. God, a massage sounds like heaven right now."

"Angling for a free sample, are we?" Jamir asked, flashing us a white-toothed grin. "Ah well, why not?"

"No," I blurted out and both of them focused on me as if they just realized I was still there.

"Come on, Natey. A massage on our anniversary?"

"I can give you one later in our tent."

"And that sounds wonderful. One now, one later."

"No, not with him," I hissed.

Kelly rolled her eyes and twisted free of my grip. She swam the five feet over to him. It felt like being stabbed in the stomach with a dagger.

"The backpack really cuts into my shoulders," she said, turning her back to him.

She was really close to him, less than two feet away. It was way, way too close considering they were both naked.

"We can fix that," Jamir said, putting his hands on her shoulders.

The black digits touched her white skin and a shudder ran down my spine. Like claws.

"It's just a massage, honey," Kelly admonished me, shooting me one of those looks that told me I was being an idiot.

Every fiber in my body screamed at me, telling me I should act. I should go over there and punch him square in the face. Wrestle him and hold his head under water. The rage bubbled in me like a boiling kettle but something seemed to have sapped me of my strength.

Maybe it was the cold water, maybe it was hiking for six hours, or maybe a combination of both, but I couldn't seem to move my legs. I willed myself to move forward and rip her out of his grasp but it was as if someone chained me to the rock.

"Wow, you're really tense," Jamir said.

"…" No words came out of my mouth. I wanted to say: no shit, asswipe. She's being groped by a naked asshole, how comfortable do you think she is?

"Yeah, to be honest, I don't think this is a good idea," Kelly said and the biggest feeling of relief I have ever felt spread across my body. It lasted only a fleeting moment. "The water is far too cold for a massage, we should do it in the sun."

"Good call."

This time, Kelly hopped out of the pool with more grace. She braced herself on one arm, swung around, and flopped her butt down on the hard surface, keeping her legs closed. She shot me a particularly nasty look and I knew without a doubt what it said: So you don't think my vagina is beautiful, huh? Look at what you're making me do.

"Is the stone warm enough?" Jamir asked.

"Nah but we brought towels," Kelly replied, unzipping her pack again.

"Really? You're going hiking with towels?"

"A towel is about the most massively useful thing an interstellar hitchhiker can have," I recited.

Both of them turned to look at me as if I were an idiot. Why did I open my mouth? Why was any of this happening? At that moment, life just felt so utterly and abjectly frustrating.

Jamir pulled himself out of Lover's Lake, splashing water everywhere. It was a small blessing to see the cold water had impacted his manhood, too. It was still big but with his testicles pulled closed and his member flaccid as can be, it looked more normal.

It didn't seem to concern either of them in the least. Of course, it shouldn't. He was just giving her a massage. That was it.

Kelly laid out the big blue bath towel near the water's edge and laid on her stomach, turning her head to look at me. She flashed me a smile but it did nothing to encourage me.

"Wow, the sun's warm," Kelly said. "Come join Natey, I'm sure there's room for one more."

"Sure is," Jamir agreed.

"No thanks," I said, feeling disgusted. It was torture enough that he was groping my wife, I was not going to let someone like him put a finger on my body.

"Suit yourself," Kelly said, shrugging. She used her arm to prop up her head.

Jamir knelt down beside her ribcage and leaned over her. He was easily twice her weight and only God knew how many times her strength, towering over hear like a wolf over a doe.

"Ooh, that's so much better," Kelly said as he placed his hands on her shoulders once more.

It looked exactly like the kind of massages I've given her in the past. He worked his way from her shoulders down her lower back, kneading and squeezing exactly the same way I would have. Yet Kelly made it sound like it was so much better, purring and letting out the occasional sigh. At least she wasn't in a position to see the guy's cock, which had recovered from the cold. Something that I wish I could have been spared. Every time he moved, that reminder of just how small mine was dangled left and right.

"Oh wow, that's nice," she murmured when he was kneading her lower back a little bit too hard than he should have.

"I don't know if I've ever met anyone with so many knots. What have you been up to?"

"It's just been a really stressful couple of months, you know? But we're trying to work things out again so that's good. That's why we're here."

"That's none of his business," I interjected but neither of them paid me any attention.

"That's good. Marriage can be very tough but as long as you're still talking, it's a good sign."

"I thought you're not a married man yourself."

"I'm not but I have friends. Some people say a good massage is as good as a therapist."

"Better than any therapist I ever had," Kelly chuckled.

"You're too kind."

"No, seriously. Your fingers are like magic. It's like you can touch my soul through my skin."

"Not as good as mine," I said more to myself than them.

"Honey, you're good at a lot of things but massages aren't one of them," Kelly rebutted harshly.

"What?"

"I can't describe, you have to feel. His fingers are like… a delicate dancer on my body. Like a kiss from a butterfly."

I couldn't believe the words coming out of her mouth. Massages were my specialty!

This brute was supposed to have more nimble and skillful fingers than a fucking programmer? I could type over hundred-eighty words a minute, no one could deny that my fingers are exceptionally skilled.

I forced myself to unclench my fists. It was just a massage, I told myself over and over.

Just a stupid massage.

"I have friends that have been married for ten years now," Jamir said.

"What's their secret?"

"They say it's the sex," Jamir replied. I gulped. "They've had some terrible fights before with plates crashing and the neighbors knocking but when it's all said and done, even if they're still mad at each other, they work out their differences in the bedroom."

"That works?"

"Well, if you'll allow me to be frank, sex isn't just sex. There's different types. To Anne and Nelson, that's the couple, it's not just an obligation. They're really into each other. They go all out, powerfucking each other until they're both so tired they can't argue anymore. No matter what happens, they're attracted to each other on a physical level, you know? It's more than just a quick pop, it's deeply intimate. It's the only way you can really be part of someone else's body. Sounds cheesy, I know, but it's true. You're all the way in there and you share the essence of life, there's nothing like it."

As he spoke, his cock twitched and grew. At first, it only grew thicker, which hardly seemed possible, and then longer, which I knew was impossible. Six, seven inches, hanging off of his body like a dark banana. The skin glistened, still wet from Lover's Lake. A vein throbbed at the side of his shaft.

The port wine stained head poked out underneath the foreskin.

I felt dizzy. It was getting hard to breathe. His penis hovered inches over my wife's naked body and she had no idea. It was vile. Disgusting.

"That sounds exactly like what I need," Kelly sighed.

"What's stopping you?"

"Our sex isn't anything like that. Nate is more of a… timid lover if you will."

"Kelly, what the hell!" I blurted out.

Jamir moved his hands lower, skipping her butt, to grip her upper thigh. Kelly squirmed a little but did not protest. His fingers squeezed her supple flesh.

"That's unfortunate. Have you talked to him about your needs?"

"It's not really a question of effort. It's a size thing."

That one was like a dagger to the heart. The same spot that Sally had plunged hers and twisted the hilt. The wound had never healed and now it was torn open again. Jamir glanced at me, smirking. I quickly cupped my penis with my hand, shielding it from his gaze.

"You have toys though, don't you?"

"Well, yeah. I have to."

"Then please close your eyes for a moment. Just humor me. Alright, now I want you to imagine your biggest toy. What color is it?"

"Black," Kelly giggled.

"Good. It's in your hand right now, buzzing."

"Mmm, I can feel it."

Jamir kneaded her thighs, one after the other. He worked from the top down and every time he reached the knee, he rapidly slid his hands back up so fast I was sure he was going to go for her pussy every time but he stopped just inches from it.

Kelly squirmed each time he did it. "That's good, mmm."

"Now imagine it sliding inside of you," Jamir said as his own cock grew even more. It didn't seem possible but it did. Instead of drooping outward, it jutted out rigid as a spear, pointing toward the sky. My eyes blurred with my own tears whenever I looked at the sheer size of it.

Kelly shifted her arms and slipped her right hand underneath her body, toward her legs. She raised her butt slightly and her wrist flickered up and down.

She fingered herself in front of a complete stranger.

It had to stop.

It. Had. To. Stop.







5. Mountain Remedy

"STOP" I bellowed at the top of my lungs, stalking toward the water's edge.

That did it. Both of them turned to look at me. Kelly pulled her hand out from under her body. Jamir's cock glared at me silently.

"Do you want me to stop, Kelly?" Jamir asked calmly.

Kelly looked at me for a long time. There was pity in her eyes. Anger, too. Sadness? She turned her head the other side to look at Jamir and started when she saw his erection.

That had to be it. That had to be a wakeup call. This monster was making moves on her, clearly turned on, and she couldn't deny it any longer.

"Don't stop," Kelly said.

I froze two feet away from the rock where she laid. Her words ricocheted around my skull like bullets, scrambling my brain. She… wanted him to continue?

Jamir placed one hand under her thigh and the other under her torso and just lifted her as if she weighed nothing. She let out a whoop of excitement. He set her down again,kneeling in front of him but facing away. He pulled her close, close enough that his cock had to wedged against her lower back.

"Let's give you what you really need," he said.

Reaching around her torso, he cupped one of her breasts, kneading it roughly. He pinched her rosy nipple between thumb and forefinger. Kelly's body shuddered.

"Yes, please," she sighed.

With his other hand, he effortlessly grabbed her thigh and opened her legs. The wetness between her lips was not explainable as residue from the water. It was all hers.

Jamir traced the outside of her labia with his fingers. Kelly groaned and her eyes rolled into the back of her head. She leaned into him, hooked her arm around his neck. He nuzzled her neck.

I couldn't believe it was happening. Her skin shone like porcelain compared to his. He switched his hands, kneading her other breast and once again only tracing circles around her labia.

"Please put it in, oh God, please put it in."

Kelly squirmed, trying to shove her pussy onto his finger without success. There was a second waterfall of juices dripping out of her. It seemed to go on forever. Minutes. Hours. Years. She bit her lip and sweat beaded on her forehead.

"I could do this for hours," Jamir said in a near whisper, just barely loud enough for me to hear.

"No, please. Stop."

That was the opportunity I needed. "She said stop, you asshole!" I shouted at him.

"Oh? Do you want me to stop?" Jamir asked Kelly.

"No! No, please."

"What do you want?"

"Fuck me."

"What's that?"

"Fuck me, please," she groaned.

"Can't hear you," he chuckled.

"FUCK! ME!" Kelly roared. "OH GOD, PLEASE FUCK ME. I NEED YOUR BLACK COCK IN MY ME OR I'M GOING TO DIE."

"No!" I begged.

Jamir reached behind him and unhooked her arm from his neck. She slumped forward but he caught her and gently deposited her back on the towel, face down.

He climbed between her legs.

His thighs forced hers outward, opening her up.

He grabbed her legs, hoisting her up several inches, bringing her ass closer to his cock.

He pushed down on his tip with three fingers, angling it toward her entrance.

Slowly, excruciatingly slowly, he pushed inside of her.

"Holy Jesus mother fucking Mary and Joseph, oh… my… God…" Kelly gasped. Her eyes were shut tightly and her mouth was open.

I died and I was in hell. This was the eternal torment.

Jamir grabbed her buttcheeks and used them as leverage, pulling his cock out of her again most of the way, before sliding back in.

I felt nauseous. My stomach cramped and I actually heaved but nothing came out. The lower half of my body was completely numb.

"Ohhhhrffff", Kelly grunted as he bottomed out.

He went faster and deeper. His thighs slapped against hers. Her entire body shifted forward several inches with every thrust.

"Ooof, oof, ohhh, oooof, ohhhh," Kelly rasped. Sounds I had never heard come out of her mouth before. Animalistic growls.

Her hands were firmly planted on the ground and she actually pushed herself backward onto his cock for three… four… five thrusts. Then she collapsed and her entire body shuddered and convulsed.

"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," she moaned, writhing in her personal ecstasy.

Instead of slowing down, Jamir only went harder. He grabbed her still-damp hair in a fist and pulled back, slamming into her doggy style.

"Yess, oh yes," she yelled.

"Damn girl, you can take it like a pro," Jamir roared.

"I want! Take it! Take it all!"

Jamir slapped her ass. The sound echoed off the walls, mocking me a hundred times over. He dug his thumb between her cheeks. Kelly squirmed, trying to get away but she was still impaled on his cock with his other hand yanking her hair.

Kelly's back arched and her legs trembled. Instead of supporting her, Jamir gently let her down. He stopped thrusting and instead pressed deep down on her. Into her. She nearly disappeared underneath his stocky frame as if he had eaten her whole.

Jamir braced himself and ground his hips before letting out a guttural grunt that could only mean one thing. He was pumping her full of his cum.

They held on like that for quite a while. Twenty-five of my heartbeats.

When he sat up, Jamir's cock slid out of her, the entire length of the shaft covered in a creamy white substance.

Kelly laid there, happily gurgling. Her chest fell and rose with deep, steady breathing. Her eyes were closed and she was smiling.

Jamir sat back on his haunches, looking down at his handiwork. He clapped her on the thigh.

"Feeling better?"

"Oh God, yes," she murmured. "I feel so… alive. Amazing. Wonderful. I had no idea sex could feel this good."







6. Mountain View

I couldn't remember how I managed to drag myself out of Lover's Lake but somehow, I must have. I sat next to the backpacks, wearing my dried boxers, looking with misery at my wife.

The two of them were still at it, frolicking in the water. Jamir cradled Kelly in his arms underneath the waterfall. Mist rained down on the two of them, embraced in a long, deep kiss. She moved up and down rhythmically, dancing to a silent beat.

It could only mean one thing. They were having sex again.

Somehow, the kissing felt worse than the sex. It was a betrayal of more than just physical need, it was a betrayal of emotion. His hand cupped the back of her head as his other slid up and down her back. Both of her arms were wrapped around him, clinging to him.

Next to me, the towel they fucked on bore the traces of their dirty deed. A massive wet spot in the center, adorned with globs of white cum. Splashes of her juices all around it. Remnants of drool where her head had lain.

I reached out and scooped up some of the cum with my index finger. I held it up in front of my face and just stared at it. Somehow, that tiny bit of liquid could produce children. With a cock his size, he might as well have blown his load right onto her cervix. A shudder ran down my spine at the thought.

I didn't know why I did it but I scooped up more of it and stuck my hand down my boxers, smearing his seed on my penis. I was already hard and it started to tingle. That was how a real man's seed felt, I knew. Its power seemed to resonate within me.

The worst part was just how good the two of them looked together. Like a scene out of a porno. I used three fingers to stimulate my glans, coating it with his cum. They had stopped kissing but their foreheads were touching and she was moving up and down on his body.

After six pumps, I came, blowing my load all over my fingers. The high didn't last long and it felt cheap.

Seconds later, I was disgusted with myself. Disgusted with her. With Jamir. With the whole world.

What I should have done was take her stupid backpack, throw it into the stupid Lover's Lake, dump her on the spot, and get the hell away.

That's what I should have done.

Except I didn't do that. I looked at her, watching her in the throes of ecstasy with another man, and my heart ached with longing.

They made passionate love for five more minutes until they both had their temporary fill. Kelly dismounted him and half swam, half bounced toward me.

"I just can't believe how his cock is," she gushed.

"I can," I muttered.

"I know, I know, I guess I can, too. I mean after what I just did," she laughed. "I still can't believe it, though, you know?"

"Sure."

Kelly practically leaped out of the water. She attacked her backpack, pulling out the sandwiches we prepared for lunch. She unwrapped one and tore out a huge chunk, chewing and breathing hard at the same time.

She plopped cross-legged in front of me as if she wanted me to see everything. Her stellar body, her magnificent breasts, her perfect legs, and her juicy pussy. Globs of semen oozed out between her labia, pooling on the towel.

"Got any more?" Jamir asked, pulling himself onto the towel next to her.

"Yeah," she said absentmindedly, handing him a sandwich clearly marked "Natey."

He already took everything from me, why not a little more?

Sitting with one foot propped up on the rock, he casually lounged while his flaccid cock lazily draped over his thigh.

"You got. One hell. Of a wife," he said between chewing.

I couldn't muster up the energy for a response.

"Seriously man, don't let her go," he continued, giving me a nod of approval.

I wanted to throw up.

Finished with her sandwich, Kelly set upon the next thing she could put into her mouth. She dove for Jamir's cock, wrapping her lips around his glans like a wild beast.

"Jesus, I don't think I can get hard again, yet," Jamir groaned.

That didn't deter her in the least. Soft or not, she eagerly played with her new favorite toy, kissing his glans and licking her way up and down his shaft. She suckled on his balls and tried to take in as much of his cock as she could, which was about two-thirds.

Jamir licked his middle finger, coating it in saliva, and reached for her ass. He traced five tiny circles around her sphincter before slipping it inside. Kelly let out a high-pitched gasp but under her nimble tutelage, Jamir's cock started to grow again and she wasn't about to let up her prize.

Using his finger like a hook, Jamir pulled up and Kelly obediently raised her ass, getting on her knees. He turned her until her backside pointed right at me. Mocking me.

The puffy labia were slathered with cum. A thick trail of semen ran down her inner thighs. My chest ached at the sight of her beautiful vagina defiled like that. His dark finger slipped in and out of her asshole and it looked like Kelly was trying to squeeze it out. Soon enough, she squirted a glob of semen out of her pussy.

Meanwhile, Kelly was slobbering all over his cock. It didn't even sound like a blowjob, more like a dog drinking from a bowl. Her head was bobbing up and down rapidly. I leaned to the side so I could see that thick shaft slide into her mouth.

It barely fit. Kelly's jaw appeared to be stretched to its limits as she pushed her head down, taking in half of his manhood. Saliva flowed freely like a waterfall. His balls were more of a puddle than anything else.

Finished with his meal, Jamir grabbed her damp hair and rather forcefully took over as the guiding force. Kelly groaned and when he pulled her head up, she started to splutter. Back down, up, down, up, down, fingering her ass the entire time.

Kelly started to tremble and her vagina winked at me, over and over. The contractions squeezed more of his cum out of her and I started to wonder just how much he had actually pumped in there. It seemed like gallons. After she stopped gripping his finger with her sphincter, he pulled it out.

"Aaaaaaaaaaaagghhhhhhh," Kelly rasped for air, finally coming off of his cock.

"On your back," Jamir demanded.

At once, Kelly turned around, lying on her back in front of him. She craned her neck up, lapping away at the underside of his balls and taint. Jamir stroked his massive erection.

He scooted backward a foot and pointed his cock down. Kelly reached for her own breasts, squeezing them hard enough to leave a red imprint before assaulting her nipples.

The first rope of cum reached from her left eye all the way down to her chin. The next one landed on her chest. Jamir's cock throbbed with raw power. Another splash on her cheek. The back of her hand. One flew all the way down her body, just an inch above her clit.

The eruption stopped but he wasn't quite done yet as more semen oozed out of his tip, dribbling all over her face.

Jamir let out a very long, deep breath of utter satisfaction and let go of his penis, leaning back.

My favorite picture of the two of us was taken on the second day of our honeymoon. We were sitting on the beach and a random passerby had taken a picture of us because she thought we were just too adorable. It was an amazing picture. Our eyes were closed and we leaned into each other. The Hawaiian sun bore down on our faces and both of us were smiling like everything was perfect.

Kelly had that same smile on her face. I doubted that I could ever look at that picture again without seeing it covered in Jamir's cum.

I was numb. My head was empty of any sort of feeling. I couldn't let myself feel anything or I surely would have exploded.

"That was amazing," Kelly said. She started to scoop his semen off of her eyes, depositing the gunk straight into her mouth.

"Totally," Jamir agreed.

"I think I need another dip in Lover's Lake after this," Kelly giggled. "Care to join?"

"I can't," Jamir sighed. "I'm sorry, Kelly, but I don't think my dick can take anything more today."

"Thank God," Kelly laughed. "I'm a hair away from tearing every muscle in my body."

"And it's getting late, too. I still have to hike back down the mountain."

"We have a tent if you want to stay the night," Kelly offered without even looking at me.

"I'd love to but I have to work in the morning."

"We should go home, too," I said feebly and I wasn't sure if any words had actually come out of my mouth until Kelly responded.

"If you want."

"I do."

"Where are you guys parked? I'm at Carrey's Cabin."

"Ah, shoot. We're at the North entrance."

"Bummer."

"Are you sure you don't want to stay?"

"I'm sure. But we both live in Springfield, I'm sure our paths will cross again."

"Definitely," Kelly giggled.

Jamir rose to his feet and walked over to his pile of clothes. Kelly watched him with eagle eyes and I watched her. She bit her lower lip, watching his mahogany perfection disappear beneath cotton inch by inch. I could tell she was exhausted.

Still, when Jamir strapped his backpack on, she gathered enough strength to sit up on her knees. "A kiss for the road?" she asked.

Jamir obliged her, kneeling down and frenching her for a good minute. I closed my eyes, trying to ignore the increasing feeling of nausea.







7. Return Trip

When I opened my eyes again, Jamir was gone.

Kelly crawled over to the water's edge and let herself fall in like a sack of potatoes. A few seconds later, she reemerged under the waterfall, looking rejuvenated. She washed her face and scraped her body. I felt unclean, too, but I doubted that any amount of water could make me feel clean again.

Done with that, Kelly clamored out of the basin again. She used the few spots of the towel that weren't damp with cum or saliva to dab herself dry. Then she grabbed her bra and panties, putting them on before sitting down next to me.

As if her putting on clothes made any difference now.

"You're not mad, are you?" she asked timidly.

Mad? Me? A surge of anger boiled up in me hotter than all the fires of hell but it was gone as quick as it appeared. I just didn't have the strength for that. My life was a joke. A sad, pathetic joke.

Of course I was mad. Hurt. Betrayed. Angry. Terrified. Bleeding. Crushed.

She was my wife and she just broke every vow there was save for "til death do us part." And she had the gall to ask me if I was mad.

"I'm sorry," she said after I didn't respond. She folded her hands on my shoulder and planted a peck on my cheek. "I'm sorry, Natey. I don't know what got into me. I didn't mean for any of it to happen it was like I couldn't control myself."

I turned to look at her and only saw a blurry form. Tears rolled down my cheeks.

"It didn't mean anything, it was just physical release. Honestly," she pleaded. "But I only love you."

The words echoed around my head. She loved me? The words were like a bright ray at the end of the tunnel. I've known her long enough to be able to tell when she was lying and when not and she wasn't lying when she had said it.

I gulped. Blinked away my tears.

"Y-you love me?" I asked, voice cracking.

"Of course I do," she said emphatically.

For just a brief second, the mental image of her impaled on Jamir's hard cock was gone and the Kelly I loved was in front of me once more. Honest, pure, and good hearted. My heart ached.

Could it really be that simple? She had just done a host of unspeakable things to a black man but… it hadn't meant anything. A slip-up. Everyone made mistakes, right? If I ever did something awful, I'd hope that she could forgive me.

Shouldn't I do the same for her?

And I had the opportunity to have her back in my life, complete and whole. Nothing would have changed between us except a distant memory that we both did our best to forget. No wonder she had wanted to clean herself afterward. She probably felt the same way — disgusted by what she had done.

But… she had done it. She had been very eager, too. Right up until the end, no matter how thuggish he acted. And yet…

"I need some time to think," I muttered.

"Of course. Take all the time you need," Kelly said.

She rose to her feet and gathered her clothes, humming as she dressed. Not just humming, she was also dancing, the way she used to do all the time. I missed that part of her fiercely.

When she was dressed, she helped dress me, too. It was a very caring gesture and I don't know if I could have accomplished it on my own. She still cared about me, that much was clear.

Not Jamir, though. After he had given everything he had to offer, she had sent him packing. Just like that, no fuss no muss. But she stuck around to help me because we were husband and wife.

It was that thought that lent me enough strength to carry my pack and make it back down the mountain. She could have just as easily gone with him but she didn't. She stayed with me. That had to mean something.

It was the middle of the afternoon when we left Lover's Lake, retracing our ascension step by step, but by the time we reached the parking lot, night had fallen.

We stashed our packs in the trunk but before getting into the car, I grabbed her wrist and pulled her into a hug.

"Did you mean what you said?" I asked, smelling her wonderful hair.

"Yes, Natey. I love you and only you."

Tears welled up in my eyes again. I knew it was stupid, that I was stupid, but I still loved her, too. I kissed the top of her head.

For a moment, we held each other, both of us quietly shedding a few tears for what we almost lost.







Epilogue

It's been over a week since the incident with the black man and life has been incredible. I didn't know why I was ever worried. Quite the opposite. Our anniversary trip up the mountain might have been the best thing to ever happen to our marriage.

Kelly was reinvigorated completely, the way she used to be after we got engaged. Full of life and energy, smiling and laughing all the time. She stopped by my workplace at lunch with a plate of baked goods for the office a couple times. We've gone on two date nights to romantic restaurants.

Honestly, my life has improved in every single way. Even our sex felt more fantastic than before. We switched it up a bit, incorporating some of her toys into the act. Not the big black one, though. That one stayed in the drawer where it belonged. An unwieldy, too-big appendage that wasn't as satisfying as marital sex.

It was Saturday morning and we slept in. Well, she slept in while I got up early and made breakfast for us. I served it to her on a wooden tray and we ate pancakes and strawberries, naked.

She seemed gloomier than usual, though, barely saying a word. She kept looking at me but when I looked back at her, she averted her gaze. Something was troubling her and it was my husbandly duty to find out what.

"What's wrong?" I asked.

"Oh, nothing," she muttered absentmindedly.

"Come on, you can tell me anything."

"Really, it's nothing," she said again. "But I think I want to spend the day alone today."

"But it's the weekend! I barely got to see you the last three days."

"I know, Natey but I want to go to the movies."

"I've been wanting to go to the movies for a while. Let's go together, I promise I won't say a single word."

"I made plans to go with, uh, Cathy."

"Alone… and with Cathy?" I probed.

"Yeah, you know what I mean. Alone as in not with you."

"What movie?"

"I don't remember. Something with that guy, uh, what's his name? You know who."

I picked up my phone and loaded the Springfield Cineplex app. "There's a showing for that romcom you wanted to see a while ago at six and at eight."

"No," she said and looked at the bedside alarm clock. "It's something at one. I better start to get ready."

Kelly swung a leg out of bed, stretched her arms, and yawned.

"The Cineplex doesn't open until four," I said, looking at the schedule in front of me.

"Oh, we're watching it at Cathy's. She has a big tv."

"Why didn't you say that earlier?" I replied gruffly and tossed the phone away.

Something was up with her. Was she planning a surprise party for me? My birthday was still months away and I couldn't think of any other occasion.

"Might be a couple of movies. No idea how long that's gonna take."

"Okay," I said and sighed.

I supposed a single day by myself wouldn't be the worst thing in the world. Was I really turning into that kind of husband? Jealous whenever his wife did anything out of the ordinary, stalking her? We knew a guy like that in our circle of friends and everyone had been happy when Cathy finally divorced him.

"Hang on," I said as if a bolt of lightning struck me. "Isn't Cathy in Europe right now? She took a hiatus and went traveling after her divorce."

Kelly didn't say anything or look at me. She got up and stalked toward the door. Opened it.

"Fine," she barked, turning around. "I'm not going to the movies. I'm going to the Relaxation Room and," she paused and gulped, "get a massage."

She pulled the door closed behind her more forcefully than necessary, resulting in a loud crack. I braced myself on the bed, stunned.

It took me several deep breaths to fend off the crushing sense of anxiety. Next room in the master's bathroom, I heard the shower turn on.

She was going to fuck Jamir again.

After everything she had said, the hundreds of times she had apologized, it hadn't meant anything. She was going to fuck him. Let him put his paws on her and defile her pussy with his seed.

The onslaught passed after a minute and my head cleared up again. My throat didn't feel constricted. My chest didn't hurt.

Had I really thought that I could satisfy all of her sexual needs by myself? Of course not. Not after her sexual potential had been realized by black cock. It was ludicrous to imagine that she could ever be content with what I had again.

Kelly deserved to be happy and if fucking him made her happy, who was I to deny her that? And how bad was it, really? What are a few hours a week compared to all the joy and happiness in between?

If my wife fucking black cock was the price I had to pay to keep our marriage as healthy and strong as it ever was, I would gladly let her fuck the whole city.











The End
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