
        
            
                
            
        

    















I’m lying down in the back of my red SUV with bags, camping equipment, and blankets over me, except for my face. I’m propped on my elbows peeking over the edge of the back window. The mid-day sun is pouring down over the lake and river and excellent climbing rocks up the trail an hour, where everybody else is — everybody else except my wife Celeste, my friend Cole, and me.
She’s in her one-piece blue bathing suit under her super-short denim shorts and white loose crochet cover-up sitting on top of the picnic table with her feet in glittering bejewelled flat leather sandals on the bench. Cole is sitting beside her laughing, talking, and drinking beers from long-neck bottles in the extremely private, shadowed campsite buried deep in the woods along the river passing below.
She thinks I’m up climbing rocks for at least the next two hours. The backseat window is open and I can hear the hissing river, the cicadas and birds, and my wife’s shrieks and laughs.
“I think you’re a decent guy who doesn’t make moves on other guys’ wives!” Celeste says to him, curling away from him and scrunching down to grin up at him through the messy strands of her hair flying across her bright face. She’d been swimming and hadn’t brushed her hair out yet. She bit the tip of her tongue and chirped teasingly at him, laughing shyly.
“I’m not making moves,” Cole mocks an innocent expression, but shows her his own grin. “It’s all just words isn’t it.”
She glints at him and purses her lips. “You’re making moves with words and that’s because you’re one of those guys who thinks he knows what’s he doing with girls.”
He smiles — he can’t resist the compliment. “And you strike me as one of those girls who always knows what she’s doing too,” he says, and he lands his hand on her thigh in an attention-drawing and obvious way.
She looks down at his hand on her leg and slowly raises her face up to his. “You better remove that or else,” she squints at him and pulls her mouth tight. But it’s a playful mad.
“Or else what?” he grins before pushing it further up toward the frays of her cutoff shorts.
She still doesn’t physically remove him from her. “You don’t want to find out, mister,” she says, glancing behind herself to place her bottle down on the table.
They stare at each other for three beats before he suddenly grabs her sides with both hands and vigorously tickles her.
Celeste shrieks and contorts, driving her elbows down and curling over to drop her head between her knees. He releases her and laughs and tilts his head back to drink his bottle. She spies him out the corner of her eyes and suddenly clutches him at his sides and tickles him into a laughing, torquing mass that causes him to drop off the table and onto the bench to get away from her spider=, clutching fingers.
He reaches up and tickles her inner thigh causing her to yank her legs up and away with yelping shrieks. He stops tickling and she relaxes, letting her feet drop down slowly to the bench again, only now to either side of him where he sits below her.
“You better not,” she says down to him through her messy hair. He deifies her and begins kissing the inside of her thighs. She reaches down with both hands to clutch his head and she drives her fingers through his hair. She tries to hold him still but he pushes further up her thighs with his face until his mouth kisses the seam of the crotch of her denim shorts. She isn’t pushing back against him hard enough.
“Just what do you think you’re doing?” she exhales more than speaks. She presses his head but she doesn’t use all her strength. “Did I mention I’m married?” she shakes her head down at him with indignation, watching intently at what he is doing to her body.
But he doesn’t listen. It’s not because he can’t hear. He looks up from between her knees that she’s pulled to her chest and holds her eyes with his even as he pops the buckle of her shorts and, slowly, defiantly, pulls down the zipper.
She drives her fingers through her own hair and pulls it down over her head but holds her hand on top. Her other hand drifts down his head and her fingers wrap around the back of his neck. When he tugs at the loosened waist of her shorts, she lifts her hips off the table to help him pull them down and off.
“We shouldn’t do this, and you know that,” she says.
He ignores her, but not without an evil sideways grin he flashes up to her.
“You are so bad, mister!” she scolds him, but she also inhales rapidly through her clenched teeth looking down between her legs. He licks again across the very narrow strip of tight bathing suit fabric that suffices between her abdomen and her butt. “Out of bounds,” she whispers. But he only uses his fingers to stretch aside the thin blue strip. She grips her hands around the edge of the picnic table and lowers her feet to the bench, down onto her straining and curled toes. “You’re going to be in so much trouble,” she winces through a grimace. When he presses his lips to hers, she shoots her head back and clenches her eyes. “This is not allowed,” she cries to the boughs reaching over and enclosing the campsite from above. When he drags his tongue through the crease of her puffy lips and pulls them aside to seize her hard glistening button between his lips, she emits a guttural groan and inhales sharply, shooting her face down again and brushing her hair out of her view, tucking it behind her ear.
She is breathing hard and fast when he stops and looks up. “Just promise you won’t tell,” she squeezes out in a tiny voice.
“I promise,” he says, and when he barely touches her stomach with the palm of his hand, she lies back first on her elbows, and then flat on her back with her arms stretched out to her sides catching the dappling rays of leafy sunshine all over her body and face, her mouth falling open and her eyes fluttering closed.
“Oh fuck,” she exhales, and her back arches, jutting her chest high up off the table. He’s put his mouth on her pussy again.
—————
“Craziest bet you ever made,” Cole said. We were sitting around the fire the previous night, me, Celeste, Cole, and a few other people. We’d come up with a few groups and took over the whole side of the campground. A few of us came for the rock climbing, but the lake was perfect for swimming too. The fire snapped and crackled and Celeste rubbed my shoulder to silently ask me if she could get me another beer in the back of the car. She smiled and leaned down to kiss my head, and then teasingly drag her tongue across the back of my neck, before giggling to herself and skipping like a sprite to the car.
The other people turned in and wondered back to their own sites.
“Once bet a hundred on who would cross the street first at a light. Five of us, up in the office.”
“Sweet,” Cole nodded. “500 to the winner?”
“Yep,” I drank a gulp, “which wasn’t me.”
He laughed and spun around to see where Celeste was. She took some plates and cutlery to the washhouse. He turned back and looked over at me with a devious grin. “I bet a guy once I could fuck his wife.”
“Get out of here,” I shook my head.
“Seriously. For a thousand bucks.”
“Sure, man,” I nodded. “And did you win?”
“What do you think?”
“I think you’re bullshitting.”
“I wouldn’t bullshit in a conversation like this. It truly happened.”
I drank my beer and stared at the fire. “Well,” I said, staring down, “you’d lose this one.”
Celeste came back and bumped a cold bottle against my temple until I took it from her. I grabbed her waist and she shrieked playfully as I spun her around and pulled her down to sit sideways in my lap in the camp chair. She swung her legs playfully.
“It’d be worth it just for the try,” he said looking at my wife.
She kicked her bare legs out to bump his chair and she tilted her own fresh bottle back in her mouth. “Try what?” she said full of innocence and light after swallowing a full gulp.
“He want’s to bet that he can,” I grinned at him.
We kept our eyes on each other’s, Cole and I, even when Celeste said, “Bet he can what?”
“Do it,” Cole said.
“Come on you guys!” she grinned and cried out. “Tell me!” she smiled and she slapped my leg.
“A thousand says you can’t,” I ignored her. She spun around and inhaled sharply with an exaggeratedly shocked face.
“It’s on,” Cole said, and he reached out and clinked his bottle against mine.
“Fine,” my wife said and she crossed her arms over her chest and made a show of pouting. “Stupid betting. You’re just going to lose,” she said, and she kicked her heel back and caught my shin. “I guarantee you’ll lose,” she twisted around in my lap and wrapped her arms around my neck. She kissed my ear and licked my neck and whispered, “Because you always lose, silly,” she said.
I poured my beer back in my throat looking sideways over at Cole who also tilted his beer back looking out his eyes sideways at Celeste squirming in my lap where I ran my hand up her back and into her hair.
—————
I pull my phone out and text Celeste. “Going strong out here,” I write. “Going to be at least an hour more — we doing another climb.”
Cole lifts his head from between Celeste’s legs and she sits up to grab her phone and read the incoming message. “It’s him, I told you you’re going to be in trouble.” She holds it close to her face leaning on her elbows with her legs still draped around his shoulders and starts thumbing a reply.
“What’s he say?” Cole asks.
She pulls up her feet and rolls on top of the table onto her side in a little ball. “He’s going to be at least another hour.”
She writes me back: “Take your time, nothing going on here. Love you.”
“There’s a nice ledge of moss and grass half way down to the river behind this camp site,” he says to her.
“Fine here,” she says looking off into the distance.
“It’ll be nice with that blanket spread out on it. Sunny too.”
“Not interested,” she says.
“Very, very private,” he says, gathering the blanket up in his arms.
“I’m sure you’ll have a very good time down there by yourself,” she says, but she starts to grin.
“Okay, well,” he says. “I have candy, do you want to come see?”
She snorts and turns her grinning face away from him. “You’re such a creep,” she says with a snicker.
“Anyway,” he says. “I’ll tell you what the bet was if you come with me down there.”
She sits up and covers her face with her hair and with her knees pulled up to her chest and her arms wrapped around them. “What was it?”
“You going to come with me?”
She pushes up from the table with a reluctant groan and steps toward him to take his hand in hers where he helps her over a fallen log and onto the narrow path down.
I slip out of the car and creep through the trees to the edge of a little cliff looking down on the ledge where Cole has spread the blanket on which they both sit staring at the river in the sunshine.
“So?” She says.
He turns to her and says, “I bet your husband that I could fuck you.”
She laughs and slaps him and shakes her head. I just about lose it staring down from above. How could he do that?
But it sounds so ridiculous to Celeste, she seems not to believe it a second. She pulls her cover up over her head and lies back, spreading her body out in the sun on the blanket. “And just how did you plan on going about that?” she smiles with her eyes closed against the sun.
“First I’d eat you out, because who doesn’t love fantasizing about that in the daytime under the hot sun with a stranger.”
“Not going to argue with you there,” she says with a deep grin.
“Then watch you suck me off,” he says.
She rolls onto her side and props her head on her elbow. “And why exactly would I do that?” she says with a glint in her squinting eyes.
“Because I would have made you cum so deeply eating you out.” He rolls onto his back flat out.
She considers him a few beats before responding. “You’re pretty confident in yourself, aren’t you.”
Without opening his eyes, he says up to the sky, “You want me to finish what I started earlier, I know that.”
“And how do you know that exactly?” she says.
“Because you’re going to take your bathing suit off and lie on your back under the sun and ask me to.”
She laughs and rolls onto her stomach, but with her face sideways toward him through her hair. “You’re so sure, are you? And what if I don’t?” She grins. She enjoys the tease.
“He’s not here, we’re both sworn to secrecy, I’m certainly not the type who’s going to complicate your life — this is purely recreational.” He rolls his face toward hers and covers his eyes from the sun. “For you and for me,” he adds.
“I’m supposed to take my bathing suit off, lie on my back, and let you lick me.”
“Make you cum,” he adds.
“Stop saying that!” she squeals.
“Why?” he smiles at her.
“Cause you’re making me think about it, that’s why!” she shakes her head and closes her eyes.
“Time limited offer,” he says rolling back to face the sun and close his eyes.
“I know!” she shrieks at him. She takes about a whole minute to stare at him where he lies still and care-free. Finally, she rolls on her back, struggles out of her top and pulls it down wriggling her hips until she snaps her bathing suit off her feet. “Satisfied?” she says on her back with her face rolled toward him, covering her eyes from the sun.
“You have to ask me,” he says.
“You’re incredible!” she cries with exasperation. He says nothing though. Finally she huffs and says, “Would you please finish what you started, okay? There!”
He smiles his devil’s grin and crawls over on his hands and knees and he kneels at her pulled-up knees.
His head blocks the sun on her face allowing her to look up at him. “Not a fucking word!” she says to him.
He gestures locking his mouth and tossing the key. When he gently presses her knees apart, she resists at first, but then slowly relents. When he kisses her bare stomach, she rolls her head back. When he licks the skin directly above her pussy, she clenches her fists in the blanket and grimaces. And when he brings his tongue to her lips, she groans under stress.
I sink down into the dirt with my head hanging over the edge watching my wife writhe and shake as Cole eats her out relentlessly in the beaming sun on the checkered blanket spread over the moss and grass on a ledge above the lazy eddy-filled river. Her high-pitched, inhaled chirps mix with the buzz of insects, the mournful cry of the cicadas, and the rustle of leaves wavering in the river breeze. When he keeps going, she crunches in her abdomen and pulls the blanket to her face and bites it. Her release sounds like a distant eagle.
She rolls on her side with her legs pulled up watching him through fallen hair. He causally takes his clothes off and lies on his back. His cock is hard and straight up.
“That was okay I guess,” she says to him with a snicker.
“Just okay?” he grins with his eyes closed to the sky.
She maneuvers herself closer to him and tentatively shoots an arm out from under her and wraps it around his cock, watching her hand take it like it’s someone else’s. “I suppose you want something in return now.”
“You’re completely free to do whatever you want, whatever you feel like doing. We already swore to secrecy. It’s totally private here. This chance might never come around again.”
“You’re so full of yourself,” she shakes her head, and she pulls herself up and crouches on her folded legs and elbows sideways to his body with the sun glowing on her ached-over back. He doesn’t react at all. She widens her eyes at him but his are closed and she shakes her head to herself and rolls her eyes. She presses herself forward on her elbows and kisses just the tip of the head of his cock as lightly as a feather.
“I’ll kill you if he finds out,” she says, but he only smirks. She walks on her knees down below his legs, roughly pushes his knees up and apart, and gathers her hair over one shoulder and pulls it around her neck. She leans down, kisses his cock lightly again and licks it around the ridge. She kisses the underside of his shaft with her eyes glancing up to see if he has a reaction, before centering her face down over his cock, pressing her pink and wet lips to the head, and with her mouth held tight in tension, she pushes her face down. Her lips slide tightly over his head, down his shaft, far enough to kiss the base of his cock. When she pulls back up and off, she strokes his cock now wet and glistening from her saliva and kisses his balls, glancing up again to his face.
His eyes remain closed but he pushes his hand into her hair and reaches to cup her bare tits. “That’s so fucking good,” he says. “In the sun, by the river, in the afternoon.”
She smirks and pushes his cock against her face. “I know, right?” she says, and she parts her lips unable to avoid smiling and goes down on him again, this time not coming off.
She is relentless and dogged on him, her enthusiasm emphasized by her private little moans muffled by his cock in her mouth. When his body stiffens, he tries to tap her and push her head up, but she swats his hand away and wraps her fingernails around and under his ass. When his hips come up off the blanket, she cries inside her stuffed mouth. When he groans loudly, she sounds as though she is cumming too. She doesn’t come off him even though her cheeks puff out and her throat rises and falls with swallow after swallow.
When he finally collapses, she lifts off of him and wipes her arm and the back of her hand across her wildly grinning face. They hold hands climbing back up to the campsite, dressed again.
—————
“Double or nothing,” Cole says to me.
“I’m willing to pay you, you fucking win,” I say to him.
“Didn’t technically fuck her,” he tilts his head with one squinted eye.
The technicality is lost on me. “She sucked you off, man,” I say angrily.
“I can’t take your money,” he shakes his head.
“Fuck!” I fume. “Fine, double or nothing!”
We clink bottles just as Celeste comes out of the tent in her pink hoody and tight white shorts.
“Bae,” I say to her, “I’m going over to that party,” I say to her, “but it’s okay if you don’t feel like it.”
“Yeah,” she says, “I feel like hanging around here. Too many people!” she laughs.
“I’ll help you with the dishes,” Cole offers, looking at me with sinister intent in his eyes.
I hug Celeste close to me in the driveway of the site. “I might stay for a couple of hours, you sure you’re going to be okay?”
She raises herself on her toes. “You know me,” she says, and she kisses my nose with a grin.
“You okay with Cole hanging out?”
“If you’re okay with it,” she says.
I leave but I don’t go far before I turn into the forest and make my way back, picking through the branches and stepping on the snapping twigs carefully.
When I get to the last trees before the tiny clearing of our site, I find them already embracing. She’s wrapped around his neck and on her toes the same way she was with me only minutes before.
“I never like to lose a bet,” he says.
She folds over and laughs, but she doesn’t let go of him and straightens back up to face him closely. “This again,” she says to him, watching his mouth.
“I doubled up with him, now it’s two grand.”
“Oh? And why did you do that?” she says to him with her eyes large and round and in a mock-innocent voice.
“I lost, didn’t I,” he says.
“Um,” she says looking off to the side with a guilty smile. “I kinda remember it differently,” she says, pressing her body against his tightly and rubbing it side to side against him.
“We didn’t actually go all the way.”
She licks her lips and presses her hips forward more tightly into his and moves her body harder against him, side to side. “And I suppose you only win if you do,” she says with a languid chuckle, backing up slowly, and pulling him with her toward the tent.
I bend down and watch from a tree trunk.
“I win doubly, don’t I,” he grins.
She laughs and pulls him down as she ducks under the flap of the tent, still walking backwards. “Something tells me you always do,” she says, stopping to kiss his mouth.
The kiss seems to start them. He peels his t-shirt off over his head and she tugs it free from his hands before unzipping her hoody and frantically shaking her arms to get it off her. They stumble backward into the tent, pulling at each other’s shorts. I stand up and gaze down at the tent from outside. The zipper goes down and a moment later, the dim electric lantern that hangs from the top comes on. I look around and crouch down. I had no idea the shadows of those inside are so clearly expressed against the walls of the tent with the lantern on. Were we making ourselves that obvious too?
I sit in the dirt and lean on the tree. Against the tent wall, I can see their shapes crawl around each other, then her legs go up in the air and her panties come off. I can see the shadow play as she pushes him down under her, and I can see her hair in waves when her head goes down between his legs.
I can hear her laughter, her moans, and their murmuring voices. When she lifts her head, I can see the shadow of his cock and her hand pumping it. I shut my eyes and rub my palms into my sockets. When I open and look again, I can see her shadow on her knees wriggling up his body, and then her arm behind her back, reaching down between her legs. I stare as though into blackness itself when she bends down, removes her hand from behind her butt, and I see, for a moment, what could only be his cock between their bodies, before her hips lower and the shapes become one undulating rhythmic shape. If there is any doubt about what I am witnessing, my wife’s moans, her high-pitched gasps, and her tiny muffled shrieks, make clear what the single writhing and rising and falling lump inside the tent playing against the wall means. I never imagined my wife would ever actually fuck him.
—————
Nothing is said until we are well away with the car packed and flying down the highway. But it’s too difficult to leave what happened unspoken.
“I have to confess something,” I say to her.
She immediately cuts me off. “No,” she says, “I’m pretty sure I have something to confess.”
“Seriously, Celeste,” I try to shush her.
“I am deadly serious, you need to hear this.”
“I started first.”
“Just listen, would you?” she raises her voice.
“I watched you,” I blurt out.
But she talks at the same time. “I cheated on you!”
We both recoil with stunned expressions, me because she told me, and her because she didn’t know I already knew. “You watched?” she finally says in a tiny meek voice.
I purse my lips and look over my arm at her. “I made a bet with Cole that he couldn’t fuck you,” I confess.
“Oh my god!” she shrieks into her hands held tightly over her face. Her eyes pop big and wide out the top. “He was serious!”
“It was crazy, I don’t know why I did it.”
“You seriously bet over me?” She looks out the window. “That is fucked up!” she says when she looks back at me.
We drive on in silence another 20 minutes. Finally, I break the ice before it gets too thick. “You certainly seemed to enjoy yourself though, got to say.”
She looks at me unsure. “Well you could have stopped it at anytime. Maybe you were enjoying yourself too!”
I shrug.
“Oh my god,” she shrieks again. “You did!”
“Well it was kind of hot,” I admit.
She shakes her head with her eyes bugging out. Finally she purses her lips. “Okay maybe I enjoyed it too. A little.”
“A lot!” I correct her.
“Okay fine, a lot,” she sheepishly admits.
“I guess it happened, it’s back at the campsite, it’s a weekend, it’s in the past. I don’t actually feel angry about it, I mean, I invited the guy to do it.”
“You don’t mind that I did it though?”
I shrug. “I kind of set you up for it. I went away and told you I was going to be away.”
“You did make it easy,” she nods. “But maybe you’re right, it happened, and look, we’re still talking. We survived it.”
“Well, of course you survived it,” I gape at her with a wide grin. “You got good and fucked!”
She laughs and covers her mouth. “Okay I admit that. But you got to watch!”
“Kind of weird,” I say, “isn’t it?”
She thinks a while before answering. “Only weird I guess if we make it weird. Kind of up to us, isn’t it?”
I shrug. She has a point.
“Kind of makes me feel safe knowing you were watching the whole time, actually.”
“Are you suggesting something?” I glare at her.
She only shrugs, but her grin won’t come off her face.
—————
A week later, we are on the couch with our heads together looking intently at her phone. “Nope,” I say.
“I think he looks interesting.”
“Next,” I say.
“You have to say yes to at least one,” she says.
She swipes again and a face comes up. It’s Cole. We look at each other both in shock. With her eyes on me and her lips tightly pressed, she swipes the other way and scrunches her shoulders up with a wicked grin. Then she drops the phone, throws her hands around my neck, and kisses my ear. “He turns me on, is that so bad?”
We kiss. “We better get you ready, looks like you have a date tonight,” I say.
She glares at her phone and then at me. “Oh my god,” she says, and she runs to the bedroom. “He accepted.”
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