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      The separation was hard, I’ll admit it. When my wife, Amber, walked out, dragging her suitcase behind, tears flowing down her face, I understood who was to blame. We had been married for eight years, still no kids, despite trying. Our steamy romance at the start had fizzled to something else… a strained, miserable, one-sided relationship that left her cold and lonely. Our love for each other still burned hard and bright, but I struggled to show it. She was no longer willing to wait for me to come around.

      Another admission… it was mainly my fault. Neither of us thought my career in sales would have been as successful as it turned out to be. I took a job right out of college that fit me perfectly. I shot to the top of my company’s sales rankings and have been setting new records every year since. The job was a perfect fit for me, allowing me to use my good looks, quick wit, sales acumen, and warmth to earn more money than anyone in my family had ever thought possible.

      I became addicted to the hunt. To finding just the right fit for my clients. To the adrenalin rush of the score. And, of course, to the money… and what that money brought. Big house, new cars, the best furniture… you name it, we had it. I loved to show off how successful I was.

      It was great at first. Bringing in all this money allowed us a lifestyle our friends and family envied. When we moved into the tony Rosedale section of town at the young age of 28, we both thought we were off to a glorious life. We traveled extensively, went out to eat at the hot new restaurants in town, threw grand parties, and gave lavish gifts to family and friends over the holidays. To paraphrase the old movie line: I was king of the world!

      Unfortunately, my relationship with Amber paid the price for my endless need for ‘more.’ As the years creeped by, with me always working, our family life struggled. I always had another sales trip, or the need to wine and dine clients in the evening. Or just had to attend a concert or big game without her. Gradually, our own travel, visiting the hot restaurants, and family focus fell away. Amber had had enough.

      Now that I’m in full confession-mode here, I’ll admit one last thing… I got a little arrogant. Okay… okay… you’re right. A lot of arrogant. I became an outright ass. You could probably write the script of what happened that sent her off with a suitcase behind her. Her complaint of my never being around, about being lonely… My yelling back how well I provided for her… My complaining we never make love anymore… Her retort that I’m never here to do it… You get it, things got terrible.

      In September of our 8th year together, our relationship came to a crashing halt with her walking out, telling me she needed some time to assess where we were going… or not going. She didn’t want a divorce yet, just needed a separation. Some time away to figure out what she needed.

      The sickening part, looking back on it… was my indifference to what was actually happening. While I stared at her leaving, in my mind, all I saw was her walking out of our beautiful Tudor home in the best neighborhood. Her putting her Tumi bag in the high-end SUV I gave her last year.

      That the love of my life was leaving, sobbing behind the wheel as she drove away, never broke through my hard shell. Now as I ponder the shambles of my life… not only arrogant, but an asshole, too!
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        * * *

      

      It only took a few days before I realized this ‘king of the world’ had become just another corporate jerk willing to do anything for my next sales fix. The dark, empty house I returned to every day, still so full of the warmth of her caring touch in every room, had become a glaring symbol of my suddenly vacuous life.

      No matter what the next sales score might bring, life without her was a slim existence. What had I been thinking? By that weekend, my own tears followed hers. I finally had to admit how badly I had screwed up the perfect life we had together.

      Amber had moved in with a friend, just until she decided how to proceed. She didn’t cut me off, or anything hard like that. We texted back and forth, even had some pleasant phone calls, but she meant it, needing some time away. She declined all invitations to lunch or dinner. Even to a simple coffee to talk. As we passed Thanksgiving, her not coming to our family gathering, I no longer tried to hide how unhappy I was at this sudden turn of events.

      A week after Thanksgiving, a business associate, Dean Johnson, invited me out for holiday drinks. Dean did not work for my company. In fact, he was my best customer! Through my sales efforts, our firms had formed a partnership that had been extremely lucrative for us both. Dean and I had spent a lot of time together over the years, including many concerts and games, becoming friendly along the way.

      “You’re getting to be a real drag, Ken. Really… morose, for god’s sake. Gotta snap out of this. Your wife sounds like a real peach, but if she doesn’t want you… Hey, you know what they say? Plenty of fish in the sea. Get out there and get some strange. It’ll brighten your mood.”

      Oh, I forgot to mention. Dean is a first-class womanizer and pussy-hound. You probably know someone like that. Always on the hunt and bragging about his latest conquest.

      I was definitely NOT like that. While definitely a ‘sales type’ with a glad-handed way, inside, I was pretty conservative, dedicated to my family. I never strayed on Amber, or even thought about it. But Dean was a major client. Take the good with the bad, right?

      Dean had turned 30 over the summer and seemed in no hurry to get serious with all those fish apparently swimming around. He was much taller than me, handsome in a rugged sort of way, had spent his younger years playing football, and kept himself trim into his 30s. He was an enormous man with a barrel chest and massive arms. I saw why women would find him attractive.

      Shortly after opening the account, the breadth of this new relationship and its impact on our bottom line swept through the company. Everyone was talking about it. It would likely mean larger bonuses for everyone and represented my first major score.

      While refreshing my coffee, I overheard a woman telling a friend about going out with the new client once. Gave him a glowing review for performance. I didn’t catch all the details as I came and went, but ‘large’ and ‘experienced with it’ were prominent in the whispered discussion.

      How was I going to compete with that? I wasn’t small by any means, nor had any performance issues that Amber ever complained about, but I had been out of the dating game for a long time. Barely knew how to restart in today’s complex online dating scene. Didn’t want to. Amber was the only one for me.

      “I don’t want to date anyone else,” I told him, taking a big swig of my Jameson. “I just want to win her back.”

      “Come on, man. Lot’s available out there. Take this woman I’ve been having a little thing with. She’s wild… willing to do anything. I call her, she comes over to my place, I fuck her in every hole… oh man, she screams like she hasn’t cum in a decade… then she goes home. You need somebody like that.”

      “I don’t want that,” I protested. “Sure, someone hot, willing to do things is great, but I want to wake up with her in the morning, cuddle close, share a coffee as we get ready, talk about the everything and nothing of married life.”

      “Since fucking when?” he looked at me, laughing derisively. “The way you talk, you were seldom home and couldn’t have cared less about the bitch. You hardly ever talked to me about her, much less introduced us. You’re either delusional or neglectful. Which is it?”

      I knew where the words came from… from my ‘anything for more pussy’ friend… but those words cut deep. They were true, dammit. I had to turn away to prevent him from seeing the tears that were forming in my eyes.

      “Bad news, I’m afraid,” my confessional began. “I’m on the ‘neglectful’ side of that equation. Dean, I don’t know what to do. I love her so much my heart aches every time I walk in our empty house.” Why was I saying this to him? Dean and love? What a joke… All he wanted was for the legs to be spread wide whenever he wanted.

      “Hey, man. I know what you mean,” Dean said, surprisingly sympathetic. “This woman I told you about? I really like this one. Could even see myself getting real with her for a longer gig. She’s only stayed over once, but waking next to her every day… there’s something about her.”

      “See… when you find the one, you never want to live without them.”

      “Nope. This one ain’t interested. Just got out of a long-term thing, she told me. Not interested in starting another. Friends with benefits was all she’s looking for. Oh… and the benefits… FUCK! She’s a wild one. Asked me last week if I would be interested in inviting a friend over to share her. Always fantasized about having two at once. Told me her ex was too stuffy to bring it up.”

      The shock on my face made Dean roar with laughter. Heads all around the bar turned toward the noise. He slapped me hard on the back, struggling to slow his mirth. “You should see your face… fuck! I told ya, this babe is wild!” His enthusiasm pulled me in. “Don’t you see? That’s why I like her. Perfect for me. I can have my love life whenever she’s there, and still be open to get some strange on the side. What could be better than that? Am I right?”

      I only nodded in agreement. That would be hot, having a wife willing to play around. None of that mattered any longer. I was only interested in one woman and no way would Amber do that. She was open to new things, but seldom brought up anything even remotely kinky. Of course, neither did I. I was just as stuffy as her ex.

      “Sounds fun,” I chuckled. “But Amber would never do anything like that.”

      “Hey, I just had an idea,” Dean smiled at me. His conspiratorial look was almost comical. “Why don’t you be our third? No strings. Come over for a hot fuck. She’s gorgeous, man. Long hair, eyes that sparkle like diamonds when she cums, and breasts… oh man, much more than a handful, even for these hands. Perfectly shaped with little nipples that get so hard. Hey, this is perfect. You can have a fun time, get your rocks off, and forget about your troubles… at least for a night.”

      “I don’t know… I don’t want to jeopardize my chances of getting back together with her.”

      “Whose going to tell? I’ve never even met the woman.” He reached over, tapping my arm. Four years ago, when we sealed the deal on our business relationship, he had done a similar gesture. He was serious.

      “My friend has finally agreed to spend this weekend with me out at my cabin on Bear Lake,” he said. “Come out, spend the evening with us. If nothing happens, you can drive home, consider it a nice evening on the lake. And imagine how hard I am going to pound that pussy after you’re gone. Or, you can stay and…” His leering implication of total debauchery caught my attention.

      “What do you say?” Dean said. “This is a genuine invitation, my friend. We’ve only been business friends up to this point, but I think you should consider how a wild night might make you forget your troubles. Come out to the lake with me… with us. Let loose a bit. You might finally have a good time for once.”

      “Okay… let me think about it. Are you inviting me to join you for the weekend, or just the night?”

      “Hey, if things click, you are welcome to stay. We might have some fun over a weekend. She gets all the dick she clearly wants and we pound into her until we can’t get it up again. Though, I’ll insist she sleep in my bed. You can listen to us go at it all night,” he chuckled, slapping me on the arm.

      His version of a joke, I guess. I couldn’t believe the arrogance of this guy! Why I even considered his lame proposal was a mystery! But it had been a long time since I had… what was that phrase Dean always used… ‘got my dick wet’? A willing woman to share with my big-dicked friend. Could be just what I needed.

      The next day, I confirmed I would come. He told me to be there early. His friend… Amy was her name… would be there around 7 o’clock.

      Shit, it had to be that name, didn’t it?! Amy was the nickname Amber used with friends. I almost called it off when I heard that, now wondering if getting it up at all was possible with all the emotions that continued to swirl around me.
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      The drive out to the lake was always pleasant. Amber and I had spent many hours hiking its various trails, especially the hard push up to Ridgeline Peak. So beautiful! While Dean is giving it to his friend with benefits for the umpteenth time, I might slip away for a hike up the trail.

      I fretted all day. About what to wear. Whether I should get a haircut. How about shaving? In the end, I wore my usual jeans and polo shirt, skipped the haircut, and left my beard at the three-day growth Amber always loved. I hoped Amy would like it, too.

      When I drove up, I saw Dean’s car parked in front. Luckily, I had beat his friend. There was only one other spot in front, so I pulled mine around back, near a small utility building, leaving that spot for her.

      “Hey, man,” Dean said, when I walked in, hugging me like we were long-lost friends. “Thought you might bail on us. Glad you came.” He stepped back, guiding me to the bedrooms. “You won’t regret it, man. She will give us everything we want… and more. Loves to fuck.”

      His enthusiasm and stream of texts since I agreed definitely had me ready to ‘get my rocks off’. I’ll give that to Dean. He always had a way with words. Crass, but descriptive.

      He showed me to my room, right across the hall from theirs. I dropped the bag off. He fixed us a drink, then looked at his watch.

      “She should be here any minute,” he said. “Here’s the deal. She knows I have invited someone, but doesn’t know your name. Take a seat on the couch. I’ll answer the door, bring her into the main room and make the introduction. Give her your name or not. Call yourself a fake name. I don’t give a fuck. She likes to start quick, so just be ready.”

      I nodded. His excitement really was getting me on edge. My cock was already at half-mast as I contemplated my first threesome. Thoughts of guilt about cheating on Amber still lived inside, but it had been too long. My rocks needed getting off, that’s for sure.

      The doorbell rang. Dean nodded at me, walking down the hall to the door. I saw his back from the couch. I really was excited, adjusting my jeans as my cock pushed harder, pinching uncomfortably.

      When the door opened, a woman came rushing in, jumping into his arms, wrapping her legs around him. Shit! He wasn’t kidding quick. Their lips smashed into each other. I saw her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling her crotch against his body. This woman was hungry for what Dean offered. No question there. I just hoped I was up to being the third compared to my stud friend who had no trouble supporting her weight in his enormous arms.

      Eventually, they needed to breathe. He let her down gently. I heard them whispering to each other. Something about him having a friend here willing to share her fantasy. She giggled, rubbing her hand below his waist. I had to assume she was welcoming the idea and his growing offer.

      He turned sideways, using his big arm to sweep her into the room. I stood ready to hug her, but stopped, unable to breathe. OH MY FUCKING GOD! It was my wife Amber. His friend with benefits, the lady that loved to fuck, wanting a third to join, was the woman who was still my wife.

      Worse, I couldn’t say a thing. This was my biggest client, the source of 35% of my annual income. If I blew up his ‘friend with benefits’ arrangement, he would never forgive me.

      “Hey, there, wanted to introduce you to my friend, Amy,” Dean said, holding his arm around her possessively.

      “Hi. My name is Ken. Good to meet you.”

      The shock on her face matched mine, though she did not miss my pretending not to know her. She stepped up, hugging me, taking a light swipe on my ear with her teeth. This was something Amber did frequently, a tease of what was about to come. I shuddered at this gesture, her acknowledgment of the situation.

      “My company and Ken’s do a lot of business together. He’s recently split with his wife, so I thought we could match your desire for a threesome with his need. It’s been a while, hasn’t it, Ken?”

      “97 days,” I said. Her devilish look at me… a brief flush, then a realization… a wry grin… My knowing the exact number of days since we had made it said something to her.

      “I’d like that very much,” she said. “Been fantasizing about it for years.” She turned to Dean, leaning against his chest affectionately, though her eyes never left mine. “My ex was not your sexually adventurous guy. Having two at once sounds like a lot of fun.”

      That fucking tease!! I suddenly wondered what was wrong with me? My wife had just told my friend I was a stick-in-the-mud in bed and made clear she was going to enjoy every minute of my situation. I should have given her a piece of my mind, storming out the door. Business be damned! But I didn’t.

      My mind suddenly flashed back to an erotica book I had read years ago. My Amber, my wife, was going to play this out all the way, to punish me for all my neglect, and using my friend to do it. She had me trapped, unable to reveal the truth. My wife was going to teach me a very hard lesson about how badly I had fucked up.

      Our weekend at the Bear Lake cabin had suddenly become my chance to learn what the term ‘cuckold’ meant.
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        * * *

      

      How did it come to this? We headed out to the Bear Lake Diner to grab a quick bite. The conversation was a little stilted, I’ll have to say. I had to keep up the pretense of not knowing her, so I mainly sat quietly while they talked. They seemed very familiar with each other, that’s for sure.

      When finished, returning to the cabin, Amber seemed eager to get started, though Dean was good with the slower pace, seemed oddly nervous about the whole thing. My womanizer friend displayed a level of uncertainty that surprised me.

      He fixed us drinks. We stood around the kitchen, talking more. The entire time, Amber was hanging all over him, frequently rubbing herself against his crotch. Her eyes found mine often, giving me that devilish grin each time.

      That bitch! She was tormenting me on purpose, knew what effect this would have on me. She was going to milk this punishment as long as possible.

      At one point, she walked over to me, reaching for something in the cabinet. Leaning near my ear, she whispered. “Enjoying yourself, my cuck?” Fuck! She WAS doing it on purpose.

      Though something odd was happening inside me. My wife was a beautiful woman, with flowing dark hair and a tight body. Watching her throw herself all over Dean brought this unfamiliar arousal/jealousy mix that had me on edge, and my cock almost constantly at full mast.

      Worse, she fucking loved it! When she leaned over to whisper in my ear, she grazed my cock with her hand. It was hard as stone, but she returned to Dean.

      Amber would stroke his cock through his pants while she leaned against him, even though her eyes never left mine while she was doing it. I tingled all over with these unfamiliar feelings, so hard to handle. After watching her about ready to get on her knees in front of him, I had to get away, walking into the main room, sitting on the sofa.

      They followed me in, my wife standing in front of him, slowly unbuttoning her blouse. The beige lingerie underneath revealed much of her lovely breasts. But she wasn’t doing it for me. She was facing my client, Dean. After all, he was the one that invited me to his cabin at Bear Lake to have a threesome with a woman he only knew as his ‘friend with benefits,’ Amy.

      But Amber had me trapped. Emotions swirled through my brain like a tornado on a Kansas wheat field, leaving nothing but muck in its wake. If I got mad, stomping out of the cabin, revealing the woman he thought of as Amy was, in fact, my wife, it would put one of my largest relationships at risk, costing my firm millions, and probably mean my job.

      I knew her motivation. Amber wanted to punish me for all my years of neglecting her. She was going to cuckold me right in front of my client, knowing I was powerless to do anything about it.

      Deep down, I deserved everything she did. Our 8 years of marriage had left her lonely and loveless, as I focused all my time and energy on becoming the sales leader in my company for the last 4 years running. We both knew that success was largely because of the strength of the relationship I had built with Dean and his broad distribution channel.

      That he was an enormous man, reputed to have an enormous cock to match, might have had something to do with her decision. Just maybe. None of that mattered now. All I did was stare as he wrapped his hands around that bra top, gently squeezing her breasts. My wife moaned at the sensations.

      “Oh yes,” Dean said clearly. “These are such lovely breasts.” He spun her around, facing me now standing in front of the sofa. “Don’t you agree?” Reaching behind, unsnapping the bra with practiced ease, he dropped the garment to the floor. Amber locked her eyes on mine.

      No matter the complications of our marital status and all the hidden agendas, those nipples, poking out at me on full high-beams, told me how aroused she was. And I had to respond. My cock pressed against my jeans, hungry for its own chance to be touched.

      But it was that devilish smile that captured me. Part arousal… part smirk… part triumph… that smile drew me into the game she was playing. So I played along. If this is what she wanted, to have a threesome with two guys, I could be that third man, no matter my dubious claim of the first position.

      His enormous hands gripped each breast, dragging them away from her body, ending with tugs at the nipples. She groaned as her eyes closed; the sensations washing through her. I stepped around the coffee table to get closer. My hands grabbed for her jeans, unfastening, pulling them down, lifting her feet to toss them aside.

      She gasped at the cool air that washed between her legs, knowing what that meant. My fingers followed on the inside of her panties, tracing them slowly down her legs to fall on her jeans.

      My god! I had forgotten how beautiful Amber was. We had only been separated for three months, but this was a body to be worshiped. From her gorgeous hair and luscious breasts to her slim ankles, my wife had always taken my breath away when I saw her naked. That didn’t change because another man had his hands on her breasts!

      Dean reached around, pulling her lips to his. I took that as my signal to go elsewhere. So I dropped to my knees. Her always trimmed bush had been shaved bare for this weekend. My tongue saw right where to go, crossing her clit, driving down her gash. She groaned softly at the touch, spreading her knees to allow better access. None of that mattered to her and Dean. They locked their lips in a passionate embrace that would require tools to break apart.

      Making a strategic decision to ignore what they were doing, I paid attention only to the ripe fruit in front of me. I nudged her knees slightly further apart, giving my mouth and tongue more room to tease. Her hands flew to my head as I drove my tongue deeper into her slit, my nose brushing her clit on the way in. A moan told me I was on the right approach.

      Fully engaged now, I licked her sex and sucked her tender nub, reaching up to push my fingers into her opening. Her hands got more forceful, guiding my tongue where she wanted it. I let her use me, going wherever she wanted.

      A more lusty groan caught my attention. I looked up as Dean pulled her nipples away from her chest, squeezing them for all they were worth. Amber loved to have her breasts treated a little roughly. Really enhanced her pleasure, she told me. So I let my friend keep her occupied above as my torment below became more active.

      Fingers, tongue, sucking… I had her squirming with the unfamiliar sensations of independent action. Dean must be a hell of a kisser. Their lips barely parted as my torment below and his hands above brought louder moans from my wife, her journey now unstoppable.

      It did not take me long to get her where I wanted. I slashed upward with my fingers, reaching for her g-spot while sucking on her clit. Her touch on my head became less directional, more supportive. I heard her mouth fall away from his as the mewling became louder; her hunger for release taking control.

      Neither of us stopped or even slowed. I knew this part of my wife’s anatomy very well, relishing in my deep knowledge of what made her tick. When the shudder came, I pushed my fingers all the way in, flicking them back and forth while I sucked on her clit with gusto. Her whimper of release filled the room as my partner forcefully pulled those nipples, squeezing them tight. We had to hold her up, cumming hard as she shuddered between us!

      I couldn’t believe how this affected me. So aroused, full of desire. Having my wife cum under the care of two men had just become the most erotic thing I had ever done.

      My cock throbbed with hardness, ready to pop all on its own. I frantically pulled my zipper down, freeing it into the open air, before the friction of the jeans did just that!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      Dean’s hands wrapped around her waist as Amber struggled to stay up after that monster climax we had just unleashed. Been a long time since I had seen her cum that hard. Come on, be real! As I stood up, reflecting on it more, I had NEVER seen her cum that hard!

      As soon as I was off the floor, Dean scooped her into his arms. She purred softly, pressing into his immense chest. We all knew where he was taking her. She could not be happier.

      Funny, all my fears of being cuckolded from earlier, embarrassed in front of my friend, washed away at the sight of his cock creating a tent on his pajama bottoms. Mine felt exactly the same, sticking out of my zipper, hard and throbbing. I had to give him first go, I guess, being the key player here, but the way she was moaning in his arms, I was confident I would get plenty before the night was up.

      My partner did not waste time. He laid her on the bed, pushed her into the middle and was in her as soon as he got his pajama bottoms off. Her eyes flew open with the insertion, followed by a groan that came from deep in her chest. Oh fuck! This guy was huge! I stood between their legs watching that massive rod split her wide; his asscheeks clinching with each thrust.

      Amber went wild underneath him, wrapping her legs around his hips, her arms pulling him in tighter. Crazily, she bucked against him. “Fuck me,” she cried out. “Harder…”

      His thrusting became more frantic as he pounded into her. Moments later, her second release flew out of her mouth as her head thrashed side-to-side, unable to contain the powerful sensations. I don’t think I had ever seen her cum this quickly.

      Dean did not look close to his own release. As she settled down, he slowed his plunging, working that pussy. Right here, I was getting a Master Class on how it should be done. He kept a steady pace, but his hips moved slightly every few times. I heard her gasps as the pleasure found her. He slowly increased the pace again until she went back to bronco-riding, screaming out with her 3rd release in what felt like only minutes.

      Once her breathing slowed, he pulled out, flipping her on her hands and knees. I saw her shivering from the power of those releases, unable to stop the sensations as he plunged back in.

      Dean turned his head toward me. ‘Your turn,’ he whispered, pointing to her head. I pulled the rest of my clothes off, crawling onto the bed, softly bobbing my hard shaft on her face to get some attention.

      Her look almost made me pop right there! It was glassy and lost, unfocused. Her body would not let go of the pleasure he gave, but my repetitive pops on her face pulled her away. She glanced up at me with a smile. ‘You having fun?’ she whispered up at me. My only answer was to push my raging cock deep into her throat.

      Amber took me all the way to the base easily. My 7-inches, even fully hard, was no match for her skills. His 9-inch behemoth might be a bigger challenge. I wasn’t.

      I let her suck on me at first. That infuriated my partner. “Use her. That’s what this slut wants.”

      I looked down at her. Those eyes pointing up at me were… pleading… yes, do it…

      Being rough was never my thing, even though I knew she liked it. But when Dean revved up his thrusts again, this time to full jackhammer status, I gripped her head, slamming my cock into her throat. She whimpered around my shaft as the next release tore through her like a bomb going off!

      I held her head to keep pumping when Dean did not use his slowdown-afterward thing. I couldn’t believe how good a shape he was in. His pounding continued, long and hard.

      My wife simply came apart right in front of me, repeatedly cumming so hard I saw the waves attacking her core, shuddering as the pleasure pushed its way higher. I had never seen anything like it, even in porn. This guy was a machine, milling her into whatever shape he wanted. And my wife was the softest of metals, willingly going wherever he took her.

      I needed to up my game, I thought. After the latest release, I grabbed her head, slamming my cock viciously down her throat. The gurgles and saliva that poured out left me a little concerned, but she did not stop me.

      Dean nodded, approving of my actions. Amber came again. This time so hard I thought she might collapse! Her entire body shuddered as the power ripped through her.

      That’s what Dean was waiting for. His hips shifted a couple times harder, then held still as his grunts filled the room. Amber cried out with the pleasure of his release, those shudders seeming to welcome his offering with a soft release that brought a groan around my shaft.

      Fuck me, I was still hard! But my wife was wasted. Her body slumped to the bed as Dean softened, pulling out.

      He looked at me sympathetically. “Sorry, bud. Should have warned you when I was ready to cum. After a pounding like that, they seldom do anything but collapse.”

      Amber rolled over on her back, looking at me, her arms by her side. I knew she was tired, barely able to move, but I needed to get off! She was past me using her, that was for sure, so I moved beside her, slamming my shaft with one purpose in mind. She laid back smiling, holding her breasts up to catch my spunk.

      The volume I laid out over her breasts seemed like buckets. It had been quite a while since I came. Still, this much? We all started laughing as she rubbed the cream into her soft mounds, over her nipples.

      Her eyes locked on mine. That devilish grin of before was back. “Only my bull gets to finish inside me. Cucks only get to use their own hands.”

      What the fuck? “My own hands? I thought this was going to be a threesome.”

      “Kind of a threesome, at least,” Dean chuckled. “I get to fuck, you get to watch. She’ll occasionally suck on you. That’s not what you were expecting?”

      I sat on the edge of the bed. No, that is certainly NOT what I was expecting, but what could I say? She had me and knew it. All I did was nod reluctantly.

      “I’m bushed,” Dean said, nodding toward the nightstand clock. It was already past 11. He helped my wife get under the covers, folding himself in right beside her. “Can you get the lights on the way out?” he asked.

      Sure, why not? I trudged out, flipping the switch on the way past. I thought for a moment of shutting the door, but was afraid I might slam it. The four-foot trip across the hall to my room, slipping under my own covers, seemed like the longest distance I had ever traveled.

      Sleep would not come easy. All I could think about was my naked wife sleeping next to Dean across the hall. I finally drifted off to sleep, only to be awakened in the middle of the night. The sound of grunting, moaning, whimpering and hips slapping against each other filled the space between us.

      My cock rose at the commotion, as if it had a will of its own. I pounded that pud, slowly at first, growing more intense as they did. My blast flew all over my stomach as she cried out with a shout that was probably heard out on the lake!

      I slept again afterward, only to be wakened again later with the same sounds. Jesus… don’t they ever get tired? I still got hard and pounded myself until I came all over my stomach again. Listening to them go at it repeatedly definitely got me going, but a melancholy had set in. Once they finished, the tears fell from my eyes.

      I had so fucked up my life, driving my beloved wife into the arms of another man, that I did not know what the next few months were going to be like. Though I knew watching this all weekend was going to be a very tough go.

      My tears continued to fall as an unforgiving mantra set itself in my head. Unbending, ruthless. ‘You drove your wife into the arms of another man. No one else. Just you.’
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      When I woke the next day, I couldn’t ignore the funk that had set in, regardless of the business consequences. Listening to my wife and my client go at it all night had left me wondering about our relationship after THAT! Amber had a good time, no doubt there. She and Dean made it all evening, then twice more during the night while they forced me to sleep in the guest room, unable to stop listening.

      My mind kept replaying what happened. How many times can a woman climax, anyway? Turns out, an awful lot! Awful, for me, at least. Dean had an enormous cock that I bore witness he knew how to use. His alternating combination of rough and gentle left my wife a quivering blob of goo as she laid panting on the bed, trying to recover from cumming so often.

      The evening session was fun to watch, and even take part in, as I used her mouth with my cock. But when it became clear she was serious about cuckolding me, first by not allowing me inside her sex during the evening session, then by forcing me to sleep in the guest room while she used her bull to taunt me, I had had enough.

      Okay, I know what you’re thinking… I deserved everything she gave me. During the eight years of neglect, while I focused solely on business, I left her alone… and lonely. When we separated, our steamy romance of the early years of marriage had fizzled to something else… a strained, miserable, one-sided relationship.

      Yet, I kept going back to the love that burned hard and bright, hoping she still felt the same. I struggled to show our love for each other and the connection between us. Well, I did, at least. She was not willing to wait for me to come around any longer.

      Now the surprise of this… what do I even call it? Session? Event? My wife had become my largest client’s friend with benefits! How was I to deal with THAT? He didn’t even realize she was my wife.

      All this lust and recrimination had left me more uncertain about our future than ever. How could she possibly consider getting back with me when she had access to HIM every night?

      I needed to get out of there. Luckily, Bear Lake came with built-in opportunities to work off some angst. Amber and I had made the trek along Ridgeline Peak Trail many times. It was not a tough hike, rated Moderately Strenuous on most Trail Guides, mainly because of its relatively short distance, only 4 miles each way. But it was steep in parts and came close to several tall drop offs. Experienced hikers took it seriously and came prepared.

      The real safety issue is the portion of the trail going through heavily forested terrain. They cut the trail through the forest but not wide. Lots of opportunities for splinters on exposed skin and snagging of equipment yanking you down. Plus, the terrain is relatively rough there, requiring hiking boots to supplement the thick clothing.

      When Dean invited me out to join the threesome with his FWB at his cabin… that phrase ‘threesome’ seems like an ironic joke now… I suspected the two of them would want some time alone, so brought my gear, in case I needed to get away. This morning, escape was all I could think about!

      I got up, heading down to make some coffee. It was mid-December, though luckily a warm, cloudless day for the season. Looked to be in the mid-40s by the time I got to the peak. Jeans and hiking boots with a heavy jacket and gloves should be enough.

      Dean had some Wyatt’s Special Roast in the cabinet. It smelled heavenly as I put it on to percolate, heading back to the room to put on my hiking clothes. By the time I got back, Dean was sitting at the kitchen table in his bathrobe and Amber was coming back from the outside, a pile of hiking gear in her hands.

      “I knew it,” she said, as she walked by the kitchen. “You’re heading for the Peak, aren’t you?” I nodded. The clothing alone gave me away. “Would you mind if I go with you?”

      The confusion on my face must have been comical. I saw it as my chance to get away from the emotional maelstrom. She wanted to hike. I looked at Dean.

      “Don’t look at me,” he said. “I hate that trail. Those switchbacks near the cliff edge give me the creeps. You two have fun.” He leered at Amber in a comical way that made her blush. “The wild one here kept me awake all night. I’m going back to bed.” He took a couple sips of coffee, then headed for the bedrooms, taking his cup with him.

      As he walked away, he turned back to her. “Don’t get too tired. I have plans for you tonight.”

      “I’ll be ready,” she giggled.
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        * * *

      

      Amber looked at me, a slightly guilty look on her face. She was a very perceptive woman. After eight years of marriage, she realized what last night did to me. “You willing to have me come along?”

      It’s funny… I never thought of myself as a crier. More the macho ‘joking my way through heartache’ type. But in the last 24 hours, I had been near tears twice. That pesky water returned to my eyes as she awaited my reply.

      “Why do you want to go?” I asked. “I think your stud might need a wake-up.”

      “Okay, Kenny… I deserved that, but so did you. Do you want me to go or don’t you?”

      “Of course I want you to go. I’m just uncertain where we stand… after last night. Surprised you would want to.”

      Amber didn’t wait for my reply, only nodding as she walked into the bathroom. Moments later, she came out fully decked in her normal hiking gear. As if ignoring the hurt I was expressing, she walked toward the front door.

      “I hoped to have time to hike this weekend, so I ran back home yesterday morning to get my stuff. You coming or not?”

      Something sparked in the back of my mind. She went back to the house while I was at work… how did she know I would be here to go hiking? Fuck… Get your head together. I was still reeling from all the turmoil of last night. She couldn’t possibly of known it was me.

      We got in my car in the back. She started giggling. “I wondered where you hid your car. Didn’t see it when I came in yesterday.”

      “Well… I didn’t know you were you, of course. Not trying to hide it or anything. Just wanted Dean’s friend to have the last spot in front.”

      The drive to the trailhead was subdued and quiet. I wondered if she had the same emotions I did as we enjoyed the beautiful morning. Trees reflecting off the surface of Bear Lake had always been one of the best things about this hike. Today’s cloudless morning did not disappoint as we approached the trailhead.

      I kept fighting back the growing sorrow as I glanced at my wife sitting next to me. This comfortable scene, so often repeated over the years, in such stark contrast to her wailing releases in the arms of another man only hours before, had left me uncertain what the outcome of this hike would be. We were clearly at a crossroads for our relationship.

      There was only silence for the first mile of our hiking the trail. Then, as if the tension had gotten too great, she began talking.

      “I’m really sorry about last night. He really is a great lover, but I got a little heavy-handed with the cuckold talk. Leaving the door open all night so you would have to listen to us was over the top.”

      “You definitely enjoyed yourself,” was all I could come back with.

      A few steps later, after reliving so much of the previous night in my head, I decided this was as good an opportunity as any to begin the talk we needed.

      “Was it true what you said last night?” I asked. “About my being a stuffy guy, not sexually adventurous?” Her smile warmed my heart, but the words that followed hurt like a motherfucker.

      “Yes, Kenny. Very stuffy. We barely get out of the missionary position anymore… even as little as we have made love in recent months, it’s always been only one way.”

      “Why didn’t you ever tell me… that you wanted more than that?” I asked.

      “When were you ever around to listen?”

      Emotions surged inside at those true, yet hurtful words. I turned away to keep her from seeing the tears filling me. The truth was plain. If we wanted to keep this hike constructive, those barbs had to be held to a minimum.

      “Look… if we are going to use our hours here… constructively, I hope you will be less hurtful with your words from now on. No matter how well deserved they might be.”

      And that was the breakthrough we needed. All the way up the trail, we talked. About our marriage. What this all means. My regret at excluding her from my life. How much things had changed. Her loneliness living at her girlfriend’s. And finally, how much we still loved each other.

      Our separation over the last few months worked in that sense. It gave us time to figure out where our lives needed to go. Independently, we had come to the same conclusion: back to each other. Divorce was not really what either of us wanted.

      Eventually, the conversation returned to the weekend. “Then why did you put me through that last night?” I asked. “It was certainly arousing, but I struggled so much… and not allowing me inside you? That was just plain mean.” My smile told her I was half joking, but only half. Her response brought it all home. I settled back, knowing things were going to be very different in the future.

      “If we get back together,” she started, touching my arm, “we need to be a little freer about our love life. You need to open up a little more, not be quite so… buttoned down, let’s say. And I want to be a little more experimental.”

      “By keeping your ‘friend with benefits’ status with Dean?”

      “Not just with outsiders…” she giggled, blushing a little. “I have all this desire I have bottled up for so many years. You were never open to try anything new.”

      I shook my head in shame, knowing every word was true. I was so wrapped up in the joy of the hunt at work, I barely had time to think about her sexual needs… or my own.

      “What do you want to do… about Dean… about us?”

      She smiled, that same warm expression that brought me to her in the first place, so many years ago. Her eyes sparkled with mirth… and desire.

      “When we get back to the cabin, I think we should take him back to bed. Only this time, I want you to be a full partner. To join in humping your slut.” She came close to me on the trail, pulling me against her body. “Truthfully, I didn’t enjoy blocking you any more than you did.”

      She got quiet a moment, touching my arm. That mischievous smile was back. “Though having you in the next room while he fucked me was kind of hot… I cried out especially loud just so you would hear me.” Her explosion of laughter startled me.

      “You fucking slut!” I bellowed along the trail, yanking her hard against me. My laughter, and hers, prevented us from walking any further. Luckily, we were the only ones on this part of the trail. I pulled her to my lips, giving her all the love I felt.

      Somehow, the last three months and her actions last night had cracked open that hard shell I had erected over the years, pulling out the loving husband she wanted. I was so glad she did, as our lips grew more passionate. I never wanted her more.
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      She pulled away, guiding me further down the trail. We were already near the peak. A glow formed around our relationship, back to the way it was when we first started dating. We both felt it; I was sure.

      When the peak appeared before us, all we could do was stand and enjoy. Even in the winter, it was a beautiful sight, with its wonderful vista over the lake and the surrounding valley. She stepped close, wrapping her arm in mine as we stood there.

      I felt a fullness for her… for us… even for myself. In my heart and in my very soul, I came home at that moment. I would never again put my career over this amazing woman. A greater balance between work and home life now seemed possible, even necessary. My company might not like it. I no longer cared. I would never risk losing her again.

      On our way back down the trail, she was touching me frequently. By this time, we reached a thicket of trees surrounding both sides. This part of the trail, normally so full of hikers, was virtually deserted in mid-winter. We had only seen two other hikers all day.

      I pulled her into the trees, forcefully shoving her back against a massive oak. All her touching left me hard as stone. My lips were all over hers as my hands yanked her jean zipper open. Her hands were doing the same, knowing what I planned.

      It was a little chilly for being naked outside, but we needed this, to reconnect… without Dean to complicate things. By the time I pulled her jeans and panties down to her knees, she freed my own; the raging cock poking out, hungry for her.

      I wasn’t a massive guy like Dean, able to support her weight with my arms, so I turned her face to the tree, pulling her hips out, fingers tracing down her still-clothed back. The sopping wet gash I found made me even harder. She was more than ready as she whimpered for me to do it.

      Pressing in, I stuffed my rod deep into her welcoming sex. The groan that came out of both our mouths echoed across the trees. Nothing could stop this freight train as I pounded into her. Hard and fast. She moaned at the pleasure… at the regained connection.

      “I have missed this so much,” she murmured, in between moans. Her arms wrapped around the tree to push back harder.

      Something was cooking inside me; aggressive, possessive. “No matter what we do tonight…” I growled as I slammed into her. “… or in the future, this pussy belongs to me. Not to anyone else.”

      She gasped at my words; their meaning. That groan grew deeper, more frantic. “Yes, my love. I am yours always,” as she pounded back against each thrust. “Fuck me… oh god…”

      The explosion of her release brought a cry that I was sure Dean could hear in the cabin! She trembled against the tree as my spunk sprayed into my wife for the first time in months. It felt so good! So right!

      I leaned into her, against the tree, as we allowed our breathing to calm. A feeling of wholeness filled us both. Something broken was now back together… where it belonged.

      As I softened, she spun to face me, her hand underneath her sex, trying to keep my cum from covering her jeans. I pulled my pack up, finding the rag I always carry with me. Gently pushing her hand away, I softly scrubbed her sex, absorbing the gush of our shared passion, enjoying her squirm as the cloth scraped across her clit. I reached for her soaked hand, wiping it clean. Before I could finish, our lips were back to work, feeding that love suddenly reignited.

      But we needed to get back. The hike had already consumed three hours. Once our clothes were in place, we headed down the trail, and the conversation returned to the rest of the weekend. What were we going to do with Dean?

      She clearly wanted to play again, loved him inside her. When I cringed a little at her words, she reached across again, touching me.

      “He is a wonderful lover. But you, sweetheart, are no slouch. Let me have everything you are. I like it a little rough. So do it… give it to me the way I want. That way, I don’t have all this frustration built up, and can enjoy the soft and gentle you enjoy during our times alone.”

      She reached over, rubbing my cock through my jeans. All this talk had already ignited me for a re-do. “I want you to fuck me hard,” she said. Stopping, she reached up, pulling my face to hers, blushing slightly. “Maybe… with both of you at the same time.”

      I gasped at the words. Did she mean what I thought she meant?

      “I can do that,” I chuckled, reaching around behind her, grabbing her ass to rub her against my cock, now hard as stone.

      Yes, indeed, I could do that.
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        * * *

      

      By the time we got back from our hike, it was already late afternoon. Thankfully, Dean had gone to the Bear Lake Diner to get something to eat. We were so engrossed in our conversation on the trail… and other activities… that all we ate was a couple power bars I kept in my backpack.

      Still, we had to keep up the pretense of not knowing each other. Normally, after we got back from a hike like this, we took a shower together. We couldn’t do that this time. She used the bedroom; I took the hall bath. I cringed when Dean followed her straight into the bathroom; the water starting. He didn’t come back out. At least this time, the door was closed, so I didn’t have to listen.

      Almost an hour later, they came out of the bathroom. I had already showered, dressed, and got the food arranged in the kitchen. The glow on her face told me all I needed about what they had been doing in there.

      I turned away from them as they walked up, pretending to finish the meal setup. I was trying to avoid her gaze so she couldn’t see the hurt in my eyes; my thoughts turning inward.

      I needed to get past this. If we were to have a future together… if I am to allow her the freedom to be more… experimental… I needed to live with this need. Most of my concerns were silly, anyway. Mainly petty jealousy. I wasn’t that close to Dean, personally, but I was pretty sure she wouldn’t leave me for him, knowing how he was with other women.

      What should I do? If my beloved needed some strange cock every once in a while, it was becoming increasingly clear that I must live with that. The paradox of our situation could not be harder to understand. After what seemed like a very emotional day for the two of us, reconnecting as a couple for the first time in months, what was I to make of her hopping in the shower with him as soon as we returned?

      Here’s the weird part. While I was standing there, thinking of them in the shower, my cock was hard as a fucking rock, rigid with pure arousal! I kept thinking I didn’t want her to do that, though when she did, I quivered with an internal excitement.

      Who knew? I needed to look into this cuckold stuff more. All I knew at this moment was how excited I became every time I thought about them being together.

      Amber interrupted my inner monologue, coming up behind me, putting her arms around in a friendship-only hug. “Thanks for setting up the dinner,” she said, giving me a little pat on the rear outside of Dean’s view. Presumably to let me know nothing had changed from our earlier discussions.

      As if some kind of switch went off in my head, I suddenly got it! Nothing HAD changed! The sex and love became disconnected in that moment. I knew she loved me, would come back to live in our house after the weekend was over, but Mr. Big Dick was here now. That massive cock gave her orgasms… unlike anything I’ve ever given her. Why shouldn’t I let her have this pleasure?

      Suddenly, the prospect of watching her railed by Dean and his Big Dick became the most erotic thing I could imagine. And if she was serious about the possibility of two at a time… Oh yes… we were going to have some fun tonight!
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      Still, as she let go of me, walking back to Dean, what was I to make of this woman I loved so much? Despite the confusing signals, I had to come to terms with our future.

      None of that mattered anymore. She was ready for more fun. And surprisingly, so was I. Sharing my new hotwife with her well-endowed ‘friend with benefits’ had me already hard as stone. Her ‘cuckold’ was ready to watch her get hammered by this big dick client, knowing she was ready for it as well. I needed to let her know how important her pleasure was to me.

      I leaned over to whisper in her ear, hoping this would not expose our secret, but I had to say it. “I want you to let go tonight, my love. Do whatever you want. I will be here. If you want me to go to another room, I’ll do that. If you want me to be the second, I would love that. I just want you to let that kinky side fly…”

      Her startled expression made me smile. Without allowing her to respond, I turned toward Dean, welcoming him to sit down, thanking him for the dinner. “I am starving. That view from the Peak is spectacular, wasn’t it, Amy?” I still felt compelled to use the name she had given Dean.

      She smiled at me. “Yes, it was. Though I enjoyed the hike through the forest the most…”

      Then she did something I didn’t understand. She winked at Dean. What am I missing?

      She never explained as we ate, describing the beauty of the view and the trail. Dean had apparently only been up there once. ‘Not a fan of heights,’ he told us. He was curious about how often either of us hiked. We ate and finished before that discussion was over. Both Amber and I really loved to hike.

      Dean stood, gathering some of the dirty dishes, putting them in the sink. “We can clean up later,” he said. “I have other cleaning up in mind.”

      Amber giggled, clearly understanding his reference, then jumped up, following his lead to clean the table. I just sat there, watching them. As they moved around, their bodies frequently touched, lending a sensual air to the mundane cleaning task.

      I didn’t dare stand up. My sweatpants were tenting in front of me! Maybe there’s something to this cuckold business after all.

      After their shower together, my wife had put on a tank top, without a bra, of course, and a pair of sweatpants that hugged her hips like someone had painted them on. Those nipples had captured my eyes, sticking out hard and proud throughout dinner, especially whenever Dean made one of his endless line of sexual innuendos. She always giggled, and those nips seemed to flair out of her tank top. It was quite difficult not to reach around, grabbing a hold of them. So tempting!

      Dean wasn’t interested in waiting any longer. He reached over, grabbing the sides of the tank top; his intentions were obvious. Amber didn’t hesitate, lifting her arms. The tank top flew across the room, her fantastic breasts bouncing. Dean’s massive hands went straight for the target. Amber groaned as his paws engulfed her mounds, rolling the nipples in his fingers.

      Since I promised both of us to become more active this round, I looked at the two in front of me. “Why don’t we go to the bedroom? I think you’d be more comfortable there.”

      Dean looked at me… like that look of before. Something was different. I didn’t quite get it. He chuckled softly, moving around to Amber’s side of the table. Lifting her easily to rest her stomach over his shoulders, like a large bag of grain. He ripped her sweatpants down. Clearly no panties there, I chuckled to myself. Amber pretended to struggle, wanting to be let down. Dean and I knew better.

      He started massaging her ass cheeks, pointing her at me. “Is this the finest ass you have ever seen?”

      “No question,” I replied, laughing, hopping up, joining in the massage as my wife squirmed. Treating her like an object to be discussed and used had her dripping arousal down her leg. Go figure?!

      I didn’t stop there. Her entire lower half was up for grabs. My hands flowed across her legs, her ass, her vaginal lips, already glistening with arousal.

      I pulled her ass cheeks apart, exposing both openings to our gazes. Amber could not stop giggling, even though I knew the giggling was not from humor. The arousal was now gushing out of her. She had been fantasizing about this for many years. Her dream of two men at once was finally coming true.
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        * * *

      

      Dean carried her to the bedroom over his shoulder. She giggled more, continuing to pretend her resistance. On the way there, my hands were all over her, tickling, caressing, massaging. My wife has very sensitive feet. Whenever I could, her feet became fair game while my other hand played with her sex. This drove her crazy, but it only lasted a few moments before Dean flung her on the bed.

      Her face was flush with arousal. I don’t know what it was, but this was some other level of desire. Maybe it was in her eyes… the red tone of her face… or the glistening moisture that flowed from her sex. This woman was ready to be fucked. And I wanted to be the one to do it!

      The mystery of it filled me. Where had this woman been the last eight years of our marriage? All this desire and need…

      I finally had to admit to myself. It wasn’t a revelation for her at all. It was mine. As I stared at her hungry eyes, I finally understood. She had always been like this. I just never paid attention until this weekend.

      “Go get her, Big Guy,” I laughed, tapping him on the shoulder. “I’m going to sit over here and enjoy watching.”

      Amber gasped at my words, thinking I was gonna hop right on the bed with him. And I would, I thought to myself, but first, I wanted her to let go, get railed by this cock and the pleasure it gave her.

      I then discovered what he meant by cleaning. Last night, he jumped on her, pushing his cock in aggressively before anything else. This time, he was more interested in using the tongue. His face drove into her crotch as Amber screeched in surprise.

      I was sure glad she had taken a shower. Otherwise, it would have surprised him when my cream cascaded onto his tongue.

      Her screeching didn’t last long. Soon, his expert tongue was driving her crazy once again. Her moans filled the room as I watched him licking her aggressively.

      Repeatedly, as she moaned at his growing control of her body, Amber looked at me. Those eyes said it all. I had never felt such love. I still couldn’t believe I missed this all these years. She loves this stuff! Her release caused her to grab his head, wailing as the pleasure washed through her, screaming “yes… yes…”

      After that release, I couldn’t resist hopping off the chair, driving my cock down her throat. She sucked on me like an industrial vacuum, then licked and pleasured me as if this was the tastiest thing ever to be in her mouth.

      Dean’s eyes were on me, while she loved on my cock. He didn’t want to wait any longer, getting up on his knees. He pulled her back on his thighs, positioning her hips so he could pull her onto him; savagely pushing back inside.

      If I thought she liked the earlier snack, this was the complete meal! Even more than last night. She seemed more relaxed, more open to enjoy what was happening. And I guess she was. I had not only given her permission to let go, but she no longer had to maintain the façade of punishment she had maintained last night. This time around, it was all about our mutual pleasure.

      Once the cumming began, it never seemed to stop. The man with the Big Dick brought his full command to bear once again. She would cum on his pounding into her, then he would cycle just like last night, slowing a bit, then restarting until she would blast off again. I had to pull out of her mouth a couple times because she shook so much; I was afraid she’d bite my cock off!

      This is when it got… let’s call it… different. Before he came, Dean pulled out, signaling me to replace him. I was happy to; pulling out of her mouth to whimpering protests.

      I came around to plunge inside, lying fully on top of her. This would not be the gentle approach she was used to from me. Not today. If she wanted rough, I could do that.

      Compared to Dean, she probably didn’t even feel me, but she moaned as I entered. That was a good sign, I guess. Our lips found their own passion, resuming our contact from before, but my hips… I took it to her. Pounding away! She gasped, then moaned, surprised at both my pace and forcefulness.

      I had never done this before, always worried I would hurt her. All those reservations disappeared! As I pounded away, some silly movie line kept popping into my head. ‘I’m gonna fuck this bitch six ways from Sunday.’
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      At first, she reacted stiffly to my unexpected actions, but as our lips brought her closer, she simply let go, wrapping her legs around my hips, matching my thrusts with her own aggressive push. Her lips, pressing against mine, accented the passion.

      We were off in another world of pleasure, as if Dean was no longer in the room. Her arms wrapped around, holding me tighter. The blast that came out of her shook us both, filling my heart with such joy I couldn’t help it, following her release with my own. We held onto each other as the sensation filtered through, both realizing what had happened.

      Dean chuckled from the side, breaking the spell. “That was sure fun to watch. I can see why you like that so much.”

      I rolled off my wife, onto the side away from Dean, cuddling close to her. Her eyes were still closed from the stream of cumming that had left her barely able to move. Dean came over, finding his own space on the other side. Amber kept looking back and forth between us, like she couldn’t believe this actually happened.

      We laid there, stroking her body softly. She moved her head between us, kissing each as our hands flowed over her, our mouths finding her nipples. I couldn’t believe it! Only a few minutes had gone by and I was already hardening for another go.

      Dean levered himself up on his elbow, looking at me. “I think she’s ready to go all the way, don’t you?” I wasn’t sure what he meant, but nodded. I was game for whatever he had in mind. “How about you, babe? Ready for the full treatment?”

      “I have been ready for a long time,” she whispered. She spoke to Dean, but her eyes were locked on me.

      I nodded acceptance of her choice, my cock lurching up another hardness level. Dean had no such troubles, already stiff, pressing against her hips. She reached down, stroking our rods, making sure we both knew this was what she wanted. It did not take me long to fully join my friend, responding to her touch.

      Dean laid next to her on his back, providing hands to help her get on top. She knew what he wanted, impaling herself on his rod. That huge log filled every available crevice of her opening.

      I thought about joining in the fun, but first, I wanted to watch my wife pleasure herself. I hopped up, standing behind her sex, watching that log open Amber wider than I thought possible.

      What a sight that was! Her groan seemed as if from pain, but I knew it was the exact opposite. She was using Dean’s shaft for her own purposes, overflowing with pleasure as he pounded upward. She pushed her hips down to match.

      A whimpering of pure pleasure filled her throat. The warm heat of her release expanded through her body like an unstoppable flood. She shuddered with its power. Every nerve became a live wire as she shrieked, bucking against this rod, giving her all he had. She collapsed on his chest, panting. Her eyes seemed unfocused, as if her mind was in some other place.

      Dean thought it was time. He reached around her, holding her tight against his body, rubbing her back. This touch of softness had her moaning again as he continued moving inside her.

      He pointed to the nightstand. There it is. The lube! Dunce me finally figured out what the full treatment was.

      I reached over, lathered my cock up, getting on the bed. Dean gripped her tightly against him again, as I dripped the cool liquid on her rear bud. THAT got her attention, whimpering against his hold, but she made no move to object.

      My cock pressed against the opening, slowly pushing inward. She came off his chest, fighting his grip at first, then settled down as my cockhead breached the tight sphincter. Now the groaning began as I pushed further in. First an inch, then pulling back, then another inch further in, until my balls scraped across his rod. I could feel him inside her!

      Dean and I moved together, alternating our thrusts as she moaned. Soon, we were pounding away, just like we had done individually, only this time coordinating together.

      This movement boiled the essence of everything she was into an intense orgasm, her entire body shaking against our plunging. Cries of ‘fuck… yes… oh god…’ kept pouring out as another orgasm flashed through.

      I couldn’t believe I was lasting this long. Maybe it was because all my concentration was on maintaining this awkward position while coordinating with my partner.

      His pace changed, just like he had every other time I had watched him, beginning his patented ‘slow, then faster’ cycle of pleasure. We used those holes until she came repeatedly, whimpering as each blast would consume her, only to start again.

      She was shivering now, each release finding another untouched crevice. I don’t know how I could tell, but I knew she was near the end, unable to continue. Probably the sweat pouring down her face. Dean knew it too, nodding his head at me.

      We both pounded into her, relentless, seeking only our own pleasure. She cried out as if a firecracker had been lit inside, a full-throated scream as first me, then Dean, left our own contribution to her mess below. That last release cascaded through her core, gripped every muscle of her body, throbbing around our shafts as she whimpered, collapsing onto Dean’s chest.

      My wife had no more to give. I looked over at the clock. She had been filled with cock, one way or the other, for the better part of three hours.

      We both pulled out, Dean rolling on his side. I got up, walking into the bathroom, throwing a warm washcloth to do himself, then wiped my wife. The cum and her own juices were everywhere!

      Even touching her tender sex did not rouse her. She was gone. And so were we. I thought for a moment of going back to the guest room, then decided not. I would stay. The bed was plenty big for three.
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      The next morning, I woke up with Amber buried in my arms. Dean was nowhere to be found. I got up, slipping on my T-shirt and sweatpants, walking out to the kitchen. There he was, sitting next to a fresh pot of coffee, staring at his phone.

      “Getting kind of cozy with my friend,” he teased, pretending to be angry.

      I didn’t know what to say, not wanting to anger my biggest client. “Sorry, just sleeping. It happens.”

      “Enough of the bullshit, Ken,” he chuckled. “I know she’s your wife, have known it all along. I saw her picture on your office desk.”

      I stepped back. The shocked look on my face made him laugh even harder. What the fuck? He knew?

      “All that bullshit about friends with benefits and multiple sessions was just something Amber and I worked up to screw with you. You’re a great salesman, my friend, but you’re an uptight prick with your wife. I can’t believe some of the things she told me about you.”

      “You’re… you never…”

      He laughed again, enjoying my confusion. “Yes, we had a one-night-stand a couple of months ago. I caught her at a bar, feeling low about having left you, needed some comfort. The next week, I visited your offices for the team meeting… early November, I think.” I nodded, remembering the visit.

      “I’m just surprised you didn’t notice the shocked look on my face when I saw her picture on your desk. Fuck… I thought you were going to call me out right there. I’m really sorry, didn’t know who she was back then.”

      I was getting a little angry by then, feeling a little played… by them both. “She was just another fish in the sea, was that it?”

      “Come on, bud, that’s just locker room talk. It’s always been bullshit. I’m probably the loneliest guy you know. I might occasionally score at a bar or something, like with Amber, but it’s rare. Before her, it had been three months since I had a date.”

      I couldn’t believe it. My ‘pussy-hound’ friend was nothing but a fraud. “Why the weekend? And having her come here?”

      “That was all her idea. I was willing to go along, but it was mainly about you. She wanted to get back together, but didn’t want it to be the way you were before. She thought a little shock therapy might work. I was game for another piece of… sorry, man. Didn’t mean any disrespect.”

      The comic quality of it all seeped into my brain. Once I started laughing, I couldn’t stop. Dean soon joined in. The absurdity of it all wouldn’t allow us to stop.

      When we couldn’t laugh anymore, he stood up, giving me a hug. “Look, man. I know you love her, and she sure as fuck loves you. But that gal loves to fuck. No question there. You need to take care of her needs before it’s too late.”

      I nodded my understanding. That realization had occurred to me as well. “What about all the other times? Were they all fake too?”

      “Well, some… She slept with me. We made it overnight… once. The way she kept yelling when she came was kind of a turnoff. Who does that? I figured it out later. She was getting your attention.”

      “What about the shower? You were in there for an hour.”

      “She took a shower all right, but I read a book and… okay… I asked her to dress in front of me. She has such a lush body, I couldn’t resist. Sorry… Scout’s honor, I never touched her in the bedroom.”

      I couldn’t believe it, but now that I had time to think about it, was glad it had happened just this way. All the pressure from this perceived super-lover, no matter how pretend it was, had pushed me to make the right choice for my wife and our relationship.

      “Just so you know, in case there’s any doubt,” Dean said. “I have no interest in taking your wife away from you. She loves you way too much for that. But… if you are ever interested in a repeat weekend, or just a one-nighter, I’m your man. This may have been the hottest fucking thing I have ever done.”

      “What was the hottest thing?” Amber said, walking into the room, dressed in her tank-top and sweatpants.

      “Dean told me the entire plot, about your deal, about the fake sessions…”

      Amber didn’t even flinch, smiling at me. “It was all for you, babe. You needed to break out of that corporate shell you had erected. Hard as steel. I just couldn’t break through it. My leaving, the refusal to talk, the weekend… Only the one-night stand with Dean wasn’t. I was just lonely that night, worried you would never come around.”

      She walked over to sit on my lap. “You’re not mad?”

      “I should be… especially that fucking shower. You had me totally confused at that point.”

      “No, I think you’re wrong there. You were still trying to work the angle. When you refused to admit I was your wife when we returned from the hike, I understood you were still on the edge. I needed to push you over.”

      I shook my head, admitting she was right about everything. “When could I ever stay mad at you, Amber? I’m just sorry about how badly I screwed up our marriage. THAT will never happen again.”

      Her arms flew around me, her lips finding mine. We necked in front of Dean for some time before breaking off. Then, she looked at me… at Dean. That mischievous grin was back. Oh fuck, what now?

      “What about playing with Dean regularly?” she asked. “You’d enjoy that, wouldn’t you?” She dropped to her knees, crawling across to Dean, taking his cock out of his pajama bottoms, licking the shaft. “I’d like that,” before burying it down her throat.

      My eyes caught Dean’s. We both roared with laughter.

      “Told ya,” he chuckled. “This one loves to fuck.”

      “Okay… okay… we can try it,” I finally admitted.

      “How about now?” She whispered.

      Why not? Dean was right. This one really did like to fuck. Maybe her having a friend with benefits wasn’t such a bad idea after all.
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        Click here to get the next book in the series.

      

        

      
        A GK Grayson Wife Swapping/BDSM Story

      

        

      
        When my wife, Mary, left for her annual 4-day business conference in Las Vegas, I accepted an invitation to vacation with my best friend Dale and his wife at their cabin on the lake.

      

        

      
        To my surprise, when I arrived at the cabin, only Dale's gorgeous wife, Ashley, greeted me at the door. Dale was on the plane to Vegas with Mary.

      

        

      
        My wife wanted to spice up our dull sex life and had conspired with Dale and Ashley to move us in a new direction. After my initial explosion of anger and jealousy, what followed was an exploration of wife swapping, BDSM, love, and finding what we all needed.

      

        

      
        Our marriages would not be dull much longer.
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        Click here to sign up for the mailing list.
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        GK Grayson specializes in hotwife and soft cuckold erotica, with a focus on power exchange relationships. He likes writing about women that own their sexuality and couples that explore new sensual experiences, because he admires the courage they display in taking these actions.

      

        

      
        His writing career started when the muse hit him in 2014. Now, with 80-plus books and novellas, his writing is still going strong. He believes that all erotica needs to be anchored in the reality of the life the couple is sharing with each other. That informs every decision about plot and character.

      

        

      
        You can find him online at my website: oakviewpublishing.com

      

        

      
        He is also on: TWITTER, MEDIUM, FACEBOOK, and GOODREADS. All under the tag: gkgrayson.

      

        

      
        You are welcome to email me at gk@oakviewpublishing.com.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also by GK Grayson

          

        

      

    

    
      Try these other books from GK Grayson.

      
        
          
            [image: Navy Hotwife]
          
        

      

      
        
        THE NAVY HOTWIFE SERIES

        Being in the Navy is a fulfilling yet demanding life, especially for married crew members who struggle to endure the arduous separations. The excitement of echoing footsteps on the gangway and the smell of saltwater lingering in the air does not erase the tearful goodbyes on the dock, nor the feeling of emptiness in their hearts as they face a long deployment.

      

        

      
        Join us in our NAVY HOTWIFE series, where we explore five couples and how they find new ways to survive the demands of this life they have chosen.

      

        

      
        Can these unique arrangements be the answer for each couple? Or will the competing pulls of separation and desire destroy them like so many others?

      

        

      
        Check out these titles in the NAVY HOTWIFE series (of the planned six volumes):

        Navy Hotwife: Angela (Book 1)

        Navy Hotwife: Lynn (Book 2)

        Navy Hotwife: Isabella (Book 3)

        Navy Hotwife: Carissa (Book 4)

        Navy Hotwife: Miko (Book 5)
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        WATCHING MORGAN:

        CUCKOLDED BY MY BEST FRIENDS

      

      

      
        
        Morgan and Zachary, inseparable friends since their childhood days, find their relationship evolving beyond the platonic as they navigate the tumultuous waters of adulthood. Their love for each other grew stronger. Yet, Morgan was afraid if they allowed the relationship to become intimate, it would ruin what they had as best friends.

      

        

      
        Their bond faced its ultimate test when Morgan introduces an unconventional element, inviting Zachary into a realm where voyeurism and desire intertwine, letting him watch her with her boyfriends, while never allowing their own friendship to develop into anything more.

      

        

      
        Later, when Zachary gets married, a revelation from his past with Morgan sets the stage for a complex exploration of love, lust, and loyalty. His wife, Kimiko, intrigued and perhaps enticed by the unconventional paths her husband and Morgan have traversed, contemplates whether such an arrangement might also liberate her own desires.

      

        

      
        Zachary now stands at a crossroads, confronted with the possibility of embracing the role of cuckold once more, but this time with his wife and not just his best friend. Can he relinquish control and accept watching his wife with another man? Or will this bold exploration unravel the fabric of their intimacy?

        Watching Morgan: Cuckolded by my Best Friend
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        THE EVOLUTION OF MARRIAGE | SEASON TWO

        These couples know that something needs to change in their relationship. They want to push away their ‘late married blues’ and dull sex lives to find a fresh path. These efforts often involve risk and emotional turmoil, but each couple finds themselves unable to resist the tug of desire as their marriage evolves into their own unique journey. In Season 2, we find unexpected paths, kinks long hidden, and desires waiting to be unleashed.  This 6-book series examines these different paths. Even though the route is unique for each, the results remain explosively erotic!

      

        

      
        Check out these titles in The Evolution of Marriage | Season Two.

        My Wife Meets Her Bull at the Country Bar

        My Wife Listens to a Different Melody With Him

        My Sizzling Barbecue

        The Basketball Player and the Hotwife

        My Husband Has His Cherry Popped

        Whose Reunion Is It Anyway?
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        ONE MORE SECOND CHANCE: THE WISHING FAERY CHRONICLES

      

        

      
        A brand new erotic urban fantasy franchise from two of ACHE's best-selling authors begins...

        In “The Wishing Faery Chronicles,” love, temptation, and the allure of second chances intertwine in a magical journey. Jonah and Marla, bound by a 30-plus year marriage, confront the weight of past regrets. Jonah’s success as a lawyer and absences from the family have left Marla feeling isolated, despite her own thriving career. When the couple are presented with the extraordinary opportunity to revisit their past, they find themselves caught in a whirlwind of old flames, unfulfilled desires, and hidden regrets. This magical twist of fate presents them with the chance to live a life without regrets. But they soon discover even wishes come with a cost. Embark on a mesmerizing journey where the lines between fantasy and reality blur, revealing profound truths. Witness the resilience of love as it navigates life’s unpredictable turns, proving that even amidst challenges, true bonds only grow stronger. Dive deep into “One More Second Chance,” an adult urban fantasy that will keep you turning the pages all night long. One More Second Chance features explicit scenes of an adult nature, with wife-sharing and domination themes.

        One More Second Chance: The Wishing Faery Chronicles

        A Second Bite at the Cherry: The Wishing Faery Chronicles
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        THE HOTWIFE KEY PARTY: ROWAN: Parker and Rowan had been experimenting with the hotwife lifestyle for over a year. Then they get a mysterious invite to a party in Malibu. All expenses paid to ‘satisfy unfulfilled fantasies.’ Neither of them were sure what that meant, but a close friend assured them the invitation was genuine.

      

        

      
        Enter 'Casa Del Grande Toro', a celebrity villa perched high on the bluffs above the Pacific Coast Highway. Here, they find a glamourous array of hotwives, sexy husbands and an eccentric collection of handsome and hunky single strangers.

      

        

      
        What Rowan and Parker don't know is that they've been drawn into a secret celebrity sex club, a hedonistic society exploring everything erotic. When their mysterious hosts draw out keys in the fashion of the fabled swinging key parties, they must decide how far they are willing to go.

        The Hotwife Key Party: Rowan
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        GK GRAYSON

        (Hotwife/Cuckold/Multi-Kink)

        Being Set Free (series)

        BigPlay (series)

        Bree Likes to Play (series)

        Brynn’s Need (series)

        Catching a Big One (series)

        Chasing Pleasure: An Erotic Collection

        Finding My Inner Hotwife (3-Book Bundle)

        Haunted for Pleasure

        His Cuckold Craving

        His Wife Wants to be Shared

        Hotwife Surprise (series)

        Invited to Paradise

        Loving My Best Friend’s Wife

        Mentor (series)

        My Hotwife Inside

        My Professor Taught Me What Hotwife Meant

        My Wild Girlfriend

        Navy Hotwife (series)

        Nikki’s Desire (series)

        Our Celtic Awakening: Flynn’s Journey

        (Co-authored with Peter G Johnson)

        Page Becomes a Hotwife (series)

        Reliving My Story

        Riley: The Hitchhiker (series)

        Seduced By My Client

        Stacy Emerges (series)

        Talia’s Hotwife Adventures (series)

        The Evolution of Marriage | Season One (series)

        The Evolution of Marriage | Season Two (series)

        The Hotwife Key Party: Rowan

        The New Employee is a Big Deal

        Unleashed

        Watching Morgan

        What Beth Wants (series)

        The Wishing Faery Chronicles (series)

      

        

      
        JORDAN SMITHSON

        (BDSM/Hard Cuckold/

        Whatever Else Comes to Mind)

        Bianca’s Private Reserve series

        Finding What We Need

        Flying Wild at the Players’ Club (series)

        Given to the Doms

        His Cuckold Life (series)

        How My Wife Learned to Love Rugby

        Kelly’s Training (series)

        Learning About My Husband… and Me

        Macy Takes Control (series)

        Officer on the Scene

        On Display For Him

        Rapture at the Supper Club

        She Needed Him

        Supplying What She Needs

        Taken at the Fraternity Party

        The Joy of Submission (series)
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        Capturing Her Dreams
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