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Chapter 1

I’d carried three boxes of groceries the long way around by the time I figured out there was a shortcut to the kitchen by heading through the trees. This log cabin was huge. Three stories high with windows and balconies everywhere. One whole wall of the main living room was glass. The view looked out over Lake Cushman. We were high up on the mountain and surrounded by towering trees. The scent of pine filled the fresh air. This would be home for me, my wife, Emma, and four of our friends for the next two weeks.

Bobby won the tickets for this impromptu getaway by having the highest commissions last month. He very thoughtfully invited all of us. I'm his best friend so of course he invited me and Emma. We were grateful, but then he went and invited Darcy and John too. John is Darcy’s new boyfriend, and we don't know him, but we know her. She and Emma were best friends growing up but drifted apart. Now I get a weird vibe from her. Emma tells me it's my imagination.

I trudged over the mossy lawn and circled around to the kitchen. It was already growing dark: the winter solstice was only a few days ago and the forest around us was hundreds of feet high. The lights were on inside the cabin and as I passed a small window, I heard Darcy speaking to Tammy. I slowed to eavesdrop.

“I can't believe Bobby invited Emma and her husband,” Darcy complained. “I can't stand her.”

“What's wrong with Emma?” Tammy asked. “I thought you guys were friends.”

“We used to be. Best friends. Back in high school. But then she fucked me over.”

“What did she do?”

“She stole my boyfriend from me. Alex was the hottest guy in school. He was so into me. Then Emma came around and it was like I didn't exist.”

“Best friend betrayal is the worst,” Tammy said.

“Right? Fucking bitch.”

The weight of the box hurt my fingers, but there was no way I would interrupt this conversation.

“What did she do? Did she throw herself at him?” Tammy asked.

“No, nothing like that. She stopped by my house to help me with my homework. Alex was there. We were making out. He saw Emma and started talking to her and the next thing I know is he’s not calling me anymore.”

“Wait. So, she didn't actually do anything to steal him from you?”

“Yes, she did. She knew he was visiting when she stopped by my house. She knows how guys get around her. She probably came there to steal him.”

“She came there to help you with your homework. You said so yourself.”

“That was just her excuse.”

“I don't know, Darcy. That seems kind of weak. We are going to agree to disagree on this one.”

“She knows every guy finds her attractive. She's complained a million times about how annoying it is. She says she had no idea Alex was over, but she’s lying. I know she is.”

Darcy was right about one thing at least. Every man does find my wife attractive. A lot of women do too. She's cute, and she has a nice body, but it's her awkward personality that instantly wins people over. On top of that, she's vulnerable and approachable. People just take an instant liking.

“You’re blaming Emma for something she can't control,” Tammy said.

“Stop taking her side. I thought you were my friend.”

“I am, but I think you're wrong this time. Besides, why do you still care? You have John now, and he's smoking hot. You got a better boyfriend than Alex. John is gorgeous.”

“John is just a hired gun. He's not my boyfriend. I invited him for one reason.”

“What?”

“Revenge.”

“Revenge? Against Emma? Why?”

“I told you already. She stole my boyfriend.”

Tammy rolled her eyes and threw her hands in the air.

“You're being ridiculous, Darcy. That was a long time ago. You should get over it. Emma didn't do anything wrong. Sounds to me like Alex just moved on. What kind of revenge are you planning?”

Darcy cackled an evil laugh.

“I'm going to ruin Emma's marriage to Jordan.”

“What?”

I was suddenly a thousand times more interested in what Darcy had to say.

“I am,” Darcy said. “You mentioned how hot John is. He’s a cam guy. He makes his own porn and has like two hundred thousand subscribers. People pay to see his big fat dick fuck hot babes and he owes me a favor. I’m guessing two weeks in this cabin will be enough to seduce Emma. I'll make sure Jordan discovers the affair and divorces her ass.”

“Darcy, that's terrible. I can't believe you would do that.”

“Fuck Emma and her perfect storybook existence. Everything's gone wrong for me since I lost Alex. Emma has sailed through life. She has an amazing job, an amazing husband, and tons of good friends. She needs to get a taste of my world. She needs to learn what she did to me.”

“She won't cheat on Jordan. She loves her husband. I've seen how they are together. It will take more than a hot stud with a big cock.”

“No, it won't. You forget Emma and I used to be best friends. We had no secrets from each other. I know all her weaknesses. She is not as innocent as everyone believes. I know things about her that even her husband doesn't know. She'll find John irresistible. I know what she fantasizes about. Once she learns what he's packing, she will be all over the man.”

“She won't.”

“She will,” Darcy insisted. “Would you like to make a bet?”

“I’m happy to take your money.”

“I'm warning you; Emma is not who you think she is. Not the real Emma.”

“So you say. How much are we betting? Let's make it enough to hurt.”

“Sounds good to me. How about five hundred dollars?”

“You're on. Easy money.”

Darcy laughed again.

“You don't know her like I do,” she said.

The women shook hands and then left the kitchen. I stepped back from the window. I must admit I was intrigued. I had faith in Emma, but Darcy's revelations caught me by surprise. I was curious. Was Darcy right about my wife?

I decided not to run to Emma and reveal Darcy's plan. There was no harm in waiting to see what developed. I could always step in at the last minute to prevent anything from happening that shouldn't. I was sure Emma would remain faithful, but was I right? It made sense that Darcy would know my wife better in some ways than I did. Like most couples, Emma and I never discussed previous lovers or relationships. I knew how to please her in bed, but that was all years of trial and error. That’s the shit you learn while you're dating. My wife and I had never even had a conversation about fantasies or what turns us on. Our relationship just kind of organically grew. Darcy’s comments had me wondering.


Chapter 2

I turned into a cat.

Outwardly, I looked calm and relaxed. On the inside, I was on high alert. I paid close attention to everything Emma or John said, but especially if they said those things to each other. The man was about an inch taller than me but about forty pounds heavier. It was obvious he worked out frequently. I was surprised to find myself curious about what was hidden in his pants.

I found out the next evening after dinner.

We all decided to hit the sauna. There was only one large room for changing into your swimsuit, unless we all wanted to run back to our individual bedrooms, which is what I suggested. Darcy overruled me.

“We are all adults here,” she said. “We've all seen plenty of naked bodies.”

Of course, I knew what her game was, and so did Tammy. I angled myself so I could keep an eye on Emma and John at the same time. I smiled when I saw Darcy and Tammy do the same. My wife turned her back like the rest of us and I was surprised to see John turn his back too. I expected him to show off.

Bobby is tall and skinny, and Tammy is short and chubby. They are so cute together. Although I viewed Darcy as an adversary now, I was forced to admit she has fantastic tits: nice and big and full. Everybody hurried to get out of their street clothes and into their swimsuits. Darcy partially turned, intentionally giving anyone that wanted to see a nice view of her breasts. She was clearly proud of them and had every reason to be. I admit I took a long hard stare. She was the first to get her swimsuit in place, although she tied it loosely, exposing plenty of skin. Bobby and Tammy were next, laughing and holding hands as they eased the heavy door open and stepped into the foggy room.

“Oh my God, this feels great,” I heard Tammy mutter.

“I love the eucalyptus smell,” Bobby added.

Emma kept her back turned and tied her modest bikini in place. John and I got our swimming trunks situated and entered the large, tiled room. He sat next to Darcy. I sat next to Emma.

“I'm sensing a weird vibe,” Emma announced. “Is anyone else picking up on that? Or is it all me?”

“No, I sense it too,” I said.

“Maybe we're all just tense because we haven't seen each other in so long,” Bobby said.

“Or maybe it’s because we’re all naked,” Tammy said.

“Maybe,” Darcy agreed. “But that just means we need wine. I have a box chilling in the fridge. I’ll go get it.”

She rose from her seat, parting steam like Noah. Her bikini, already soaked, clung to her like a coat of paint. Her stiff nipples poked sexy nubs in her top. We all gawked.

“John?” she said. “Will you come along and help me? The box is heavy. We need plastic cups too.”

“No problem, babe,” he said.

It was his turn to rise from the tiled step and his swim trunks behaved just like her bikini, wet suction gluing the thin fabric around his hips, revealing the outline of a long thick tube topped by a helmet head. We saw the outline of his large scrotum. I stared for only a second, quickly transferring my stare to Emma. She noticed but immediately transferred her gaze to the wooden floor. I kept my eye on her. John took a step lower, and my wife's eyes came up again, not to his face and not to his muscular torso, but straight at his crotch. He reached the floor and followed Darcy into the kitchen. Bobby and Tammy were so into each other they missed John’s departure. I pretended to be interested in the hair on my forearm. Emma thought several times about making a comment but chose not to.

I found myself wondering if a seed had been planted. She'd seen his face. Now she'd seen his body and even his cock. If Darcy is correct about my wife, a countdown had begun.

“We should be careful with how much wine we drink,” I said. “We both have empty stomachs.”

“That's true,” Emma replied, distracted.

Realization hit me like a ton of bricks. It's funny. You meet someone and it's like that person started to exist the moment you met them. I've listened to her childhood stories over the years, but I've put very little thought into who she was before I met her. All my attention has been on her from that first day until now. She had decades of history before me. She had more history without me than with me. What I knew of her was a small percentage of her total.

“Darcy's boyfriend is buff,” Bobby said. “I wish I had muscles like that.”

“I'm glad you don't,” Tammy said. “I like you skinny, my sweet little nerd.”

They kissed.

“You look good skinny,” Emma said. “Not every man needs to be muscular.”

Darcy and John returned. John carried a large box of wine and Darcy carried a stack of red plastic cups. John sat the box on the highest step and Darcy began filling cups. John handed them out. I discreetly watched and noticed John brushing his finger against Emma's hand as he gave her a cup of wine. They fumbled the drink a little bit.

“Sorry,” Emma apologized. “As usual, I'm a total klutz.”

“My fault,” John muttered. “I shouldn't have been staring at your pretty eyes. What color are they?”

“Gray.”

“So rare. Lovely.”

“I'm glad you think so.”

My ears perked up. Now that I knew about Emma's slutty past, and her weakness for guys like John, caring about what he thought of her carried more weight. Darcy and John took their seats again. They sat close, continuing the charade that he was her boyfriend. I noticed Darcy watching each of us closely, eyes darting from face to face. We drank her tasty wine, and it loosened our tongues. Soon everyone was getting to know each other better. I found myself enjoying John's company almost against my will. I wanted to see him as a threat, a conspirator and enemy, but he was charming, intelligent, and funny. Darcy had chosen well. Emma looked more smitten than me, laughing at his comments, and maintaining constant eye-contact. Darcy looked smug. I'm sure she was pleased with herself for how things were going. She had obviously chosen the right man. The sauna continued to fill with steam, cutting visibility, turning the air thick.


Chapter 3

About thirty minutes later, I started to feel lightheaded. Emma's expression said the same thing was happening to her. I blamed it on the wine and our empty stomachs. Bobby and Tammy excused themselves, announcing they were sleepy and headed to bed. After they were gone, I asked Emma if she was ready for bed, but Darcy interjected.

“No, stay with us a little longer. It's important to me that you guys get to know John better.”

Emma agreed before I could respond, blurting that she'd love to get to know John better. Then she blushed.

“Did that sound weird?” she asked. “I feel like that sounded weird.”

Nobody responded. Her question sounded rhetorical. My lightheadedness was quickly growing more pronounced. I felt my skin flush on my face and neck, my ears burn. The same thing was happening to John.

Inexplicably, my penis began to swell.

“My swimsuit is soaked with sweat,” Darcy said. “I get why you are supposed to use a sauna naked. It's gotten so foggy in here, nobody can see anything. Would you all mind if I took off my bathing suit?”

“I've seen you naked a million times,” Emma giggled. “It's fine with me. One more time won't hurt. I imagine the only person who hasn't seen you naked is Jordan, but I'm guessing it's fine with him too.”

I shifted on my tiled step. What the hell was going on with my dick? I hardly paid attention to what they were saying but I sure paid attention when Darcy untied her top and set it aside. Her bottoms went next. The dense steam kept me from seeing details, but the mere idea was exciting.

“When in Rome,” Emma said, sitting next to me.

My wife took off her top too. Her bottoms went next. It had to be the wine. She's not prudish, but the presence of someone she didn't know, like John, would usually be enough to slow her down. Then it occurred to me perhaps it was John's presence she found so encouraging. Regardless, in moments both women were naked.

“That does sound a lot more comfortable,” John agreed.

Through the eucalyptus fog I saw him stand and strip off his shorts. He sat next to Darcy.

“Go ahead, Jordan,” Emma told me. “No sense in being the odd man out. You'll feel awkward being the only one dressed.”

My swelling penis was pinched inside my trunks. I was embarrassed to take it out and let everyone see my condition, especially around John's cannon, but Emma was right. I would feel weird sitting here dressed. I stood up and, like everyone else, shed my bathing suit. I quickly sat down again. Emma shuffled closer and slipped her arm around my waist. My penis rose even higher. My wife noticed.

“What's happening down there?” Emma murmured.

“I don't know,” I whispered. “It started a while ago.”

“What are you guys talking about?” Darcy asked. “I can't even see you through the mist. It's like we're inside a cloud.”

Freed from my trunks, my dick rose unobstructed. Emma wrapped her fingers around me, and I surged even harder.

“Just personal stuff,” my wife answered.

She squeezed my shaft, enjoying how firm I was.

“Can't wait to get you in bed,” she whispered.

“What do you mean by personal stuff?” Darcy asked, chuckling. “Are you trying to tell me Jordan's dick is hard?”

“Now how can you possibly know that?” Emma laughed. “You can't see through this fog.”

“No,” Darcy said, laughing. “I can't. But I spiked John's drink with some Viagra, and then I thought what the hell, it would be fun to spike Jordan’s drink too. How's that working out for you guys?”

“Awesome,” Emma answered, seemingly for us both.

“You drugged me?” I asked, shocked.

“Yeah.”

She giggled. I was conflicted, torn between being dosed without my knowledge and being thrilled I was going to have a rock-hard dick all night. I heard movement from across the room. Suddenly Darcy and John emerged from the mist. Both were naked, but our gaze automatically dropped to John's big erection, curling up from his crotch to reach just beyond his belly button. There was no way to ignore it. You could walk through a strip club and ignore all the breasts in your face, but there is simply no way to ignore an erect penis. The thing looked dark red and angry, like it had been stung by a dozen wasps. If they ever start handing out trophies for masculinity, they will model the statuette on John's cock. I'm kind of big, but John was in a class by himself.

“Wow,” Emma stated, and meant it.

She had a point. He chuckled a little nervously, appropriately embarrassed by his condition and her point-blank attention. He glanced at my dick, now fully erect and looking like a scaled down version of his.

“Thank goodness I'm not the only man with this condition,” he said. “Darcy is such a prankster.”

“Darcy has been wild as long as I've known her,” Emma said. “She used to get me in so much trouble in high school. She once pulled this Viagra trick on our school’s wrestling team right before a meet. Our boys all had bulges in their leotards. It was a huge scandal. They never found out who did it, but they suspected our girl. We got called into the principal's office over and over again.”

Emma was talking fast, nervous as Darcy and John approached. They climbed the big, tiled steps to sit one level above us. Our eyes were even with their knees, which meant if they ever parted their thighs, and they were bound to sooner or later, we would be gazing right up into their privates, a situation, I was beginning to suspect, which Darcy had planned. They sat and, like clockwork, a moment later, both spread their knees. I was staring at Darcy’s shaved pussy and Emma found herself facing John's big pillar of flesh. I respectfully looked away from Darcy, but my wife struggled to take her eyes off John, which almost seemed fair, given that he couldn't take his eyes off of her.

“I thought your hair was black,” he calmly told her. “But close-up I see now it's a rich chocolate brown.”

“It is. I got my hair from my mother. Her maiden name was Hershey. She used to say she gave me Hershey Hair, like the chocolate manufacturing conglomerate.”

“She did?” I asked, surprised. “I’ve never heard that story.”

He might have been talking about her hair, but he was staring at her tits. My wife's breasts are not as big as Darcy’s, but they sit higher and have a nicer shape. The moment froze in time for me. Here we were, the four of us, naked in a sauna. John and I had raging hardons. Everybody acted casually, like this kind of thing happened to us all the time, but it didn't. At least not for me and Emma. John leaned back; upper body braced on his hands behind him and engaged Darcy in quiet conversation. His position seemed to be offering his cock to Emma, without coming right out and offering his cock to Emma. His thick shaft pulsated with his heartbeat.

I tried to ignore it and have a conversation with my woman like John was having with his, but Emma's eyes kept wandering over to look at the thing. I wondered if I should just address her interest head on. Denial and avoidance felt like the better course but maybe that's because I was so intimidated. I took a deep, slow breath, held it for a moment and let it out. I waited to catch her eyes and then bounced my eyebrows.

“What do you think of that?” I asked, indicating his big erection with a slight jerk of my chin.

She instantly understood.

“Impressive," she said, trying, but failing to keep any emotion out of it.

“You look like you want to touch it.”

“I think Darcy would have something to say about that.”

“That's not a denial. Also, maybe your husband has something to say about that as well? You're more worried about what Darcy would say than me?”

We kept our voices low, just like Darcy and John, and neither of them reacted to what Emma and I were saying.

“No, of course not. Your opposition was assumed.”

She looked down at my erection, throbbing like his.

“I see one I am allowed to touch,” she teased.

Maybe it was all the wine. Probably it was all the wine. But I also felt a strange need to stand up for myself. He might be bigger, by a lot, but I had nothing to be ashamed of. Emma showing my cock affection would make a statement. I leaned back, resting my upper body on my hands behind me like John, assuming the same position that seemed to offer Emma my penis. She looked surprised. She glanced at Darcy and John and then back at my dick again.

“Oh my God, Jordan, do you really want me to, you know?”

“Seems a shame to waste it."

“Maybe we should take this back to our room?”

I hesitated. My wife was probably right. None of us had ever done anything sexual in front of the others. This naked sauna was the most outrageous we'd ever been, but we could easily blame that on intoxication. I was about to tell Emma she was correct, but then Darcy did something that tipped the scales.

“I can't take it anymore,” she said, reaching across to grab John's cock. “Sorry, you guys, but this damn thing signals to me like a lighthouse.”

“I thought lighthouses were meant to be avoided,” Emma teased.

“Shut up,” Darcy joked. “I mean look at his thing. How am I supposed to resist a penis like this?”

“You're the jokester that made it hard,” John said. “You did this to yourself.”

“She did it to all of us,” I added.

Emma reached into my lap and grabbed my dick, copying Darcy.

“The problem with catching lions,” my wife said. “Is what do you do with them once you've caught them?”

We all chuckled.

“I know what I'm doing with mine,” Darcy said, moving closer and lowering her head over John's lap.

“Oh, lordy,” Emma gasped.

Her long hair fell down to block our view, but we saw Darcy's head begin to rise and fall. We watched silently for a moment and then Emma lifted her eyes to mine, torn between what she wanted to do and what was proper.

“When in Rome,” I said, repeating her words back to her.

She didn't dive on my cock like I hoped. Instead, she watched Darcy bob up and down for a minute. That frustrated her so she reached up and hooked Darcy's hair behind an ear, giving us a clear view, from below, of his cock sliding in and out of her mouth. The sight sent lightning crackling through me. In an instant, I was ready for Emma to do the same to me.

“Your turn,” I muttered, lifting my hips.

My wife hesitated, like my words caught her by surprise.

“If you insist,” she said.

My wife rose higher on her knees and planted her lips against John’s veiny shaft. Darcy jumped, surprised, but immediately pulled away, quickly guiding Emma’s head and John's dick together, slipping that fat head into Emma's mouth.

My jaw dropped.

Did Emma do it because she's drunk? Was it because she misunderstood what I meant? Or was it because those two things provided the perfect excuse to do what she wanted to do anyway? A protest rose but seemed to take forever to reach my lips. I watched Emma in slow motion as time stood still. She slid her mouth as far down his shaft as she could. His girth stretched her lips like they were made of rubber. She choked but sucked anyway, rising to the head before travelling down his length again.

“Emma!” I exclaimed, finding my voice at last. “What are you doing?”

She made one more trip down and up before pulling her mouth off the man.

“What do you mean?” she said, wiping her slurpy lips with the back of her hand. “You told me to join Darcy.”

“No, I meant for you to do to me what Darcy was doing to John.”

“You told me it was my turn.”

“Yeah, as in your turn on me.”

“Oooooh. Shit. I’m sorry, Baby.”

She said she was sorry, but she didn't move away.

“It's no big deal,” Darcy quickly interjected. “I know John didn't mind.”

“No, I did not,” he chuckled.

“Emma looked like she was having fun,” Darcy continued. “Isn't that right, baby girl? It was just a harmless little blowjob, right?”

My wife opened her mouth to answer and Darcy, laughing, pushed on the back of her head and jammed John's cock back in. My wife's eyes flew wide open, shocked. John laughed too. Emma hardly resisted at all. She acted powerless, hands in the air like there was nothing she could do about Darcy’s move. I saw my wife’s cheeks dent as she got a quick suck in. I reached up and grabbed a handful of her hair, pulling her mouth off of him and guiding her down to my cock. She vacuum-sealed her mouth around me, sucking like the guilt-stricken wife she was. Darcy tried to get back to work on John, but he stopped her.

“It's too hot up here,” he said. “Lie on the floor.”

Darcy moved past us and laid on her back. John got into a sixty-nine position on top of her, sure to place his cock and heavy balls in Emma’s field of view. She noticed right away. I watched my wife suck my hard cock while her eyes were glued to John's stiff meat pumping Darcy’s mouth. What was she thinking?

John was right about it being too hot in here to do much. Emma had me hard as glass, but I was sweating like crazy. Too much, in fact.

“Let's take this to our room,” I suggested. “Get a little more privacy.”

Emma stopped sucking and turned thoughtful, watching John and Darcy, or, more specifically, watching John's thick cock slip in and out.

I got to my feet and helped her stand. We collected our discarded swimsuits and wrapped towels around us.

“Good night, you guys,” I said, holding the heavy door open. “We will see you in the morning. Have fun tonight.”

Emma and I departed, but not before my wife cast a backward glance at John's pulsating dick. I unwrapped my towel and draped it over my arm. There was no point in wearing the thing around my waist. My undying erection lifted the towel like a tent. I looked silly.


Chapter 4

Emma and I fucked like wild animals for hours. I couldn't get enough, and neither could she. My relentless and inexhaustible dick thrilled her.

“I'm going to hit up Darcy for more Viagra,” she moaned. “That shit is awesome.”

I had to agree. I had zero performance anxiety. I felt like such a stud. I admit visions of John's cock in her mouth assailed me, but I kept such thoughts to myself and just fucked her all the harder.

At long last, we collapsed in a sweaty heap. We awoke hours later.

“That,” she mumbled. “That was amazing.”

“We haven't had sex like that since we first started dating.”

“Baby, I love you with all my heart, but we've never had sex like that. You were insatiable. I know the pill helped but come on.”

I laughed and then she did too.

“You might be right,” I admitted. “What do you think was the difference? It can't just be the Viagra.”

“No. Your cast-iron dick was nice but that wasn't the whole story. I think that encounter with Darcy and John in the sauna affected both of us.”

“I still can't believe you sucked his dick.”

“I was just following orders.”

“I did not tell you to do that.”

“It sure sounded that way to me. We were both watching Darcy do her thing and then you told me it was my turn. You can't possibly be upset with me for misunderstanding. Besides, Darcy forced me anyway. Twice.”

“I guess I get the confusion, but seriously, what husband tells his wife to suck another guy's dick? I think you wanted to.”

She chuckled.

“Maybe. Is that bad? He does have an absolutely gorgeous penis. What about you? I saw how you were looking at Darcy's tits. You would have sucked those babies if you thought I was telling you to.”

“She does have a pair of absolutely gorgeous breasts.”

“Shut up. Don't use my words against me.”

“Don't fawn over another man's dick and I won't need to.”

Her stomach rumbled.

“Hungry?” I asked.

“Starved. How many calories did we burn? We fucked for hours.”

I grinned.

“Yeah, that was pretty awesome.”

“Seriously though. That had to be difficult to see. I'm sorry you had to witness me doing that to John.”

I shrugged.

“Let's just put it behind us. We will blame it on too much wine. Let's go down to the kitchen and find something to eat.”

We rolled out of bed. She pulled on a short, light robe, tying it loosely, leaving it more than a little open in front. She was probably still feeling licentious after our sauna encounter. I almost said something but decided to let her have fun. I grabbed a similar robe for myself and slipped my arms in, but my dick was still too horizontal, poking out through the opening.

“He is quite the little soldier,” Emma said.

“While I appreciate the sentiment, Darling, be careful how you throw around that word little.”

“Oops. Sorry. You're right. He is quite the steadfast soldier. Better?”

“Much. Let me throw on some boxer briefs to help hide him.”

I did, and we made our way to the kitchen. Darcy and John must have worked up similar appetites. John was sitting on the kitchen counter dressed only in boxers and eating a Danish. I caught the cinnamon scent in the air. Darcy had her head in the refrigerator. She wore a lacy teddy that hid almost nothing, and see-through mesh panties. I stared for too long, and Emma caught me. She smiled, eyes twinkling as if we now played a game. She released my hand to drift across the kitchen and lean against the counter where John sat, striking up a conversation with the man. His bulging crotch was right in her face. I understood what game we were playing. If I was going to gawk at Darcy, then she was going to flirt with John. Darcy and I made small talk while we filled our arms with snacks. I hurried, eager to get my wife out of the kitchen and away from him. We said goodnight, again, and headed back to our room, quickly shedding our clothes. My penis had begun to rise again.

“Ready for more?” Emma asked, impressed. “So soon? I’m not complaining but is that just because of the Viagra or something more? Why does your dick get hard whenever I'm around that man?”

“It's not that. It's the Viagra.”

“Honey, that stuff wore off hours ago. No way it lasts this long. I think John makes you jealous. I think that jealousy makes you competitive.”

“John's an attractive man but I don't think he's your type.”

“He's most definitely my type.”

“Okay, now he makes me jealous.”

She laughed.

“I would say you have nothing to fear,” she teased. “But I don't know if that is completely true. The man's a hunk. Don't let me get drunk around him.”

“I appreciate your honesty. I’ll keep an eye on you.”

If I was going to reveal Darcy's scheme, this was the perfect time. I could tell my wife what I overheard and John's true purpose for being here. She would be so hurt. Our two-week getaway would be ruined the first night. Originally, I'd wondered if Darcy was right. Now, technically, Emma had unknowingly admitted Darcy was. But wanting the man was a long way away from breaking your marriage vows and cheating with him, especially now that she knew I was watching. She'd had her fun, briefly sucking his big dick. I suspected she would placate herself with that.

But would she?

My penis lifted higher.

“What is going on with you?” she asked, amazed.

“Mountain air makes me horny.”

“It does the same to me, but right now we're talking about me cheating on you and your dick is getting hard. Why does it keep doing that?”

“I told you. It's the Viagra.”

She didn't believe me. I didn't believe myself.

“This whole day has been sexually charged,” I continued. “My dick is just wound up, ready for more. Honestly, though, I'm exhausted. Let's just go to bed.”

Her doubt was obvious. We returned to our room and got ready for bed. Once under the covers, I spooned her, pulling her body close.

“I was hoping you'd do that,” she murmured.

The bedroom air was chilly. Under the heavy covers was warm and toasty. I pulled her closer, unintentionally cupping her breast. She wiggled her hips against my crotch, maneuvering my partial erection into her butt crack.

“Not so exhausted after all,” she whispered.

I had questions I wanted to ask, questions about how his penis in her mouth made her feel, questions about how much guilt she felt. I kept them to myself. I had no idea why. An image of her sucking him floated through my imagination. My dick began to stiffen again. She'd had enough, reaching between her legs to release me from my pajama bottoms and guide me in past her panties. We both gasped a little. The air was thick with unspoken words.


Chapter 5

All six of us got up around the same time the next day. Bobby made scrambled eggs and bacon; Emma handled the sourdough toast. We talked about our lives while we ate. We shared successes and failures the way good friends do.

“What did we miss last night?” Tammy asked.

“Not much,” Darcy replied. “Just me and John enjoying a soft swing with Emma and Jordan.”

“What's a soft swing?” Tammy asked.

“It's where two couples have sex in front of each other,” Bobby said. “But only with their usual partners, not each other. No actual infidelity.”

Tammy's head spun around to look at us.

“Is that true?” she asked.

“No,” Emma blurted. “Not really.”

Tammy made a face.

“Not really? How can that kind of thing be not really? Did you or not?”

“Kind of,” Emma sheepishly replied.

“You miss a lot when you go to bed early,” John teased.

Bobby laughed.

“We didn't miss shit, big guy,” he said. “Tammy jumped me the second we got in bed and fucked my brains out all night. By the sounds we heard, I'd say the same thing was going on in every bedroom.”

“Darcy spiked my drink with Viagra,” I complained.

“That sounds awesome,” Bobby said. “Maybe you can spike my orange juice this morning?”

“I have extra,” Darcy said. “I'll share. I’ll be surrounded by hard dicks. I'll fill the cabin with hard dicks.”

“This has turned into an awesome retreat,” Tammy joked. “If a soft swing is sex with your partner, what's a hard swing?”

“Sex with everyone except your partner,” Darcy blurted.

Tammy's eyes got big.

“You mean like a big pile of bodies? Like an orgy?”

“Sometimes,” Darcy answered. “But usually, it's just pairing off with someone new. Like you'd fuck Jordan, Bobby would fuck me, and Emma would fuck John.”

“Why does Emma get to fuck John?” Tammy asked, making all of us laugh.

We continued breakfast and the conversation quickly came back to more mundane topics. Darcy suggested a three-waterfall hike after we ate, and everyone agreed. We cleaned up the kitchen and dining room and then dressed warmly. We were out of the cabin in about an hour.

The views were spectacular, the air cold and crisp. Dense forest covered the mountain peaks, and the whole panorama was wrapped in fog and mist. Each couple walked together with Darcy and John in the lead. We stopped often to take in the view and breathe the clean mountain air.

We had worked up an appetite when we stopped hours later for lunch. Each man carried a backpack with food and water. We found a clearing in the forest with boulders and fallen logs for natural benches and everybody sat. We passed out sandwiches and water. Bobby started talking to me about work and what he had to do to earn top commission for last month, and it was quite some time before I realized John and Emma were missing. Darcy was ready with an answer.

“Emma had to pee,” she told me. “John went along to keep her safe.”

A grenade detonated in my stomach. The two of them off in the forest together? Way too coincidental. I sensed something was up.

“Why didn't someone tell me?”

“Emma tried to get your attention, but you and Bobby were so engrossed in conversation she just took John instead.”

Panic. Fear. Maybe knowing about Darcy’s conspiracy wasn't such a great idea. If not for that little tidbit of information, I would have been relieved Emma took someone with her. Instead, angst churned my guts.

“They just left,” Darcy added. “I'm sure they'll be back soon.”

I left my seat to grab another bottle of water but really, I was only trying to hide my nervousness. What were my choices here? Chase after my wife in an effort to prevent her from doing something she knows she shouldn't do? What good is that? If she's going to do it, and I stop her, all I've done is postpone the act.

I sat on a boulder and took a sip.

Of course, the memory from the day before of his dick in her mouth came rushing back. Because of course it did. I took another sip. Self-control was difficult. To act like you have complete trust in your wife when you goddamn well do not, takes all the willpower you have. Darcy watched me closely, but I pretended not to notice.

Then I remembered she's a lying, scheming bitch. I remembered her goal was not merely to get my wife to cheat, but to ruin our marriage. That was her bet with Tammy. Sex would simply be the vehicle. She wanted to end Emma's happiness, and that tactic would only work if I allowed it to. Darcy's expectation was that I would be so angry and jealous it would destroy my marriage to Emma. I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. I had no interest in handing Darcy that kind of power.

“Which way did they go?” I asked, and Darcy’s evil eyes narrowed.

“That way,” she pointed. “Behind that huge stack of boulders.”

“Cool,” I said, as casually as I could muster. “My turn. Wait for me.”

I filled my lungs with pine scented air. Then I started off in the opposite direction. Darcy's fallen face was priceless.


Chapter 6

I circled around as soon as I was out of eyesight. I double-timed it through the trees and around the rocks. I had to know. I soon heard soft voices up ahead. I slowed, placing my feet carefully, quiet like a cat.

“You're still hard.”

A jolt of adrenaline blasted my system.

The words were spoken by my sweet, sweet wife.

To my mind, there was only one reason she would ever speak those words, only one situation where that sentence was needed. I slowly peeked around a pile of boulders. Emma was bent at the waist, her hiking shorts and underwear suspended between her knees. One arm rested on the rocks, bracing her upper body. Her other arm had reached back to pull a butt cheek aside, offering her cunt from behind. Sperm dripped from her slit to the scattered leaves below. John stood behind her, hard cock massive in the daylight, more sperm hanging from the tip of his cock. She looked back at him over her shoulder.

The scene seared itself into my mind forever.

“It's because you're fucking hot,” he replied.

“Please,” she scoffed. “More likely it's residual Viagra. I hate to leave you like that. Can you cum again? You’d need to be fast.”

I was rocked to my core. My wife already carried his seed and was hungry for more. They must have started fucking as soon as they were out of sight.

“I haven't had a pill since the sauna,” he said, moving closer, placing his hands on her smooth butt. “It's because you're so fucking hot. You're gorgeous and feminine. You’re attractive and you have beautiful eyes. It ain't the Viagra. It's you”

He tilted his hips to align his stiff cock with her opening. She couldn't take her eyes off the thing. He pressed gently and her eyes closed, lost to bliss as he began to sink deep. One of her legs trembled as he entered her. She exhaled.

“Christ,” she murmured. “That's a lot of dick.”

He held her butt firmly and shoved his cock in even deeper.

“Fuuuuuuck,” she groaned. “I feel you in my guts.”

He buried himself until his balls smothered her clit. My wife shuddered. He began to pump his hips holding her in place, using her tight tunnel to pleasure himself.

My cock began to swell inside my shorts.

“Do it,” Emma hissed. “Cum in me again.”

He bore down, thrusting faster, thrilled that he was allowed to get off as fast as he could. He fucked her strong and deep. In less than a minute, he groaned.

“Yes,” she rasped. “Pump it in.”

He clenched his jaw to keep from crying out and pushed his dick all the way in, holding himself in there while the sperm rocketed out of him. I was dizzy, lightheaded, staring, but disbelieving what my eyes told me. Balls drained, he withdrew, still partially erect. My wife turned to stare at his dick as she pulled up shorts and underwear.

“That thing is amazing,” she said. “What do I have to do to make it lie down?”

“I could spend the whole night fucking you.”

“With luck we'll have a chance to do that.”

“I'll be ready.”

“Me too. You hide it from Darcy, and I'll hide it from Jordan.”

“Next time we go slow,” he said.

“Sounds perfect,” she agreed.

They began to adjust clothing. I moved away to pee. My penis was swollen and hot, ready for sex. I pissed against a tree trunk and made myself breathe deeply, trying to regain my composure. Darcy had been correct: this was a man Emma could not resist. I was hurt that she had been unfaithful, but not as hurt as I always imagined myself being in a moment like this. I thought I would be crushed. I thought I would be devastated, feeling like my life was over, destroyed. I felt none of those things.  I hated learning that my wife could not be trusted, but I still didn't know if she would also lie to me about it. Yes, I was hurt, but I felt other things too.

First and foremost, I was horny. Unbelievably horny. Like, a level of horniness I never knew I could attain. Hornier at this moment than all of my teenage years combined. A side of Emma had been revealed to me, a side I had been completely ignorant of and blind to, but a side I found arousing.

In this way, Darcy did know my wife better than me, and that bothered me. We all have a past we leave behind when we get married, but I felt a little ashamed that I had never thought to even ask.

My emotions were a tangled jumble mess. I knew I needed time for things to settle. I thought about confronting Emma, but that path felt wrong. If I did that, I'd be choosing a path of anger and jealousy. Emma would feel terrible and the whole situation would start a downward spiral. Darcy would win, and I hated the idea of Darcy winning. I thought about it, and I realized there was still more to learn about my wife. If I dragged everything out into the open right now, all these revelations would come to an end.

I got back to the clearing soon after they did. Darcy had hoped for drama, so she looked disappointed. Emma and John looked blameless. I had to admit my wife's ability to act innocent after such an indulgence was impressive. She saw me emerge from the trees and casually came my way, taking my hand and kissing me as if nothing was different. John peeled off and headed for Darcy. That bitch raised a sly questioning eyebrow to him, and John gave her a quick affirming nod. I understood the exchange. Darcy wondered if he'd fucked her, and that quick nod assured Darcy that he had.

Emma acted like absolutely nothing was different. Holding her hand in that moment, knowing that she carried two huge loads inside her, sent my heart racing. He must have fucked her hard and fast. I imagined she turned her back on him as soon as she could, pulled her shorts down, aimed her pussy at him, and begged for it. How badly must he crave her that he was able to cum two times, one after the other? I wondered if she orgasmed too. God! The mere thought of my wife writhing and twisting on the end of his cock as she climaxed set my body to trembling. I reassured myself they didn't have time. Emma usually takes a while to get there. But what if? What if his much bigger cock had the power to do that to her?

My dick began to expand again. Traitor! Turncoat! I did not understand this reaction from me. Why did that keep happening? Earlier Emma made a good point about it somehow being connected to John. Was it a jealous, competitive response like she said, or was it something else?

I would have to confront her about what I'd seen. No way could I hold all this inside. It suddenly occurred to me that I was supposed to be furious, deeply hurt, agonized by her betrayal. Why wasn't I? Did she actually mean so little to me? No, that wasn't it. Emma is my whole world.

I discreetly adjusted my erection.

“Why are you so quiet?” she asked.

“Struggling with a personnel problem at work,” I lied.

“Tell me about it. Maybe I can help?”

An idea popped into my head. I took advantage of the moment.

“We have a salesgirl,” I began. “She's great. Easily the best employee we have. Everybody loves her. But I was filing backlogged paperwork and noticed she falsified some documents way back when we hired her. These are important documents. Falsehoods cannot be tolerated. This is usually grounds for termination but losing her would really hurt.”

Emma seemed to roll it around in her mind for a bit, then: “So she’s great for you, but her resume wasn’t what you thought. Is that about it?” 

I nodded in the affirmative.

“Bury it,” Emma said without hesitation. “Find some way to work around it, some way where she gets to stay despite her lies.”

“Just like that? Your solution is just to accept her, lies and all?”

“Yes. Nobody's perfect. If she's the best you have and everything else is perfect, why fuck it up? True, she should not have lied, but you don't know the whole story, and she's proven that the lie she told doesn't matter. She's awesome despite the lie. I say forgive and move past it.”

We locked eyes. Understanding passed between us. I had not been as clever as I thought. We both knew exactly what we were really talking about. I should have known better. She's too smart. She read me like a book and correctly interpreted my true meaning. Still holding my hand, she led me away from the others. We got too close to a large black bird on a nearby branch and it took flight, throwing an annoyed squawk back at us. We watched it fly away.

“Birds gotta fly,” she said, softly. “Fish gotta swim. Dogs gotta bark.”

“Wives gotta cheat? Is that what you're telling me?”

“This wife does. I'm sorry if I've hurt you. I hoped to keep it secret. I hoped getting married and settling down would have removed my animal urges, and it did for the most part, but then Darcy invited her boyfriend John and here we are.”

“We've been married for years, Emma. Am I to believe John is the first? Have there been others?”

“John is the first. I've been tempted on many occasions, getting hit on by handsome, attractive men on business trips is a frequent example, but I’ve never crossed the line like I did today.”

To me, that meant she'd done things with other men, just not gone all the way like she did today with John. I felt a tightening in my balls. What else had she done? How many times? How far had she gone? The woman I was looking at right now was not the same woman I had looked at this morning. This new understanding of her changed who she was. I did not see her the same way. My intuition told me more revelations were headed my way. Things could get complicated. Things could get so tangled we might never unravel them.

“John is not her boyfriend,” I said.

“What are you talking about?”

I took a deep breath, catching a whiff of Emma's lemon scented body lotion. What I was about to admit also implicated me. I had overheard Darcy’s plot yet told my wife nothing. She could call me out on that. She had not been honest and forthcoming with me, but neither had I been with her.

“I overheard Darcy and Tammy when we first got here,” I said. “Darcy Is not your friend. Darcy is still mad at you from high school. She thinks you stole her boyfriend.”

Emma was unfazed. She already knew.

“His name is Alex, and she's right. I did steal him.”

“What?”

“It's true. The moment I met him he gave me a look. As soon as Darcy turned her back, he let me know he wanted me. I have a weakness. Some might say I have a kink. Maybe we should call it a quirk. I can't resist hot, aggressive men. If they also have a nice, big cock, forget it, it's over. I'm on my back in a heartbeat, spreading my legs.”

I shook my head, disbelieving her words.

“Why am I only now hearing this?”

“Because I wanted to marry you. Like, immediately. Like after our first date. I told all my girlfriends right away. You're the most attractive man I've ever known. You're perfect for me and I was not going to fuck it up. A quirk like this is not the kind of thing a girl confesses when she starts dating a new guy. I figured I could keep it under control. It was time for me to grow up and leave it behind.”

“Everything okay over there?” Darcy called out.

I couldn’t see Darcy’s face, but I knew she wore a sneer.  The contempt in her voice was obvious.  I had none of it. I waved at the group.

“We're good,” I said. “You guys keep going. We'll stay close.”

Darcy didn't want to leave. She saw the looks on our faces and hoped to stay for the fireworks. The others got moving.

“She’s right to hate me,” Emma said, as the group continued along the trail. “I'm a shitty friend. Alex is not the only boyfriend I've stolen over the years.”

She waited until the group vanished around a bend in the trail and then turned to face me.

“Did you catch us?” she asked. “Me and John? Since you knew what Darcy's plan was, and you noticed John and I had left the group, did you go looking for us? Normally you'd stay with the group and wait for me to return. Did you hunt me down?”

“Yes.”

“Did you find us?”

“Yes.”

“What did you see?”

I cleared my throat, a little anxious.

“You were bent at the waist, your arm braced against the big rock. John was behind you. Your pussy was already dripping but he was still hard. You told him to fuck you again. I watched.”

“You just watched?”

“Yes. I was stunned, rocked to my core. But, yes, I just watched.”

“I won't ask you how it made you feel,” she said, voice trembling. “I imagine your emotions were all over the place. But I want you to know I don't want to lose you. I want to stay married to you. I want our marriage to continue. I'm not unhappy with you or us in any way. Fucking hot guys is just something I do. It's something I've always done. I think maybe I have impulse control issues.”

“Did you suddenly gain control over your urges in the last few seconds?”

“No.”

“Then what you're really saying is, now that I know this about you, you want our marriage to continue, and you want me to embrace this side of you.”

Her face lit up.

“Is that even a possibility?” she asked.

I had no answer. I stood there like an idiot. She stepped closer, close enough I felt the heat coming off her body.

“That would be ideal,” she purred. “That would be amazing.”

“For you.”

She turned coy.

“Yes, for me,” she said. “But maybe for you, too. You watched him fuck me and did nothing. You watched me take his cock in my mouth and did nothing. Your dick starts to rise when we talk about me and him in the same breath. Maybe deep down, you actually like the idea. Maybe deep down you want to see me fucked.”

“That's absurd.”

“Is it?”

“You're being ridiculous.”

“Am I?”

“What husband wants to see another man fuck his wife?”

“Plenty. Mine, I suspect.”

“I don't.”

“Take your dick out.”

“What?”

“Right now. Take it out. Show it to me.”

I was trapped. My mind raced for a way out. Emma didn't wait, starting to work on the front of my hiking shorts. She pushed them down. Underwear too. My hard cock flipped up and slapped my belly. She smiled in triumph. I tried to think of something to say, some explanation. Like a bolt of lightning, I realized there was only one, I just couldn't bring myself to accept it. She grabbed my dick with her strong fingers and squeezed.

“I'm going to fuck John,” she rasped. “I know now I can. God, I can't wait. I'm already wet. This will be a thousand times better because you’ll know, you'll be aware of what I'm doing as I'm doing it. That's so hot, Baby. The cherry on top will be the utter failure of Darcy’s stupid plan.”

The situation was out of control. Too much had happened too fast. In minutes our marriage was completely upside down, all the rules changed. I had agreed to nothing, yet I couldn't argue. What was there to debate? I knew she was right.

“Let's play along,” she said. “Darcy will use John to drive us apart. We'll let her think she's winning. She probably has some big reveal planned where she innocently guides you into the same room where John is pounding me.”

I winced.

“Sorry,” she said. “That language probably created a strong image. Too much, too soon.”

“You're excited. You can't wait.”

“I can't. I feel like I've been hiding a big part of me, denying myself, trying to make myself fit into a box that's not big enough. I didn't tell you because it's not your problem. Well, it wasn't. It was mine to wrestle with. Now it's yours too because I failed to keep it under control. It got away from me, but this is so much better.”

I ran my eyes over my wife like I was seeing her for the first time. In many ways, I was. She's always had a gleam in her eye. I now understood that was her lusty side, peeking out. She'd been a slut up until the day she met me. My dick surged so she squeezed it hard again.

“I can't decide if I want to suck you off right now or tuck your dick away and hurry to catch up with John. Which would you prefer?”

What a loaded question. She wanted to know my feelings, but this was also a test. My answer would carry a lot of weight. What man turns his back on a blowjob?

“Catch up with John,” I croaked, wondering what the future held for us.

She grinned broadly, feeling like she'd won. She released my penis. I'd made my decision, sending my wife after him instead of getting my dick sucked.


Chapter 7

The three-waterfall hike was gorgeous. All that fresh mountain air smelled great. We got back to the cabin tired and a little sore. We all hit the sauna again.

“We started a new tradition,” Darcy told Boddy and Tammy. “Naked sauna.”

She and John began shedding clothes and Emma was right behind them. Bobby and Tammy looked surprised but then Tammy joined in too. Where Tammy goes, so goes Bobby so soon all of us were naked. Tammy sent her eyes around the circle, scrutinizing male and female alike.

“You have a big dick, John,” she stated.

“He sure does,” Bobby added. “Big muscles and a big dick. How is that fair?”

We all laughed and took our seats on the tile steps.

“Exactly what I need after an all-day hike,” Darcy muttered.

“Are you talking about the sauna?” Tammy asked. “Or are we still talking about John's big dick?”

We all laughed again.

“Both, I guess,” Darcy admitted.

Emma and I smirked at each other. Now that we both knew the game, we could enjoy it together. We all enjoyed the heat and steam and talked for a long time, then each couple retreated to their bedrooms. Emma and I showered together. She lathered up and then handed me her razor.

“What's this for?” I asked.

She lifted her leg and placed her foot on the wooden bench. She tilted her hips, pushing her pussy at me.

“Shave it,” she said. “For him.”

A wave of heat rushed over me.

“Hang on a second,” I protested. “What do you have planned?”

“Nothing. But I know Darcy. I can guarantee she'll find some way to get me and John together. I want to be nice and ready for him. He had me once already, up against that boulder. This time he'll find me nice and smooth and know that I prepared her special just for him. Men love that.”

She pushed her razor into my hand and smiled at me. She moved her hand to my shoulder and pushed me down to my knees. I found myself face to face with her sweet pussy. She carried a small triangle pelt of several days’ growth, a five o’clock shadow on her cunt. I examined her carefully, planning my attack, and suddenly remembered John had pumped two big loads in there.

I don't know what came over me. A dam burst inside my head. I dropped the razor to the shower floor and grabbed her hips. I buried my face in her crotch, dragging my tongue through her slit. She was salty and soapy, and I pushed my tongue as far up inside her as I could get it. She gasped and braced herself against the shower walls. I forced her legs apart with my shoulders and pushed two fingers up her cheating cunt. A mix of cum and water flowed. I pumped my digits and sucked and licked until I had her moaning. My free hand reached around to push a soapy finger up her ass. She groaned, legs trembling. I would not be denied, and she knew what I wanted. I was relentless, long minute after long minute. I sucked and licked as I finger-fucked, gradually moving her closer and closer. At last, the moment arrived, pussy juice gushing as she came hard in my mouth. You should have heard her. My tongue and finger drove her insane. Her cries of pleasure were the most beautiful sounds I'd ever heard. What I did to her felt amazing physically but we both knew John had filled her to the brim. My merciless lust for her, despite his presence, exhilarated her emotionally. I left her weak and wobbly. She used the walls for support. I reached for the fallen razor and carefully flattened her labia, delicately sheering away the stubble of pubic hair. We both knew I was grooming her pussy for him. My stiff dick stood upright, defiantly battling the spray of hot water.

“Let me suck it,” she begged, desperate to give something back.

“No,” I stated flatly.

I was in a new and unfamiliar place mentally and emotionally. This wasn't about Emma and me making love or even having sex. This was about the Emma who had been revealed. I was preparing her pussy for him. It was mind blowing.

“I buried who I was,” she muttered, her face now aimed up into the warm spray. “I kept that part of me hidden for so long. I was sure you would hate me if you ever found out. I never imagined you would accept it, and never in my wildest dreams did I ever imagine you would actually participate.”

She looked down, watching me deftly wield that blade. Water ran around her face to drip from her chin. Streams of water dribbled from each nipple. I stripped away every hair, leaving her pretty pussy as smooth as a baby's butt.

“I'm as surprised as you,” I said, finishing my task and kissing her clit.

I stood. My throbbing erection poked her in the stomach.

“Just a taste,” she pleaded. “I just want to feel my husband's dick pulsating against my tongue.”

“No.”

The inner torment was exquisite, like I'd discovered a new pleasure, a new bundle of specialized nerve endings that conveyed a strange never before experienced sensation. My mind was more involved with this kind of sex.

“I think I want to see it,” I told her.

“What do you mean?”

“I think I want to watch you. I want to see him fuck you. I don't want to wait while you go off someplace and do it. I want to see it happen. I want to watch your face as your expressions change. I want to witness your passion.”

“Jesus, Jordan.”

“Would that bother you?”

She turned her face away from the spray and rested her head on my chest.

“No. It would make it better. I would be free of all guilt. The exhibitionist in me would go wild.”

“John can't know,” I said. “Darcy would learn we are onto her.”

Emma kissed me and leaned over to examine my handiwork. Pleased with the result, she stepped out of the shower and began to towel dry. I turned off the water and joined her. My erection would not die. She kept staring at it. We wrapped towels around ourselves and left the bathroom, on the same page and examining our bedroom. French doors led to a balcony. A massive oak grew close. A large wardrobe closet sat against one wall. The huge four-poster bed had room for a body underneath. I returned to the bathroom to see what angles were available.

“Wardrobe would be cramped and there are shelves in it,” Emma said. “One false move and he would hear you thumping around in there.”

“No good angles from under the bed or the bathroom.”

“Which leaves the balcony. You will be outside in the cold and dark.”

My heart skipped a beat. We were actually planning this, together, as husband and wife. It boggled the mind.

“I will announce I am making a run into town,” I said. “I will ask if anybody needs anything from the market.”

“In reality, you will drive to that first turn out up the road and park the truck. You will cut through the forest to that oak outside and climb up to the balcony. You will be wearing dark clothing and moving carefully, making no sound.”

She dropped her towel. My eyes feasted on her body.

“I will take a position outside the French doors,” I said. “Watching my wife as she allows herself to be seduced.”

“As she allows herself to be fucked in front of her husband. Jesus Christ, Jordan, I'm already soaked, and it ain't from the shower.”

She pulled my towel away just to see my penis.

“I'll make my announcement just before sunset,” I said. “That will leave me a little light for navigating the forest.”

“I'm sure Darcy will move quickly. I will casually mention I'm headed to my room to take a bath. She won't be able to resist.”

“Neither will he.”

We regarded each other. This was really happening.


Chapter 8

As I carefully plotted a course through the forest in the failing light, what we were doing hit me like a giant fist. I stopped to lean against a tree. How had we arrived at this place so quickly? I understood Emma. This was what she'd wanted all along. It was easy for her to embrace. But what about me? I was like someone who had gone their whole lives unaware of the existence of chocolate. Then, one day, someone offered me a bite. All at once I have a new favorite dessert. If not for the sheer dumb luck of overhearing Darcy and Tammy on our first day in the cabin, I would still be unaware. Emma would have bent over for John, and I would be none the wiser.

Not that I was totally comfortable or had come completely to terms with this new revelation. I hadn't. I was nervous as fuck. Part of me still felt injured at Emma's betrayal. She hadn't been unkind or a bitch about it, but she was more interested in obtaining what she wanted than how she may have hurt me. The little boy in me wanted to pout about that.

Insistent curiosity got me moving again. Enough time had passed. John may have already knocked on our bedroom door. Emma may have already invited him in. I felt the now familiar tingling in my cock and balls. This was a powerful drug.

“Careful, Jordan,” I warned myself. “You could end up needing it more than Emma. One step at a time.”

My own words annoyed me. In my heart, I had no desire to move slowly or be cautious. I quickened my pace through the brush. I saw the peak of the cabin through the treetops. Darkness was minutes away. I had to alter my path several times but soon reached the trunk of the huge oak. I stood on a boulder to reach the lowest branch and began to climb, quickly reaching the balcony. The forest was pitch black but the light through the French doors lit my path. I could remain in the tree and see almost the entire room, but my need demanded I get closer. I eased from the branch to the balcony and crept to the wall.

“Come in,” I heard Emma call out. “The door is unlocked.”

The door swung wide, and John entered, closing the door behind him.

“I just came up to find out what you wanted for dinner,” he called out.

“I'm in the bath,” Emma said.

He scanned the bedroom quickly. He knew I was gone and would not be back for a while, yet he was still cautious. Nothing conveyed his nefarious intent more than checking the room to make sure he was safe to proceed and then tiptoeing towards the bathroom. I chuckled silently. It was humorous to watch him perform his little charade. He looked nefarious, like a cartoon villain.

I stopped laughing when he pulled his T-shirt off and unbuckled his shorts. Seconds later he stood naked in our bedroom. My breath caught in my throat. He was a chiseled male specimen. Toned and defined, he took his soft cock in hand and tugged a few times the way men do, loosening everything up and encouraging the thing to swell.

He rounded the corner and stepped into the bathroom. I quickly changed position to keep my eyes on him. From my new spot, I saw him standing tall over Emma, who was seated in the tub, warm sudsy water coming up to just below her bare breasts. She smiled at John and then lowered her gaze to his penis. They exchanged words, too low for me to hear. Emma stood and stepped out of the bath. John tried to hand her a towel, but she lifted her arms over her head, granting him the honor of drying her. He started with her throat, working his way lower. He caressed each breast, lifting, patting. They played a flirtatious game, and I felt my cock begin to swell.

John dropped the towel and grabbed her wrist. She got a wicked look in her eyes. She looked down at his cock and, judging by her expression, said something sarcastic, then laughed wildly as John scooped her into his muscular arms and carried her into the bedroom. He tossed her onto our bed.

I had to free my penis. I was growing stiff fast. This was way more intense than I imagined it would be. I'd seen his penis in her mouth for half a second, and I'd seen him fuck her from behind, but neither of those brief and fleeting moments prepared me for this one. Those were like out of focus snapshots in my head. This played out like a movie. His cock swung and bounced as he launched her through the air. She landed in a pile of blankets and pillows and extended her arms, reaching for him.

My cock was painfully hard in seconds. Could I stand it? Would I be able to handle this? It had never occurred to me to ask those questions beforehand. He crawled onto the bed, supporting his weight on his strong arms, and she grabbed his head to pull him down for a kiss. I gasped. She shifted her hips to move him between her legs and then she spread them wide. He lowered his body, pressing himself against her and she curled her legs around his body, crossing them at the ankles behind his ass. Her eyes sparkled with delight. She was smiling, happy, thrilled by her new lover. His gently curved cock was aimed at her waiting slit like a cannon.

Holy Mother of God.

A light mist began to fall, smelling of rain and fertile soil. I started gently stroking. I had to. My penis demanded it. I was desperate for physical stimulation. My eyes fed my brain, and my brain screamed at my body.

He moved his mouth lower, gently circling her areola with the tip of his tongue. She cradled his head, smiling faintly as she watched this gorgeous man and his efforts to give her pleasure. He kissed a trail across her chest and circled her other nipple before closing his lips and softly suckling. Emma's eyelids fluttered. Her lips parted. He stayed a moment or two and then returned to her previous breast. My wife closed her eyes. He moved back and forth between them until he had her squirming.

At last, he began to kiss a path down her body. She stopped him.

I read her lips: I have a husband for that. I want your cock.

He was on his way to eat her pussy, and she stopped him. I would never have thought she was capable of such a thing. Emma loves having her pussy eaten. I instantly had a far better understanding of the wild Emma she had described. John sat up and moved his legs outside of hers and walked his knees higher, dragging his thick tube of meat up her belly and between her tits. He went higher, dragging his snake across her face. Her mouth opened and he lowered his scrotum onto her tongue. My wife sucked his balls with his big dick resting between her eyes. After a few minutes he withdrew his ball sack, pulling back just enough so that the large head dropped in. My wife sealed her lips around his shaft, and he lifted himself higher, slowly thrusting his hips and sliding his cock deeper. He began to fuck her mouth. She moved her hands to his firm butt cheeks and helped. As he stiffened, she was able to take less each gentle thrust. Soon only the head and an inch or two pumped in and out. He was hard and growing harder. His girth was impressive.

She put her hands on his chest and pushed him away. I read her lips.

“Enough,” she gasped. “I need it in me.”

“I want to come inside you again,” he said.

She nodded eagerly, hooking her hands behind her knees and pulling her legs back as she spread them. He moved into position and planted that large head over her small opening. He pushed, and I heard my wife's heartfelt groan even through the glass. I couldn't see the penetration from this angle, but I knew it was happening. Right before my eyes. John was sliding his big cock deep inside my wife's body right in front of me. He began thrusting his hips, slow at first, but gaining speed. I jerked off in double-time with his thrusts.

I wanted to see it. I wanted to see his fat cock stretching her pussy, sliding in and out. An idea came to me, and I pulled out my phone, turning the volume all the way down. I typed out a message: pretend I am asking if you want any fruit. Lay in a different spot when you return to the bed. I want to SEE him fuck you.

I hit send. Moments later her phone chimed. She thought about ignoring it because he was balls-deep inside her, but that's not what she would do if I was really at the store and she was just back at the cabin waiting for me. She put her hand to his chest and spoke for a moment. He looked down to watch his long, slick cock slowly withdraw from her. She left the bed to pick up her phone and read the message.

She smiled.

He wants to know if I want fruit, I saw her say to him.

She typed her response and hit send.

Yes, she replied. I want a big fat banana.

My ruse worked. When she returned to the bed, she stacked a couple pillows and dropped her hips on them, face down. Her ass was lifted, her bald slit, the one I had shaved as a gift to him, was aimed directly at the French doors. He moved behind her, dragging his cock up between her thighs. He placed his feet inside her ankles and spread her wider, unintentionally giving me an obscene shot of her cunt and his probing, hunting cock. The tip caught her lips, and his ass flexed, and I saw in perfect glorious detail each inch sink, his girth drawing in her pussy skin around his shaft.

Her satisfied groan pierced my heart. It was more than I could take. The sight coiled around my brainstem and jolted my mind.

A sudden ejaculation sprayed my sperm against the wall. I stroked faster as he withdrew his gleaming cock, soaked with her excitement, and pushed it back in again. I spewed hot and unexpected semen again and again as he thrust in and out. I bit my lips to keep quiet, rocked by a powerful orgasm. I had no idea such a vision would have this effect on me. I gushed buckets. Emma taking new big cock was easily the hottest most erotic thing I'd ever seen.

The moment I finished, I desperately wanted to climax again.

John used his feet to spread her legs even wider. His hands on the small of her back pinned her to the bed. Her position was lewd and explicit, and I loved it. His cock was a python, a thick veiny tube gripped tightly. He was fucking my wife hard now and she kept her ass lifted, her hips tilted, offering her cunt without reservation.

Suddenly her toes curled, her muscles clenched. I heard a squeal through the glass, despite her face being buried in the blankets. He was making her orgasm, and orgasm hard.

With his cock.

Not his tongue.

His cock.

My mind became a little unhinged.

I was sure Darcy had sent him to Emma to establish a precedent. If Jordan leaves, John comes sniffing around. After tonight, John and Emma would expect to fuck whenever I left, every time they could. Darcy would wait for exactly the right time to expose my wife's infidelity to me, in her effort to ruin our marriage. I welcomed it. I now knew I could summon John at will. All I had to do was run to town on a made-up errand. I could summon the man at will. John didn't have power over me, I had power over him.

My penis softened after my orgasm but remained spongy enough for me to keep jerking. I watched John pound my wife and my dick began to rise again. Emma reached both hands back and grabbed her ass, pulling her cheeks apart like a porn star, granting me a fantastic view. She was as turned on being watched as I was watching.

She soon climaxed again. Blood surged into my dick. John hammered her body and then his head snapped back as his hips thrust forward. He sank every inch into her, and I watched his balls clench over and over and over as he pumped her full of rich, hot, potent semen.

He collapsed over her but caught his weight on his arms, leaving his cock buried balls deep. He was breathing hard. His back was sweaty. His ass flexed several times as he squeezed out the last drops. Eventually, she touched his thigh, and he withdrew his long cock. Her pussy was left gaping, closing slowly now that he was gone. He said something and she waved vaguely in his direction.

He dressed quickly and was gone.

I debated what to do. Emma lifted her weary head, looking over her shoulder at the French doors. I stepped into sight. She smiled, a little nervous, worried that I regretted our decision. I turned my hips to show her my near erection. She left the bed and opened the doors, wordlessly sinking to her knees. She took me into her mouth, cupping my balls with one hand, stroking the shaft with the other. She wanted to drain me. It felt fantastic but if I unloaded again, I would likely be finished for the night, and I was nearly insane with desire to fuck her. I gently pushed her off my dick.

“I need to save it,” I said. “I can give it to you later. Right now, I have to run to the grocery store. Do not get in the bath again. Do not clean up in any way. When I get back, I want you as slutty and used as you are in this moment.”

She looked uncertain but agreed.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“I am so much better than okay. That was the hottest thing I've ever seen.”

Relief flooded her face.

“I'm so glad to hear you say that. Go. Come back quickly. Fuck your nasty wife's brains out.”

We kissed. It was hard to pull myself away, but I had to. Two hours later, I was back with the groceries.


Chapter 9

I couldn't keep my hands off my wife. We made out passionately whenever no one was looking. I felt an overwhelming urge, almost a need, truly, to stuff her into my mouth. I suckled her breasts and devoured her pussy every time we were left alone. I felt hot all the time, feverish. I was way beyond horny. I was filled with raw lust every waking moment. When I did sleep, which was fitfully, I dreamed of large cocks plunging into Emma.

She was in a similar state, although she had another option. When Darcy asked me to help her carry the cooler of drinks down to the lake, I heard my phone chime in my pocket less than two minutes later. When I checked messages, I learned that Emma had seized the moment and followed John into the bathroom.

I'm sucking his cock as you read this, her message said.

I stayed to help Darcy inflate two rafts, knowing the whole time John had his cock pumping my wife's mouth, knowing his sperm would flow down her throat like a river.

They were in separate rooms when we got back to the cabin, but Emma called me over and pulled my head down for a salty kiss. My wife was insatiable, but so was I. I grabbed her by the throat and surprised her by turning the kiss French, tongues rolling around like two wrestlers. His presence in her mouth turned me on. Me boldly kissing her despite his presence in her mouth turned her on.

We had fun turning Darcy's game around on her.

If you’re a thinking person, and I am, there's a fear that sits in the back of your mind whenever you enter an intimate relationship with someone, a fear that they will someday betray your trust. I was up early one morning before everyone else, enjoying a cup of coffee out on the deck that overlooked the lake, when I realized for me that fear had turned to relief. More than relief. That fear, present in all my other relationships before this one, was strangely gone. Vanished. I felt a wild exhilaration rush through me. I got a clear view of just how different Emma and I were, how lucky we were. That little gremlin, sitting there in the dark, waiting, chuckling, haunting other guys with fears of what might be, was gone for me. I raised my coffee cup and toasted it goodbye.

Two days later all six of us were out on a new trail, heading for the World's Edge viewpoint. Emma touched my arm to get me to fall back some and when she felt the others were comfortably ahead of us, she posed a question.

“Is this us now? Or is this just us on this vacation?”

I understood what she was asking.

“Are we going to continue this behavior when we get back to our lives?”

“Right,” she said.

“I'm sure John hopes so.”

She snickered.

“Yeah, that man has been all over me. He catches me alone all the time, in the kitchen, out on the deck, even in our bedroom. Dozens of times you know nothing about. I swear his dick is hard twenty-four seven. I think he stalks me.”

“You fuck him and don't tell me?”

“No. Never. Mostly it's just grab ass, feeling me up, putting my hand on his dick, occasionally whipping it out and forcing my head down to suck it before someone catches us. I have to admit, it's fun and it's flattering. I looked him up online. The man bangs nothing but gorgeous women.”

“He's continuing that trend out here.”

“You're sweet. But what about the question?”

I stopped walking, taking in the view down the valley, over the treetops.

“I'd say this Is us now.”

She grinned and came in for a hug.

“I was so hoping you'd say that.”

“I've learned something about myself out here at the cabin. I've learned I love watching my wife get royally fucked. But where are we going to find a supply of well-hung lovers?”

“Good question. I had a nice little male harem back in college, but those boys are long gone, probably all fat and married now.”

“College wasn't all that long ago.”

“Are you suggesting you would let me fuck an ex from my college days? Wow. That might be too intense.”

“Where else do we find men like that? Sex clubs? Chippendale shows? If we get desperate, I’ve heard there are online adult matching sites.”

“Let's catch up to the others. You've answered my question. Let's think about it. It's exhilarating just knowing that door is open and will stay open even once we leave this place.”

“I feel the same excitement. I wonder if I've lost my mind a little because what husband willingly shares his wife? Maybe I will come to hate it in time, or maybe something will happen that forces me to change my mind, but for right now it's the hottest kink I never knew I wanted.”

“I'm a lucky girl.”

Her eyes were alive, glittering with a touch of madness. I realized this was the best possible outcome for her, the best of all possible worlds.

“I am just unbelievably horny right now,” she chuckled.

She took my hand. We started walking again, a little faster, to catch up with the others. It had been a brief conversation, but it felt like a turning point. Everything we've done up to now felt more or less spontaneous, like we just got swept up in the craziness of it all. I knew everything after this point would feel planned. Whatever came next, we would be doing it to ourselves intentionally.


Chapter 10

The next several days passed very much like the first week; Darcy asked for my help with every little task, buying time for John to put a move on Emma. Darcy thought she was so clever. My wife and I would lie in bed at night, and she would narrate her encounter with John, slowly stroking my cock while whispering hot details in my ear. Good God, that woman can tell a story. She was sucking his cock daily, often more than once. There were too many of us in the house, too busy all the time, for her to have another fuck session with him, but she was on his dick every chance she got.

I felt a deep erotic thrill knowing Emma was just a few rooms away with John's cock in her mouth, knowing she and John were just out in the forest a little way, out of sight, where she was gulping his sperm like ice cream. My wife had transformed into a sensual and titillating creature. I still loved her as my darling wife, but now I also lusted after her like she was some hot college cheerleader or juicy camgirl. The combination was intoxicating.

Tonight, as we lay in bed, I informed her of the errand Darcy had asked me to perform tomorrow.

“She's sending me into town for something I know the market does not carry. She's expecting I will turn around and come back. I will have been gone just long enough for John to make his move and will return unexpectedly and catch him fucking you. Divorce ensues. Darcy wins.”

Emma laughed.

“That stupid bitch is in for a surprise,” my wife gloated. “I can't wait to see her face when she realizes we've known all along and have been toying with her. She tried to use John against us, and we turned it around and used him against her. We are going to laugh in her face, and he probably will too.”

“I'll handle it the same as last time,” I said. “Pretend to leave, park off the road and make my way back through the forest and onto the balcony. It's an easy climb. An old man could do it.”

“In that case I'll give him a hot show too.”

I chuckled.

“Just remember to give me one. Last time I had to remind you I was watching.”

“Don't worry, Baby. This is probably the last time John and I will be able to do anything. I'll make it count. I’ll give you a really good show.”

She slipped her hand under the covers and found my soft penis.

“Now,” she said, fondling me. “Let me tell you how I sucked John off under a waterfall today.”

She's amazing with the details.

The next day, as expected, Darcy gave me a list of items she needed from the market. She planned on making us a scrumptious feast for our last night and the cabin cupboards were missing plenty of necessary items. I looked the list over, kissed Emma on the cheek and told her I'd be gone for a few hours, and grabbed my keys. Of course, I only drove a short distance down the road. The sun had already set, and darkness was coming up fast. I parked the truck and locked it and ducked into the forest. My dick was already rising. I hurried, eagerly following the familiar path.

The snap of a twig ahead brought me to a stop. I crept forward, moving stealthily from huge tree trunk to huge tree trunk. In front of me I heard the rustle of someone moving through the brush. I smelled aftershave.

“Ow! Fucking thorns,” a man's voice muttered.

I heard boots scuffing against bark. I moved closer, slowly, remaining hidden. I peered through the brambles in time to see Bobby creep across our balcony to peer through the French doors.

I panicked on the inside.

There was no need to wonder what he saw. Without knowing precisely what he saw, I knew exactly what he saw.

“Holy fucking Christ,” he mumbled.

A deep humiliation burned in my guts. Bobby is my best friend. Bobby was the best man at our wedding. Most likely Emma and John were still making out, but there was a chance one or both were already naked. She may have held John's thick floppy tube in her hand, stroking, or perhaps have already dropped to her knees and slipped his soft dick into her mouth. Regardless of what he actually saw, I knew Bobby watched my wife work at making John hard. He would see her very real affection for that big piece of meat. It would be obvious to him that this was not their first time together. My best friend and coworker now knew our secret. He was witness to Emma's infidelity but even worse he saw her naked lust and desire for John. How would I ever face him again? What would work be like now? Was he watching John grow stiff in my wife's mouth? Probably. Was he running his eyes over Emma's delicious naked body? Probably. Would he never look at me or Emma the same way? Almost certainly. The next time she wore shorts and a T-shirt around him, or a bikini, or a sexy dress, he would remember what was underneath.

I stifled a groan, remembering that Emma believed she put on a show for me. I was sure he was seeing her at her sluttiest best. She was, right now, doing everything she could to give John as much pleasure as possible. Bobby was watching my wife treat John like a king. He moved a little closer to the window to get a better view and began rubbing the front of his pants. I was sure he would jerk off to this later. I was sure he would jerk off to the memory of this for months.

Then his free hand reached up to see if the door was locked, discovering, no. it was not.

He crouched, quickly untying his boots.

“What the fuck are you doing, Bobby?” I muttered.

He slipped them off and his T-shirt followed. He shoved down his pants and underwear. He silently opened the door and then my best friend entered our bedroom, leaving the door wide open.

What. The. Fuck.

I left my hiding spot and quickly climbed the tree. I went up and over the railing and then quietly glided to a spot where I could see into the room. Emma stood with her legs spread wide. Her head was thrown back so she faced the ceiling, eyes closed. John knelt in front, eating her pussy. Bobby knelt behind eating her pussy from the back, and probably her asshole too. My wife fondled her tits, lost in a trance from the mind-boggling pleasure. Bobby's hard dick poked up between his thighs. John wasn't hard yet, his cock lying on the rug like a snake between his thighs.

Emma let loose a long, drawn-out moan.

The men doubled the ferocity of their assault. Bobby's hands were on the front of her thighs, holding her in place, while John cupped her ass cheeks, doing the same. In college I once had two girls give me a blowjob at the same time. I thought it would be twice as good as a regular blowjob, but it wasn’t, it was magnitudes better. Judging by her expression, Emma was busy learning that lesson too. She released her breasts to place a hand on each man's head, and I quickly learned why. She rolled her lips over her teeth and clenched her jaw, smothering the orgasmic cry that would have shaken the house. Her body trembled fiercely, bouncing her stiff nipples and shaking her breasts. The sounds of the men slurping and feasting were clear. Emma climaxed a long time.

“I need dick,” she said at last.

Both men stood. Bobby's hard dick nestled between her butt cheeks. John's filled the gap between her thighs. Bobby probably felt the head of John's cock under his balls. Emma grabbed John's face with both hands and planted a fierce and passionate kiss on his lips. Bobby took that opportunity to maneuver his erection. I thought he intended to claim her pussy before John, but Emma's loud gasp told me otherwise. Bobby had a different target in mind. John lifted her leg with one hand and with the other guided his fat and veiny penis into her sopping cunt. Emma buried her face in the man's neck. Bobby held her hips and pushed his cock farther up her ass.

Emma’s gasps and moans sent shivers through me. Thank God the French doors were open so I could hear her. Those were sounds I’ll never forget. They electrified me. A powerful wave of slow burning jealousy fired my guts to see Bobby claim her ass, something I've never done, but I couldn't deny the hotness of the sight. Emma was a sexy porn star, a porn star I knew, a porn star I was married to. It was incredible to see Bobby's stiff dick slowly crawl up her ass.

Almost touching his shaft was John's much thicker cock. Bobby was no slouch, but John was the man. His girth stretched Emma into a tight ring around the shaft. Both men eased their dicks into my wife. Emma had to cover her mouth with a hand as her body slowly writhed from their double penetration.

When Bobby was deep enough, he released her hips and slid his hands up her stomach to cup her naked breasts. He felt up my wife, something I was sure he had fantasized about a million times, as John continued to sink deeper and deeper. Emma was happy to be sandwiched between the men and taking all the inches they could give. Their hard male bodies pressed against her, trapped her, held her upright when it seemed to me her legs would have given out. She was impaled on their meat spikes.

“Let's move her to the bed,” John muttered.

“Go," Bobby said. “I'll carry her.”

John reluctantly withdrew. Bobby scooped Emma’s legs behind the knees and swung her around towards the bed. I caught a glimpse of her spread legs and empty pussy, ass filled with hard cock. John helped guide Bobby to the bed. My best friend sat and then reclined, gently drawing Emma back with him. He put his hands between her thighs and then spread her wide. His cock was balls deep up her ass, her pussy, puffy, unfilled, and inviting. John joined them on the bed and walked forward on his knees. Emma looked down her body at the large approaching penis and swooned a little. John took his cock in his hand and began to enter my wife's pussy. With a hard dick already fully buried up her ass, John had to push to make his cock fit. Emma moaned loudly until John covered her mouth with his hand. He pushed again, stretching her cunt wide. Her eyes grew huge. She struggled a little, almost overwhelmed by the amount of dick her body was accepting. She looked about to panic. John gave her a moment to adjust and then his ass clenched again, forcing more cock in. Emma's muffled groan floated out onto the balcony.

My dick was rock hard. I felt bad about that. Emma clearly teetered on the edge between pleasure and pain. What they were doing to her turned me on. These men were pushing her limits. She may have had a wild sex life before she settled down and married me, but I could tell by watching her now, she'd never had two men inside her at the same time. This double penetration was something she'd never experienced before. The sensations threatened to overwhelm her. She both craved it and feared it.

The craving won.

John pushed until, like Bobby, his cock was fully buried too. Emma's eyes rolled back in her head and her body kind of sagged as she recognized what had been done to her. Both men moaned and I knew she was squeezing herself around them, ass and pussy. She made a strange sound down deep in her throat and squeezed their cocks again. Then she planted her feet on the bed and began rocking her hips, savoring the sensations of two men inside her at the same time. She grabbed the back of John's head and pulled him down for a hot kiss. Bobby reached around to maul her breasts as everybody's excitement climbed. Emma was fucking them as much as they were fucking her, all three of them gasping and moaning together.

My phone vibrated in my pocket. I hated looking away, but curiosity won. I saw a text from Darcy, telling me to turn around and come back because she wanted to go with me. Bitch. Scheming Bitch. What she actually wanted was me to come back so she could steer me towards what was happening in our bedroom.

To hell with her. To hell with Darcy and her fucked up ideas of revenge. Because of her I was watching my wife get royally fucked and I was loving it. I unzipped and set my penis free, gently stroking as I returned my attention to my wife and her two lovers. Darcy's plan had failed utterly. Instead of driving my wife and I apart, she’d driven us closer than ever. We were now more honest versions of ourselves, and because of Darcy, I’d discovered something erotic about myself. A quirk, as Emma would say.

A long, low, smothered moan brought me back to the moment. My wife was having an orgasm, cumming on two cocks simultaneously. I almost ejaculated. What an amazing moment. Her legs churned and her arms clutched and her hips rocked and swiveled. She was climaxing with everything she had, body, heart, and mind. She knew I was watching and she held nothing back, surrendering herself completely to these men. She knew she was forever altering my relationship with my best friend, but she didn't care, she did not let that stop her, and I loved her for that.

On my way, is the text I sent back to Darcy, but of course I wasn't. Let her chew her fingernails waiting for me. Let her suffer the stress and anxiety of wanting me to return in time to catch my wife. I stood on that balcony in the dark watching Bobby and John use my beautiful bride over and over until Emma could take no more. Bobby was first to fill her pussy with hot sperm. John used Bobby's load as lubrication, pounding my wife into the mattress before ejaculating into her womb.

I left the balcony and hurried back to the truck, sent Darcy a text about stopping for gas and that I would be delayed, and then sat in the cab gently stroking as I remembered scenes.

Bobby must have been out on a walk and heard John and Emma up in the bedroom, or he might have seen John sneak in and hurried around outside to climb onto that balcony and learn what was happening. Maybe he was simply a voyeur, a peeping Tom, and had spied on Emma and gotten more than he bargained for. It didn't matter to me. What happened, happened, but I would let Emma know that going forward, best friends were off limits.

By the time I got back to the cabin Darcy’s frustration was palpable. I laughed on the inside. John sat on the couch next to her as if nothing had happened. I asked about Bobby and Tammy, and Darcy said they were in their bedroom watching a movie.

“Emma took a bath I think,” John offered. “We haven't seen her for a while.”

I let Darcy know I would make a trip to the market tomorrow and, clearly annoyed and frustrated, she told me not to bother. Our time in the cabin was almost finished so there was no point. I went looking for Emma.

I had saved my load, and I was eager to give it to her. I entered the bedroom and she raced into my arms. She had been listening with her ear to the door, waiting for me to come to her.

“Fuck me, Jordan,” she growled. “I have a pussy full of cum for you. Were you out there? Did you see everything?”

I tried to answer but she was ripping at my pants, throwing the belt open, shoving them down. My dick waved in the open air and she shoved me against the wall, bending at the waist to gobble my cock. I put my hands on the back of her head and closed my eyes. She was ravenous.

“I saw everything,” I croaked. “I saw Bobby take your ass. I saw John stuff your pussy. I saw everything.”

I was already rock hard. She stopped sucking briefly.

“I want your load in me too,” she moaned. “Three men! I can't believe it. I've never even had two men inside me at the same time and now I'm about to have three. I'm so horny I want to call John back in here to fuck me again.”




Epilogue

We never confronted Darcy. We ended our stay at the cabin, each of us returning to our everyday lives, each of us holding on to our secrets. Tammy doesn't know that her husband, and my best friend, fucked my wife. That's what she gets for betting against us. Darcy doesn't know that we are onto her game, and continues to introduce hot, well-hung men, in her efforts to get Emma to stray and me to catch her. Darcy is a silly person. We decided we’d let her keep trying. She has solved for us the problem of locating new lovers for Emma. She is doing all the legwork. Additionally, we get to amuse ourselves by keeping her in the dark.

End.
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