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1.   Outback Temptation

“Oh, God!” Amy gasped, gripping the arms of the chair, her legs spread wide and hoisted up, trembling.

“Yeah?” the guy groaned, thrusting deeper, faster.

The legs of the chair screeched against the laminated floor as it skidded under the force of his thrusts.

“Oh… oh… oh…” Amy’s moans turned erratic, her breath catching, her breasts wobbling with every stroke.

Clapping and cheers rose in the background, drowning out whatever the woman filming was saying as she zoomed in — right there, where the thick cock was driving in and out of Amy’s pussy.

“Stop it!”

Diana’s voice cut through the hot air.

Startled, I hit pause and turned towards her. I hadn’t heard her stepping back into the shelter. I pulled one AirPod from my ear.

For a moment, there was only the heat — thick, unmoving, pressing down on us even in the shade. The small open shelter offered little relief. Sweat ran down my back, my T-shirt clinging to me, soaked through. Diana and I were not made for a trail like this one. In fact, for any trail. This was our first — and we’d chosen a brutal one in the Australian South, where the heat lingered even at night and the days scorched, drenching you in your own sweat.

Diana wiggled her hips to settle her denim shorts.

“You done?” I asked, smiling, trying to look innocent.

My eyes traced the curves of her hips, then slid down her slender thighs. My cock, already hard from the clip, twitched as I imagined her just moments earlier, bared behind the shelter to pee — and, for some reason, I pictured the guy from the clip watching her. Not fucking her. Not touching her. Just watching.

She zipped her shorts and fastened the button. “I can’t believe you showed it to Wills.”

I shrugged. “What was I supposed to do? Keep quiet?”

“Yes.” She stepped towards her backpack. “He’s your best friend, Chris. You broke his heart.”

I pulled the remaining AirPod from my ear. “Amy asked to be filmed — she even says so in the clip.” I held the phone and the AirPod out towards Diana. “Listen.”

She pushed my hand away. “I don’t want to listen. I don’t want to watch.”

I laughed. “You sure? The guy’s packing.”

“That’s enough.”

I slipped the phone and the AirPods into my pocket. “Love, whoever sent me the clip wanted me to warn Wills about Amy.”

“Yeah. To wreck their wedding.”

“I had to.”

“You didn’t. He wouldn’t have found out, and they’d have married.”

“I believe in honesty.” I stood and hoisted my backpack onto my shoulders. “She was no good. A wife doesn’t do something like that — not behind her husband’s back. If it was with his consent, that’s different. But all those excuses she tried to sell him? ‘It was a hen party. We were drunk.’ No. I told him straight — that’s not a wife for you.”

“Whatever, Chris.” Diana waved a hand, annoyed, then swung her backpack onto her back.

We set off again, stepping back into the scorching heat of the Australian outback — Diana in the lead, me following a few paces behind.

As usual with us, it didn’t take long for the edge to fade. The argument — if you could even call it that — slipped behind us as naturally as the shelter had. We talked about ordinary things: what we’d do when we got back home, how badly we’d underestimated the heat, the strange beauty of the landscape around us. I couldn’t help myself, reaching out now and then to give Diana’s bum a playful slap, or pretend to stumble and cup her bum briefly from behind. She giggled each time, glancing back to swat my hand away, mock-annoyed but smiling all the same.

After about an hour, the sun finally won. Conversation thinned, words rationed as our mouths dried, and we settled into the steady rhythm of walking.

In the quiet, a few paces behind Diana, I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her.

The thin fabric of her loose tank top, darkened with sweat along her spine and beneath the backpack straps, clung just enough to accentuate the graceful curve of her lower back.

Lower still, her cut-off denim shorts traced the subtle sway of her hips, the backs of her thighs flexing with each step. Her trainers kicked up small clouds of dust, ankle socks flashing as her feet struck the dry trail.

I watched the easy, confident movement of her body and couldn’t help noticing how much she still stirred me. We’d been married for over nine years. We had two school-aged children. And yet, I still found myself struck by how effortlessly sexy she was.

She had that easy, natural beauty — fair, smooth skin, a straight nose, full lips that always seemed on the verge of a smile. Her hair, light brown with sun-brightened streaks, fell to her shoulders in soft waves, escaping its tie as the day wore on. Hazel eyes that could look warm or sharp depending on her mood. A body that balanced perfectly between softness and shape — firm bum, long legs, natural C-cup breasts that sat just right without ever needing help.

Men noticed her. They always had. And she always noticed them noticing — without ever encouraging it. Diana was prudent. Faithful. Grounded. Knowing she’d never act on that attention didn’t stop my mind from wandering. I’d had a hotwife fantasy for years, even if I’d never dared voice it to her, afraid she’d shut me down without hesitation. I imagined her with other men sometimes — fleeting, half-formed thoughts — and now, walking behind her, I couldn’t shake the image of her with the man from the clip. I didn’t know why him. It just lodged itself there, uninvited.

The trail narrowed as it wound on, the red dust giving way to scrub and low rock formations, patches of stubborn greenery clinging to the uneven ground. It was just enough cover to break the long sightlines, the path bending and rising so you couldn’t see more than a few dozen metres ahead.

Not that I needed to see anything else — my eyes were locked on the sway of my wife’s hips, my attention wandering where it shouldn’t. Maybe that was why I didn’t hear the footsteps until they were right behind me.

“Hello, you two.”

I stopped short and turned.

Diana, a step ahead of me, halted too, then turned and moved to stand beside me.

Behind us, a tall, well-built man had stopped. He was easily a head taller than either of us.

He wore a T-shirt soaked through with sweat, lightweight shorts and trainers, a small backpack sitting high on his shoulders. There was something unmistakably masculine about him — broad chest, strong arms, an easy confidence in his stance.

His hair was dark-blond, sun-lightened at the tips, falling in loose waves to his shoulders. He had a striking face — strong jaw, straight nose — and eyes the colour of polished wood, bright with curiosity. A relaxed, slightly cheeky smile played at the corner of his mouth.

“Hello,” I said.

“Hi,” Diana added, lifting a hand in a small wave.

A faint blush crept across her cheeks. She’d noticed what I had — that the man standing in front of us was attractive — and, just as quickly, she’d become aware of her own attraction to him.

“I’m Caleb,” he said, stepping closer and holding out his hand.

I took it. “Chris.”

His grip was firm and confident, without being aggressive.

He turned to Diana and extended his hand to her.

“Diana,” she said, smiling now, more easily than before, as she took his hand.

“Nice to meet you.” His smile widened, a spark lighting his eyes. He held her hand a moment longer than necessary before letting go.

The colour in her cheeks deepened. She knew he’d noticed her.

He glanced down the trail, then back at us. “Mind if I tag along for a bit?”

I hesitated and looked at Diana.

She gave a small, almost imperceptible shrug, the blush still there, her lips curved in a half-smile.

I turned back to him. “Sure. Why not?”

I was only half turning to carry on along the trail when he slipped past me, already beside Diana.

“Where are you from?” he asked, his hand settling lightly on her hip, guiding her to turn.

“Bromley,” she replied, letting herself be steered.

“I’m from Croydon,” Caleb said as they fell into step side by side.

I hurried to catch up.

“Oh, really?” Diana laughed. “Neighbours.”

He chuckled. “Small world. Children?”

“Two. Staying with my mum.”

“Yeah,” he said easily. “The outback’s no place for kids.”

“Absolutely.”

“How old?” His hand brushed the small of her back, just below the backpack. It was brief — almost casual — but unmistakable.

She laughed, light and slightly breathless. “You mean the kids?”

“Of course. I’d never ask a lady about her age.” His hand found her back again, a touch lower this time, fingertips grazing the waistband of her shorts.

I saw her shiver.

But she didn’t move away. She just laughed again. “Six and eight.”

“Oh,” he said. “You must’ve married young.”

Her shoulders shook with laughter. “I know what you’re implying. And thanks — but I’m not that young.”

“You are. If I had to guess — twenty-six.”

“And you said you’d never ask a lady about her age.”

“She’s thirty-three, Caleb,” I cut in — not sure why. Maybe it was a flicker of jealousy at how easily he was flirting with my wife. Or irritation. Or arousal. Probably all three. My cock was hard just watching him touch her — and watching her, for the first time in our marriage, not shut it down.

“Chris!” Diana squeaked, twisting round to look at me. The protest in her voice was undercut by the smile tugging at her lips. She turned forward again, laughing lightly. “And Chris is thirty-five. Since he’s telling tales.”

“You both look younger,” Caleb said, finally lifting his hand from her back.

“And how old are you?” Diana asked.

“Twenty-six. Not married. And never will be.”

“Why’s that?” I asked.

He glanced back at me. “No time, mate. Too much time in the gym.”

“So you’re a bodybuilder?”

He shook his head. “No. Just staying fit. It’s for work.”

“Your work?” Diana asked, turning her head towards him while keeping her footing.

“Yeah.” He flicked her a glance, then looked back to the trail.

“What do you do?”

“I work on stage.”

“Oh — so you’re an actor?”

He hesitated for a moment, then said, “You could say that.”

“Theatre?”

“Careful—” Caleb suddenly slipped an arm around Diana’s waist, steadying her as her foot slid on loose gravel.

“Thanks.”

“The outback’s deceptive,” he said. “Looks smooth until it isn’t.”

“Tell me about it,” I said. “It’s not just the ground either.”

He nodded. “Snakes. Some of the nastiest in the world.”

The conversation drifted to wildlife and hazards, but the space between Caleb and my wife stayed close.

We’d been walking for close to an hour when the trail dipped into a shallow gully, a strip of shade clinging stubbornly to the rock. We stopped in the shade without needing to discuss it.

I pulled off my cap and wiped my forehead. Diana brushed damp strands of hair from her neck.

Caleb stretched his shoulders, pulled a bottle from the side of his backpack, and took a slow drink.

“Everything’s drenched.” I tugged at my soaked T-shirt, trying to get some air.

“Tell me about it,” Diana said, glancing down at her tank top — the fabric dark with sweat, her nipples clearly imprinted beneath it. She wasn’t wearing a bra — it was too hot for one.

Caleb slipped the bottle back into his pack. “You’re wearing the straps the wrong way.”

She looked up at him, brows lifting. “What do you mean?”

He smiled — soft, assured — and stepped closer to her. “They should sit further apart.” He took hold of the straps of her backpack.

Her gaze dropped to his hands.

Gently, deliberately, he adjusted the straps, easing them wider across her shoulders. “They should rest here — not crowding your neck. Gives your chest room to breathe.”

As he finished, his hand slid over the damp fabric of her top, his fingers grazing her nipples.

She trembled — a visible shiver — but didn’t pull away. Her eyes followed his hand as it moved back, brushing her breasts again.

“See?” he said, a faint, knowing smile on his lips. “Feels cooler already, doesn’t it?”

“Yes… thank you,” she managed, her cheeks flushing deep red as her eyes flicked towards me.

“I see the logic,” I said, my cock hard as a rock after what I’d just watched — another man touching my wife’s breasts for the first time since we’d married.

Diana and I took quick pulls from our bottles and tucked them back into our packs. I adjusted my own straps, tugged my cap back on, and started walking again.

Diana caught up with me, hooking her hand under my arm.

Caleb followed a step behind.

Silence settled between the three of us. We all felt it — a line crossed. Maybe by accident. Maybe it could still be explained away as innocent.

My hard cock told me otherwise.

A few minutes later, we reached a fork in the trail. Diana and I stopped to read the signs, her hand slipping from my arm.

Caleb stood on her other side. “Which way are you heading?”

“Quorn,” I said, nodding towards the arrow with Quorn painted beneath it.

“Right,” he said. “I’m heading up towards Wilpena Pound.” Then, without quite asking, he slipped an arm around Diana’s waist and drew her in.

Her head snapped round to look at him, but she didn’t pull away.

They held each other’s gaze a moment too long, their hips touching.

“Nice meeting you,” he said softly, then stepped back and let her go.

She didn’t say anything — just gave a small nod, a faint, almost shy smile lingering on her lips.

“Good meeting you, Caleb,” I said.

His eyes flicked to mine. He lifted two fingers in a casual salute, then turned on his heel and headed off along the trail towards Wilpena.

Silent, Diana and I resumed our walk towards Quorn.

We’d walked for barely a minute before I said, “He was charming, wasn’t he?”

She didn’t reply. She just kept striding ahead, eyes fixed on the trail.

I pressed. “Handsome, too.”

“Don’t start,” she said, her words sharp, her gaze still forward.

I let out a light laugh. “I’m not starting anything, love. Just saying.”

Only our footsteps filled the air — and the heat on our backs, the late-afternoon sun hanging low now.

After letting it sit for a moment, I added, “He liked you.”

“Chris!” she snapped, turning to look at me — a spark in her eye.

I raised my hands in surrender. “Alright, alright. I won’t talk about it.”

“Please.”

We carried on walking in silence.

A strange sense of satisfaction settled in me. I smiled to myself. I’d read her right — she was defensive. Too defensive to deny it.

I didn’t have time to sit with the thought. Rounding a rocky outcrop, we nearly collided with two elderly women — sisters from New Zealand, seasoned hikers by the look of them. They turned out to be easy company, chatty and warm, and we fell into step together for the rest of the walk towards the small outback town where we’d booked a room for the night.

As I’d promised Diana, I didn’t mention Caleb again. Neither did she. And with dinner, drinks, and the low murmur of the pub, I barely thought about what had happened during the day.

The only time Caleb crossed my mind was later, back in our room, when we were having sex. She was so aroused — as was I — that I couldn’t help but think our encounter on the trail had something to do with it.

I didn’t say anything, though.


2.   Shared Ground

We woke later than we’d planned — the cumulative exhaustion of three days on the trail finally catching up with us. We ran through our morning routines quickly and dressed.

I noticed that Diana had cut yesterday’s tank shorter. She was wearing a cut-off tank now, the hem stopping just below her ribs.

I brushed my fingers against the edge of her tank. “You’re going lighter today?”

She nodded. “Yeah. I’m not fighting this heat again.” She slapped my bum playfully. “Let’s grab something.”

Breakfast was quick, and just before 9 am, we were back on the trail, backpacks slung over our shoulders.

It was already hot, but we’d learnt our lesson over the past few days and set a brisk pace, aiming to cover as much ground as possible before the sun really began to bite. We didn’t talk much — just the odd comment about the terrain or how far we still had to go. Talking drained energy and dried your mouth faster than anything else.

But Diana kept giving me soft smiles when our eyes met, a gentler touch on my hand or shoulder. Her movements felt deliberate, almost directed — as if she were making sure her attention, and mine, stayed firmly on each other.

And that meant, despite the excellent sex we’d had the night before, I was still embarrassingly horny. I noticed every smile, every curve of her body, the sway of her hips as she walked. Each small movement stirred something in me. And I knew it wasn’t just her sex appeal. It was what had happened the day before — heightening my desire and colouring the way I saw her now.

I didn’t want to bring Caleb up, but my mind kept replaying it anyway: him walking beside her, the easy flirting, those subtle, almost casual touches — and her smiles, her laughter. The result was that I spent most of the morning walking with an almost constant erection. Uncomfortable, yes — but perversely effective at keeping my mind busy. Time passed quickly, and by 11 am, we’d already covered more ground than we had on any previous day by that hour.

But by then the sun was no longer something you walked ahead of — it was on you. The heat slowed everything: pace, talk, even thought. We found ourselves stopping more often, hunting for scraps of shade, those quick water sips stretching into five-minute pauses before we pushed on again.

I was about to suggest a proper break when, out of the corner of my eye, I spotted someone waving from the side trail merging with ours just ahead.

I gestured in that direction. “Love — look.”

We both slowed and squinted into the glare.

Caleb.

“Interesting…” slipped out of me.

Diana said nothing.

“Hello, hello,” Caleb called as he reached us, slightly out of breath. “I thought I might not catch up with you. You were moving.”

We stopped.

“Trying to beat the heat, mate,” I said.

Diana shot him a teasing smile. “You chasing us or what?”

He smiled back. “You could say that.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Weren’t you heading to Wilpena?”

“Change of plans,” he said — then, without hesitation, stepped in front of her and wrapped his arms around her waist. “Hope you don’t mind me tagging along.”

The grin he gave her was unmistakably flirtatious.

His move caught me off guard. It caught Diana, too — but she didn’t panic.

Laughing lightly, she took hold of his wrists, eased his hands away, and stepped back. “Alright,” she said easily. “Keep us company then.”

She reached into the side pocket of her backpack and pulled out her water bottle.

Caleb and I followed suit.

Once we’d drunk, bottles returned and straps settled, we set off again — the three of us now, Diana in the middle, Caleb and I flanking her.

“So,” Diana said after a moment, glancing at Caleb, “what brought on the change of plans?”

“Well,” he said, “I got a call at four in the morning — imagine that. A mate telling me he’ll be meeting me in Quorn after all — not Wilpena. I dragged myself up — wishing I could’ve slept another hour — and hit the trail. And here I am.”

“Yep, here you are,” I said — and then, before I could stop myself, it slipped out. “Keeping my wife company.”

Diana’s head snapped round to me, her eyes wide, startled by the brazenness of it.

Caleb, unfazed, just laughed. “Couldn’t resist, could I?”

She kept staring at me, her cheeks colouring.

I grinned — my point made — and steered the conversation somewhere safer. “So, Caleb, this mate of yours — is he on the trail as well?”

“No,” he said. “He’s not doing the trail. He’s coming by train.”

Diana finally looked ahead, her cheeks still flushed.

“Why’s he coming, then?” I asked.

“He’s a colleague — Andrei,” Caleb said. “Coming for business. We’re often on stage together.”

“Is he into fitness like you?” Diana asked.

He nodded. “Oh yeah. More than me. Strong and sexy, too. Want me to introduce you?”

“Definitely,” she said. “I like strong and sexy.”

The tease in her voice was unmistakable. She looked straight at me and stuck her tongue out.

I laughed. “Make him do a bodybuilder’s pose for my wife.”

Caleb laughed. “Actually, he’s done a bodybuilding competition once. Funny story.”

He launched into a story — his mate’s ill-fated attempt at a bodybuilding competition — and it genuinely was funny. Diana and I laughed along, the sound echoing oddly off the rocks.

One story led to another: trekking mishaps, gym disasters, half-serious bravado. By the time we stopped for a break, laughing had made us thirsty.

“You’ve got to stop making me laugh, Caleb.” Diana tapped his muscular arm.

“Alright.” He mimed a zip across his lips. “Zipped.”

Still smiling, she dropped her backpack and pulled out her water bottle.

Caleb and I did the same.

We drank, then slipped the bottles back into our packs.

I hoisted my pack onto my shoulders. Caleb followed suit.

“Ready, Di?” I asked.

“Yeah.” She nodded.

She swung her pack back on — but one of the straps caught her hair. “I hate when this happens,” she muttered, reaching back awkwardly.

Caleb stepped in behind her. “Hold on.”

He lifted the strap, his fingers grazing the side of her neck.

She shivered.

“Stay still, Di,” he said — using her name, the way he’d just heard me do it.

Her cheeks flushed.

He freed the trapped strand.

“There you go,” he said, letting go.

“Thanks,” she murmured, smoothing her hair.

“For nothing.”

I swallowed. That wasn’t nothing. A tightness spread through my chest. At the same time, I shifted discreetly in my shorts, easing my hard-on.

“Shall we?” Caleb said, stepping past her and brushing her bum lightly as he went.

She didn’t react — except to flick a glance at me, her cheeks still warm.

I smiled back and moved to her side. She brushed her hand against mine — a small, reassuring gesture — and we set off again.

Caleb kept himself in check after that. Quiet, mostly. The occasional look, a smile. Diana returned some of them — but that was all.

We’d been walking for another ten minutes when my stomach growled loudly.

“I’m hungry.” I rubbed my belly, a little embarrassed by the noise.

“Me too,” Diana said.

We stopped.

To our left, a rocky outcrop jutted out beside the trail, creating a pocket of shadow beneath it. Reaching it meant clambering up a short rise of uneven rock.

“Shall we head there?” I nodded towards the shaded nook.

Diana stepped forward, planting her hands on the rocky lip and preparing to pull herself up.

“Let me help you,” Caleb said, crouching behind her, and before she realised what he was doing, his palms pressed against the backs of her thighs. His hands slid under the fabric of her shorts, cupping her arse beneath.

“Caleb!” she squeaked, twisting her head over her shoulder to look at him.

He withdrew his hands immediately. “Sorry — accident.” He straightened, lifting his hands in surrender, a faint smile playing on his lips. “Just trying to help.”

She held his gaze for a moment longer. Then her mouth curved into a smile — amused, a little flustered — and with one hand still braced on the rock, she lifted a finger and wagged it at him.

“Don’t.”

Then she turned back and pulled herself up.

“After you,” I said, gesturing for Caleb to go next.

He climbed up, and only then did I follow — giving myself just enough time for the erection straining in my shorts to subside a little.

We shuffled into the tight nook, shrugged off our packs, and dropped down cross-legged, knees almost touching — Diana with her back to the rock, getting the best of the shade, Caleb and I facing her.

Diana and I unwrapped the sandwiches we’d picked up at the pub the night before, while Caleb reached into his pack and pulled out a protein bar.

“Do you have to eat a lot of protein bars?” Diana asked, catching his eye as he tore the wrapper open.

He nodded. “Yeah. Helps build muscle.”

“Biceps, mostly,” I said.

He shot me a grin. “Not just biceps. Back, core, legs — thighs especially.”

Diana giggled and slapped my knee. “So you should be feeding me protein bars.”

She was flirting. I liked it.

I smiled. “Oh, then I won’t be able to keep my hands off those thighs of yours.”

I brushed my hand over her thigh — just once — then pulled back and took a bite of my sandwich, holding her gaze.

She giggled again.

“You don’t need protein for your thighs, Di,” Caleb said.

Her eyes shifted to him.

He smiled. “They’re perfect as they are.” He leaned in slightly and rested his hand on the inside of her thigh, just above the knee.

They held each other’s gaze.

His hand slid higher, his fingers grazing the hem of her shorts.

Her eyes dropped to his hand, her sandwich hovering halfway to her mouth.

“Good tone,” he murmured, his gaze following his fingers as they slipped beneath the fabric.

She shivered — but didn’t move away. Didn’t close her legs — I could see the edge of her thong where her shorts gaped.

His fingertips traced higher, brushing the soft crease where her thigh met her pussy, skimming the line of the thong.

I looked at her face — flushed, tense.

She looked up at him, her breathing shallow and fast.

He met her eyes — then swallowed.

Abruptly, he pulled his hand back. “Perfect tone.” He straightened and took a large bite of his bar, staring out across the scrub as if nothing had happened.

His free hand dropped to his lap.

Diana and I both saw it.

He was hard — the bulge beneath his shorts was enormous. He adjusted his erection, then gripped the bar with both hands and chewed deliberately.

He glanced at Diana. At me. “You two ever been to Australia before?”

Diana and I shook our heads slowly, still catching up with what had just passed.

“Third time for me,” he went on casually. “There’s a lot you’ve got to see.”

The conversation drifted to places worth visiting.

When we finished lunch, we packed our rubbish and got back to our feet.

Diana reached for her backpack but didn’t lift it. Instead, she straightened and stepped forward, her gaze drifting into the distance. She stood there, motionless, arms hanging loosely at her sides.

“You alright, love?” I asked, moving up beside her.

She didn’t answer — just kept staring.

I brushed her hand. “What is it, Di?”

She took my hand and squeezed gently. “It’s beautiful.”

“Yeah.” I followed her gaze. “It is.”

“This vastness… the haze… everything so still.” She paused. “It makes you feel—”

“At peace.”

She nodded. “Yes. At peace with yourself.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Caleb step in behind her.

“That’s what being in nature is about,” he said softly.

“Mmm,” she murmured.

His voice was calm, measured. “A world where nothing’s judged. Nothing questioned.”

I turned my head slightly towards him. “Well said, mate.”

He smiled — then leaned in, hooking his chin over Diana’s shoulder, his cheek brushing hers as he lowered his voice. “Where everything’s permitted.” He wrapped his arms around her waist.

I felt her body tremble, her fingers tightening around mine. She didn’t speak — just stood there, breathing fast.

My eyes dropped to her stomach, where Caleb’s hands began to move slowly upwards beneath the hem of her tank, her chest rising and falling more quickly now.

“Where desires are fulfilled,” he murmured — and slid his hands higher, cupping her breasts.

She jolted — but didn’t pull away. Her nails dug into my palm instead.

My cock throbbed painfully as I watched Caleb knead my wife’s breasts beneath the thin fabric, my gaze fixed on her chest.

She turned her head towards me. I looked up at her. Our eyes met.

She bit her lip.

I smiled.

A stillness settled between us. A shared breath. A moment of permission — quiet, charged, unmistakable.

My free hand dropped to my lap and closed around my hard cock, squeezing as I fought the urge.

Then, abruptly, Caleb’s hands slipped from beneath her top, and he stepped back.

I glanced at him. He was gripping the front of his shorts — dealing with the same problem as me.

A smile tugged at my lips — until movement caught my eye. A group of hikers appeared around a bend in the trail behind us.

Diana released my hand and quickly straightened her top — just as one of the hikers lifted a hand in greeting. “Hello!”

I waved back. “Hiya.”

“Let’s go,” Diana murmured. She grabbed her backpack and swung it onto her shoulders.

Caleb and I followed suit.

The three of us stepped down from the rocky lip onto the trail, falling into step with our new companions — a group of uni students as it turned out, heading the same way as us.

The conversation closed around us, and we didn’t talk about what had just happened. But it lingered all the same — not as something awkward or heavy, more like a quiet, conspiratorial undercurrent between us.

Most of the time, Diana walked between Caleb and me, and the three of us fell into a quiet language of body movement. She brushed my hand now and then, or gave me a soft smile — affectionate, steady, with that unspoken admission that she’d let it happen. No regret. Just acceptance. I always returned the gesture, my touch equally restrained: a brush at her elbow, or my palm resting briefly at her lower back.

On her other side, Caleb wasn’t shy with his looks — open, charged — and she didn’t seem to mind them. She smiled back with that contained spark I knew too well — desire, held in check. When my hand wasn’t at the small of her back, his was — light, possessive — and she never pushed it away. Never hurried her pace.

It felt, somehow, as though she’d accepted being shared between us on that stretch of trail.

If someone had been paying close attention, they might have noticed. If not the glances and touches, then the obvious tents in both Caleb’s and my shorts — something neither of us seemed especially concerned about hiding anymore. But no one noticed.

With the constant chatter and the steady rhythm of walking, the rest of the afternoon slipped by more easily than it had any right to. By six o’clock, we reached the final stop of the day — a tiny outback town where Diana and I had booked a room at the pub for the night. As it turned out, our new companions — and Caleb — were staying in the hostel across the street.

“That’s us.” I nodded towards the pub entrance.

“Tomorrow at eight?” Caleb asked.

I glanced at Diana. She gave a small nod.

“Alright,” I said. “Eight it is.”

“See you then.” Caleb waved and hurried off after the group of students heading for the hostel.

Diana and I went inside the pub.

We checked in quickly, showered, and changed for dinner. Nothing fancy — I pulled on a fresh T-shirt and shorts, while Diana slipped into a light mid-thigh skirt and a fresh cut-off tank top.

Downstairs, we were lucky to find a proper table rather than perching on bar stools and ordered dinner with a bottle of wine.

We were both horny, and neither of us needed to say it. We knew — after dinner, we’d go back upstairs and have sex.

So as we ate, we flirted. Feet brushing under the table. Hands slapping playfully at jokes. Talking about the heat, how it charged the hormones, how the long days on the trail left us wrung out and restless — and how much we were looking forward to having time to ourselves once we were back in London.

I was sure what had happened with Caleb was sitting at the back of Diana’s mind as much as mine, but we didn’t mention him. It was as if he didn’t exist. That seemed to be our unspoken agreement.

We’d just pushed our empty plates aside and finished the last of the wine, ready to head upstairs, when a barman approached our table, holding a cordless phone in his hand, one palm cupped over the speaker.

“Chris?” he asked politely.

I nodded.

“There’s someone called Caleb asking for you.”

He handed me the phone.

I lifted it to my ear. “Hello?”

“Hi, Chris.” Caleb’s voice came through, thick with drink. “Grab Di and come over for a drink.”

My eyebrows shot up. “You mean the hostel?”

“Yeah.”

“We can’t just turn up like this.”

“You can,” he said easily. “I’ve already told reception your names. Just say you’re here to see me.”

I hesitated. “Wouldn’t it be easier if you came over here? It’s a pub.”

“There’s a wild party going on,” he said. “Drinks on me. Come over — you’ll love it.”

I covered the speaker and whispered to Diana, “He’s inviting us over for a drink at the hostel.”

She hesitated.

I smiled. “Just one drink. On him?”

After a moment, she smiled back and nodded. “Okay. Just one.”

I brought the phone back to my ear. “Alright. See you shortly.”

I handed the phone back to the barman, paid the bill, and ten minutes later, we were at the hostel reception, asking for Caleb.

They confirmed he was expecting us and pointed us towards a door, a handwritten note on it reading Private Party.


3.   Crossing The Line

We looked around, momentarily stunned as the heat, smoke, and smell of alcohol hit us. The room glowed red, mats scattered across the floor, bodies shifting through the haze. People were half-naked — some fully naked — and two couples were fucking openly, right there in plain view.

We were already tipsy, having shared a bottle of wine over dinner, but we couldn’t help noticing: this was something else entirely. We’d never experienced anything like it. Our first hostel of the trail — no, our first hostel ever — and this was what we walked into.

I leaned into Diana’s ear, raising my voice over the noise. “This is a different kind of heat.”

She giggled and slapped my bum. “You’ve got that right. Shall we go back?”

“Let’s have one quick drink with Caleb. Then we’ll go.”

“Just one?”

“Yeah.”

“Okay.”

I pointed towards a free mat in one corner of the room. “There?”

She nodded.

We crossed the space and dropped cross-legged on the mat, facing each other.

A guy wearing nothing but briefs staggered over, a camera hanging from his neck, barely keeping a tray of tequila shots level. He said something in Spanish we didn’t understand, but his grin and exaggerated gestures made it clear enough — he was offering us a shot.

The three of us took one each and knocked it back. It burned going down. Diana grimaced.

He urged us to take another, and — laughing — we did. When he offered a third, we shook our heads.

He laughed, gave us a thumbs-up, and wandered off unsteadily.

We exchanged a look — we’d definitely wandered into something wild.

And then Caleb appeared in the doorway, bare-chested and barefoot, shorts only, a bottle of tequila in his hand.

“Oh, no,” Diana murmured as she saw the bottle. “I’m already drunk.”

I laughed. “Not drunk, love. Just tipsy.”

She snorted. “You say that because you’re drunk yourself.”

Before I could reply, Caleb was already with us. He dropped down in front of Diana, his free hand landing on her thigh — no asking, no hesitation.

“Tequila?” he asked, grinning, his voice already thick with it.

Diana laughed lightly. “I won’t survive tonight.”

“Oh, come on.” Caleb picked up three of the empty shot glasses the Spanish-speaking guy had left behind and filled them.

We took the shots and set the glasses down on the floor.

“So… what do you think of the party, Di?” Caleb asked.

She giggled. “I’ve never seen anything like this.”

“Yeah, it’s something.” He picked up the bottle. “Another one?”

“No. We should go now.”

“Why?”

“We only came for a quick drink, Caleb.”

“The fun’s just starting,” he said.

She let out a light laugh. “Getting hammered isn’t fun for me.” She leaned back on her hands, palms flat on the mat on either side of her.

Caleb set the bottle down. “You’re right.” His hand settled on her bare thigh again.

She didn’t pull away, just looked at him.

Their eyes met.

His grin was playful, teasing.

She held his gaze — seemingly unbothered by his hand on her thigh. A small, flirtatious smile tugged at her lips before she cocked her head. “What?”

Her skirt had already ridden high, yet he nudged the hem higher still until her thong came into view. “The fun’s about exploration,” he said, his grin widening.

“Exploration?”

“Yes.”

“Of what?”

“Of this.”

His gaze dropped to her lap as his hand slid up the inside of her thigh, his fingertips grazing the crease where her thong met her legs.

She trembled but didn’t pull away. Didn’t push his hand. Didn’t close her legs. She only looked down at her lap, her chest rising and falling with each breath.

He traced the crease slowly, then brushed her thong with his fingers.

A small gasp escaped her. Her hands scrabbled for the mat at her sides.

His index finger traced the outline of her pussy through the fabric of the thong.

Her body shook. Her hands curled into fists, gripping nothing, her knuckles sliding against the smooth mat.

“Let’s explore together, Di,” Caleb whispered, his voice dark with lust.

She grabbed his elbow and pushed his hand away. Then she straightened.

They looked up at each other, eyes locked.

He leaned closer. “Why not? Look around — everyone’s fucking.”

“You’re not serious,” she whispered.

“Oh, I am.” A slow, lustful smile spread across his face.

“I’m a married woman, Caleb.”

“So?”

“I could be your mother.”

He chuckled. “Hardly. You’re thirty-three, I’m twenty-six.”

“Still—”

“Let’s fuck, Di,” he whispered.

She stayed silent, holding his gaze. Her cheeks were flushed with more than alcohol now — there was arousal in her eyes.

He rose onto his knees, placed a hand on her chest, and gently coaxed her down until she was lying on her back on the mat.

She looked at me.

I was already hard, unsure whether to stop it or watch. My long-held fantasy — one I’d never shared — was unfolding right in front of me.

I nodded.

“Oh God…” she murmured, covering her eyes with both hands, then drawing her knees up, feet flat on the mat.

Caleb hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his shorts and shoved them down to his knees in one smooth motion. No briefs. His cock sprang free — thick and heavy, just as I’d guessed from the bulge.

He leaned over her, grabbed the hem of her skirt and pulled it up. She lifted her arse off the mat, and he bunched her skirt up to her waist. Then he hooked his fingers into the waistband of her thong and, in one swift pull, slid it down over her hips to her knees, baring her pussy and arse.

She lowered her hips back onto the mat. Taking each ankle in turn, lifting her leg as he went, he slid the thong the rest of the way off her.

She spread her legs.

He tossed the thong over without looking at me.

I caught it without thinking and slipped it into my pocket, then leaned forward for a better view.

My breath caught.

Her skirt was bunched at her waist, her legs spread, knees bent, feet flat on the mat. Her shaved pussy, with its neat landing strip, lay fully exposed, its contours picked out by the red light flickering from a wall lamp behind us.

Caleb grabbed one of the cushions lying nearby. Sliding an arm under her hips, he lifted them and shoved the cushion beneath her arse. He let go, positioned himself between her legs, then gripped her knees and leaned forward, hovering over her so that his erect cock angled down between her parted thighs.

He forced her legs wider and pushed forward, the head of his cock spreading her pussy lips.

She gasped, her hands dropping from her eyes.

She looked at me.

Our eyes met.

Caleb’s next thrust drove into her — deep — just as she was about to speak. Her whole body jolted.

She sucked in a sharp breath. “Oh God… he’s… big, love.”

“You stretched?” I asked, my voice shaking.

She nodded, breathless. “Yeah.”

Caleb released her knees and braced himself over her, lying along her body, his cock buried deep. He began to move. Each stroke was long and heavy, his hips pressing down between her open thighs.

She tried to stay quiet but couldn’t hold it in. Moan after moan slipped from her lips with every thrust. He drove into her harder, deeper, faster, rocking her against the mat.

A minute, maybe less, and her back arched suddenly, her chest lifting as her breath caught. The orgasm hit. Eyes shut, lips pressed tight, she trembled beneath him, riding the waves as they rolled through her.

Caleb shifted, bracing himself on one hand, while his other hand slid to the hem of her crop top and gripped it. He pushed the top up, baring her breasts as they bounced with every deep stroke, then dropped his hand onto the mat beside her, propped up on both hands again.

The sight was too much for me.

My wife — breasts bare, nipples standing hard, skirt rucked up to her waist — was taking another man’s cock without hesitation. I rose onto my knees and shoved my shorts and briefs down, my cock already aching for release. My hand closed around it, and I began stroking myself, my eyes fixed on her as she kept shuddering beneath him, her cries finally breaking loose, echoing through the red-lit haze.

His hips kept driving, the sound of their bodies louder now, her moans climbing higher with every thrust.

Just as another moan of surrender slipped from her — “Oh, my God” — Caleb lost control. He gave a massive thrust, burying himself fully, and grunted loud enough to turn a few heads nearby. His body shook as he came deep inside her, staying pressed against her, his breath ragged.

Fifteen seconds, maybe more — each pulse of him timed with the last quivers of her orgasm.

When her breathing eased, her eyes fluttered open. She looked straight at me, cheeks flushed, lips parted.

I smiled softly, my hand still wrapped around my cock, slick with my own cum.

Caleb pulled out, his cock glistening with her juices and his cum, and rolled onto his back beside her.

She grabbed the cushion beneath her arse and pushed it away. She straightened her legs, tugged her skirt back down, and pulled her top into place.

“You enjoyed it?” Caleb asked, staring up at the ceiling, still panting.

She just nodded, her breath uneven.

I pulled my shorts and briefs back up and lay down on her other side.

The three of us grew quiet, listening to the mix of laughter, kisses, and the wet sounds of others fucking around us.

Excitement and torment churned in my head.

My wife had been fucked by another man. Just now. The man who’d fucked her lay on her other side, enjoying the moment, having taken his pleasure in her.

What did that mean for us? Would we be okay? How did she feel about it? What was she thinking right now?

Jealousy rose up instinctively. Then the desire I’d carried for so many years — despite my recent release — pushed back against it.

It had happened.

My wife’s pussy had taken another man’s cock.

As the thoughts and emotions kept circling, the exhaustion of the day — the heat, the alcohol, the intensity of it all — began to take over. I drifted into a strange state of suspension, half-awake, half-asleep. The noise around us faded into the background, my eyes open but unfocused, my mind slipping in and out.

I don’t know how long I’d been like that — but I was woken by Diana’s voice.

“No, Caleb… please.”

“Please, Di.” Caleb’s voice came softly. “Just one more.”

A moment later, she whispered, almost to herself, “Oh God. We’ve got to go now.”

I rolled onto my side to face her.

She was still lying on her back, one arm raised as she checked her watch. Caleb was propped on an elbow beside her, facing her. His free hand had slipped under her crop top, gently kneading her breast beneath the fabric.

She heard me move and turned her head towards me, her raised arm dropping back to her side, Caleb’s hand easing free from under her top.

Our eyes met. We held each other’s gaze for a beat, unmoving.

Then she whispered, “He wants one more.”

I smiled — a soft, bitter smile — jealousy twisting in my chest even as my cock twitched with arousal. “Okay,” I murmured. “One more.”

“You sure?”

I shrugged. “Since we’re already into it…”

She held my gaze a moment longer, then turned her head towards Caleb. Her words were barely above a whisper. “Just this once.”

She lifted her hips and bunched her skirt up to her waist, then spread her legs, drawing her knees up, feet flat on the mattress.

He raised his arse and pulled his shorts off, his cock jutting hard and ready. He tossed the shorts aside and rolled over on top of her, positioning himself between her legs, braced on one hand while the other moved between her thighs.

I rose onto my elbow — I had to look.

Just in time.

He guided his cock with his hand towards her pussy, his hips moving slowly.

I felt her hand brush my chest, searching for mine. I took it. Our fingers interlocked.

The head of his cock pressed against her folds. She tightened her grip on my hand.

He pushed forward, her pussy lips parting as the tip nudged at her entrance. He let go of his cock, shifted onto both hands, and rolled his hips forward.

She gasped, her fingernails digging into my palm as his cock slid into her.

He dropped to his elbows and leaned in to kiss her, but she turned her head away.

“No,” she whispered. “Kissing’s for my husband only.”

He paused, thinking for a moment, then said quietly, “Sure.”

He pushed back up onto his hands, bracing himself on either side of her, then arched his back and began to thrust — long, slow strokes, fucking her steadily.

She looked at me, her eyes searching mine.

I gave her a soft smile.

She didn’t smile back —just nodded. There was so much in that nod: understanding, acceptance, surrender, love. We were in this together.

She turned back to Caleb, released my hand, and wrapped her arms around his neck.

“Fuck me harder,” she whispered.

He stopped, a faint smile flickering at the corners of his mouth as he raised an eyebrow. “You want it harder?”

She gave a small nod.

“Okay.” He chuckled softly, then began thrusting again — harder now, deeper, his strokes powerful.

“Oh, God,” she breathed, her body shaking in time with his rhythm.

“You like that?”

“Mmm.”

He picked up the pace.

“Oh… oh… oh…”, her moans spilled out, unrestrained now.

Perhaps a minute passed, and her breath hitched. She arched her head back and shut her eyes as her body seized in orgasm.

Caleb didn’t slow. He kept thrusting, relentless.

As the first orgasm faded, another ripped through her — and then another.

“Oh… oh… oh…” the sounds slipped from her without thought.

A fourth orgasm tore through her. “Oh, God!” she cried, her eyes flying open — wide and strained — locked on Caleb as she pulled her upper body up against him, tightening her grip around his neck, shuddering harder than I’d ever seen her.

Whether it was her cry, the sight of her, or the way her pussy clenched around his cock — or all of it together — it pushed Caleb over the edge. He grunted loudly, thrust deep, and stilled, his arse tightening as he spilled himself deep inside my wife’s pussy.

They trembled together for several seconds before she finally released him and slumped back, chest heaving, sweat slicking her neck and forehead, her hair mashed and damp.

Caleb pulled out of her and rolled onto his back beside her.

“That was fantastic,” he murmured, staring at the ceiling, his chest rising and falling fast, sweat gleaming on his skin.

Diana, still panting, lifted her hips and reached down to straighten her skirt, but I caught her hand.

She turned her head to look at me — a question in her eyes.

I smiled and gently pulled her hand down to her side.

“Oh,” slipped from her lips as she realised what I wanted. She turned her head forward again and lowered her arse back onto the mat.

In a rush, I stripped off my shorts and briefs and rolled over on top of her, settling between her legs. Bracing myself on my hands, I rocked my hips forward. Years together meant there was no fumbling, no guiding, no adjustment needed. I found her entrance effortlessly, just as she wrapped her arms around my waist and pulled me in. My cock sank all the way into her.

Wow.

The sensation was unlike anything I’d ever felt. Caleb’s cum still inside her, her pussy slick — the familiar velvety warmth was richer than anything I was used to.

The moment I entered her, I felt my release building in my shaft. It was overwhelming. Too fast. Far faster than I’d expected. I’d thought I might barely feel her — that she might barely feel me. It wasn’t like that at all.

Yes, she was looser than usual, but her walls were alive — warm, yielding, active — clutching and pulsing around me, milking me, wanting me.

I knew I didn’t have much time and began thrusting immediately.

But she slid her hands up to my shoulders and started to pull me down.

She wanted a kiss.

I had no choice but to pause and lower myself until our lips met, my cock still buried deep inside her. We kissed with an intensity that took my breath away — mouths open, tongues tangled, urgent and unrestrained.

When we finally broke apart, I was already on the edge.

Groaning, I thrust again — a stroke, two, three — and spilled deep inside her.

Another expectation shattered. I’d thought — after the way she’d just been fucked, after his size and stamina — that she wouldn’t come with me.

I was wrong.

She squirmed beneath me, a throaty moan tearing from her as her eyes clamped shut. I felt her pussy tighten suddenly, clenching around me as she came.

I drove through her climax until it passed, until her body softened and her eyes fluttered open.

She gave me a brief, gentle smile. Then came the familiar, affectionate scratching of my back.

We were done.

She was happy.

I’d done well.

I pulled out, still hard, and rolled onto my back beside her, my heart pounding.

I’d just reclaimed my wife. Taken my first sloppy seconds.

And I knew then — whatever jealousy lay ahead, whatever doubts or regrets might come — I would want this again.

And I wouldn’t stop.

I turned my head to look at her.

Still lying on her back, legs spread, knees drawn up, she stared at the ceiling, biting her lip, her face sombre and distant. One hand brushed her chest absent-mindedly; the other rested between her thighs.

On her other side, Caleb was propped up on one elbow, facing her. His eyes were fixed on her face, his hand gently caressing her shoulder.

The sight of it replaced the rush of excitement from what we’d just done with a sharp sting of jealousy. Why was he caressing my wife? Claiming her? Looking at her like — I glanced at his face — yes, like he cared about her?

And why wasn’t she pushing him away when she could feel his fingers, sense his gaze?

I took a slow breath. This was on me. I’d allowed this to happen. The twist of jealousy in my chest wouldn’t ease. Regret and humiliation joined it, tightening until it was almost too much.

I looked around.

The noise and movement in the room hadn’t let up. The place was heaving with party chaos and loud music — people, all of them heavily drunk by now, staggered about, some trying to dance, others making out, quite a few fucking openly on the mats.

No one paid us any attention. No one seemed to notice us at all. No one cared about my humiliation. Good — and yet I still felt exposed.

I glanced to my side. There they were — my briefs and shorts. I grabbed them. Without getting up, I lifted my feet, then my arse, and dragged them back into place.

I felt better. Less exposed.

I rolled onto my side to face Diana, propping myself up on one elbow. I caught her hand as it brushed her chest.

She turned her head to look at me.

“You OK?” I asked.

She didn’t answer — just stared.

I raised my eyebrows. “Love?”

Still nothing. Just those soft, sad eyes.

I gently rubbed her knuckles, worry creeping into my voice. “What is it, love?”

She pulled her other hand from between her thighs and held it up for me to see — her fingers slick with cum.

“It’s bad, Chris,” she whispered.

I swallowed, a dull ache settling in my chest. “We’ll get you the pill.”

“It’s not that.”

I frowned slightly. “Then what is it?”

“It hurts,” she said.

“Ah… well. He’s big.”

“No!” she almost squeaked. “Really, Chris?”

She pulled her hand free from mine, her other hand dropping to her side as she pushed herself up onto her elbows and turned her head to face me, frustration colouring her cheeks.

“I’m not chafed,” she said firmly, then paused. “I am… but that’s not it. Do you understand? It hurts otherwise. It will hurt. Both of us.”

Her eyes filled.

“I’m sorry, love,” I murmured, brushing the tear that slipped down her cheek. “I’m sorry.”

Silence stretched between us. Our eyes held for a moment.

She glanced around the room, then looked back at me, her voice calmer now, her eyes softer. “It’s not your fault.”

“I’m sorry,” Caleb said from her other side, his hand settling on her stomach.

Her head snapped round to look at him.

He shrugged, apologetic. “I’m sorry I hurt you.”

She didn’t respond.

He gently rubbed her belly, his gaze fixed on her eyes. “I didn’t mean to.”

She took a deep breath, then said, “It’s not your fault, Caleb. It’s me. I should’ve…” She trailed off, biting her lip, her gaze drifting to a couple fucking upright by the wall.

She dropped back onto her back and, lifting her hips, quickly straightened her skirt.

Then she lay still again, staring at the ceiling, worrying her lip once more.

I let my gaze drift away and sighed. We’d messed up.

“A shot?” Caleb’s voice cut in.

I looked at him. Diana turned her head too.

He lifted the tequila bottle slightly. “It helps clear your head,” he said, a soft, friendly smile curving his lips. He brought the bottle to his mouth and took a long gulp, then offered it to me. “Go on, Chris.”

I reached for it — but Diana beat me to it.

She grabbed the bottle, rose onto her elbow, and took one, two, three gulps.

My eyes widened. I’d never seen her drink like this.

She thrust the bottle towards me. I took it.

She wiped her mouth, then turned her head to Caleb and nodded.

He nodded back.

I gulped hard — didn’t count them. My stomach burned. I lowered the bottle and passed it over Diana to Caleb.

He took it and drank.

We passed the bottle between us in silence a few times, my head growing light as the fresh alcohol joined what was already there.

I lowered myself onto my back.

Diana dropped back too, her gaze drifting up to the ceiling.

Caleb rolled onto his back as well, holding the bottle loosely in one hand, its base resting on his chest, his eyes on the ceiling.

“My philosophy is,” he said, his voice measured, almost soothing, “that it’s better to do things you might regret than regret not doing them.”

I tried to follow his logic, but the physical and mental exhaustion — and the alcohol — made thinking hard.

“And more often than not,” he went on, “nothing’s really worth regretting. We should just do what we feel we should do.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Diana reach for the bottle. He passed it to her, and she gulped, then tucked it against my chest.

I picked it up and drank, then passed it back to her. She drank again before handing it to Caleb.

My head was muddled now, but I still registered one thing: Diana was drinking a lot. She’d have a hangover. A bad one. The thought lingered for a moment, then a smile crossed my lips — better a hangover than regrets and recriminations.

The bottle nudging against my chest pulled me out of it. I picked it up and drank. I wasn’t feeling the burn in my stomach anymore.

I held the bottle against my belly, my vision blurred. I was drunk.

I’d have a bad hangover too. Good.

I heard Caleb say, his voice slurred now as well, “We should let things happen, you know. And never regret them. Never.”

Without looking at Diana, I pushed the bottle in her direction, my gaze fixed upwards, as if I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the stupid LED light stuck in the ceiling above us.

She took the bottle. I heard her drink. Then she said, “So you’re saying I shouldn’t regret letting you fuck me?”

Caleb’s voice sounded distant. “Yes. You shouldn’t. We all wanted it. And we enjoyed it, didn’t we?”

The bottle nudged my elbow.

“You OK, darling?” Diana’s voice was soft — gentle in a way that cut through the haze.

I struggled, but managed to turn my head and look at her. She’d rolled onto her side, facing me. Her features were calm, relaxed — and no, she wasn’t just tipsy anymore. She was properly drunk now.

I picked up the bottle — much lighter now — my hands shaking as I took a gulp. I passed it back to her.

She didn’t drink. She passed it to Caleb instead.

Could I do this? I wasn’t sure — but I had to try.

I managed to roll onto my side, facing her, and slipped an arm around her waist. I found my voice. “I love you.”

She wrapped an arm around my shoulder and pulled me in. Her lips brushed mine — a soft peck, her breath warm with tequila. Then she whispered, “Love you too.”

I heard Caleb shift behind her and caught his silhouette as he turned onto his side, facing her back.

I felt his knuckles against my stomach.

I understood. He was wrapping an arm around my wife from behind, his hand slipping between us, settling on her belly. I didn’t object. Neither did she. And why would we? He’d already fucked her — more than once. What difference did his hand on her stomach make now?

I saw him lean in and kiss the side of her neck.

She pulled herself closer to me, her breasts pressing through her crop top against my chest. His knuckles nudged against my abs as he held her from behind.

We stilled.

My eyes closed, the noise around us fading into the background. My world narrowed to just a few sensations: my wife’s warm breath on my neck, her soft breasts against my chest, her arm looped around me, the smooth skin at the small of her back under my palm — and Caleb’s knuckles resting lightly against my stomach.

I don’t know how long it was before I drifted into a deep, drunken sleep.

I woke to a pull on my shoulder.

My eyes opened slowly, lids heavy, alcohol still pressing. I blinked for a moment, then it came to me. I was in the Red Room, lying with my wife side by side, arms around each other’s shoulders.

It was quiet, apart from the heavy breathing of a snorer somewhere behind my back.

I figured it was deep into the night.

My eyes focused. My wife’s face was close, half-lit, half in shadow beneath the dim red glow of the wall lamp behind us, still left on.

Her eyes were closed, but she was awake. She tilted her head back slightly; her eyelids fluttered, then stayed shut.

There was a shuffle behind her.

Caleb.

The guy who had fucked her.

I could only see his silhouette. He was still lying on his side, facing her back, but his head was raised — he’d likely shifted up onto his elbow. His knuckles weren’t pressed against me anymore; his arm was no longer wrapped around Diana.

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught the movement of his hand lower down — busy at her hip. Her skirt, already riding high, brushed higher still as he gently tugged her arse towards him.

Her eyes opened.

Our gazes met for a moment — no smile, no words. Just understanding. Then she pulled herself closer to me and, at the same time, pushed her arse back towards Caleb.

“Lift your leg a bit, Di,” he whispered, barely audible.

She raised her top leg and rested it on my hip, her other leg pressed along mine.

“A bit more,” he breathed. “So I can get to your pussy.”

She drew her knee higher, sliding it over my hip onto my side, her arse pushed further back.

There was a subtle shift behind her —  and she flinched. Her mouth parted slightly as a soft, breathy gasp escaped her.

I didn’t need to look down. I knew. He’d just entered her.

She pulled herself tight against me, burying her face into my chest, her grip around my shoulder tightening.

The quiet rustle of the mat and the gentle rocking of her body were the only signs that Caleb was fucking her — slow, measured thrusts into her pussy from behind.

It didn’t take long, and I felt her mouth open, her teeth grazing the skin of my chest. A muffled moan. A squeeze of her arm around me. Her knee pressing down on my side. Then the tremor ran through her body as she came.

Caleb let out a low grunt. The thrusts stopped. He stilled.

I waited. The feeling was strange. I knew he was coming inside my wife’s pussy. But there was no jealousy, no regret. Just acceptance. And arousal — my hard cock throbbed against her stomach.

I didn’t come. Thank God. It would’ve been awkward — and inconvenient — to do that in my shorts.

Diana’s grip on my shoulder eased. She lifted her head slightly, and our eyes met.

Everything stilled. Quiet.

I gently rubbed the skin between her shoulder blades. I knew she liked it.

A faint smile crossed her lips — her quiet thank you.

We stayed like that for another moment. Then she looked over her shoulder towards Caleb.

I heard her faint whisper. “Have you finished?”

“Yeah,” he whispered back, just as quietly. “Just a sec.”

She turned her head forward again. There was a shuffle behind her. She flinched, her grip on my shoulder tightening briefly before easing.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Caleb pull himself back, then smooth her skirt down over her arse.

She slid her leg off my side and straightened her legs. She pulled herself closer to me, resting her head against my arm, her face pressed into my armpit.

I tightened my grip around her and lowered my head onto the mat. It wasn’t comfortable without pillows, but I was too tired to care.

Sleep took over almost instantly.


4.   No Regrets, No Labels

A vibration in my pocket woke me. I opened my eyes. The room was dark, lit only by the dim red glow of the wall lamp. Another buzz. The stupid phone. Someone texting me. Not now. Now wasn’t a good time.

My head was pounding. My mouth was dry. I tasted tequila. Dried cum in my briefs. I felt dirty. And my wife had been thoroughly fucked by another man.

Jealousy punched me in the chest. I took a deep breath. It hurt.

I looked at her. She’d rolled onto her back, still fast asleep.

I gently brushed her cheek.

Slowly, her eyes fluttered open. She stared at the ceiling for a moment, then turned her head towards me.

We held each other’s gaze.

No need to speak. We knew what we’d done.

She sat up and rubbed her clavicle, her gaze distant. I sat up too.

She glanced to her side at Caleb. I followed her look.

He was lying on his back, hugging the empty tequila bottle against his bare chest, mumbling something in his sleep. His flaccid cock — thick, heavy — rested along one thigh, a reminder of what my wife had felt between her legs only a few hours earlier.

Jealousy twisted through me. But there was no point dwelling on it. It had happened. There was nothing I could do now to change that.

Diana and I looked at each other.

I tipped my head towards the door.

She nodded.

Careful not to make any noise, we got up. I wobbled — alcohol and dehydration still had their grip on me — but I managed to steady myself, just in time to support Diana as she grabbed my shoulder. After a moment, she let go.

Watching our steps, we tiptoed around the sprawled bodies on the mats and the floor, the air still heavy with hangovers and the smell of sex.

We slipped out of the Red Room.

We found our sandals by the door, slid them on, and left — the guy at reception far too busy playing a game on his phone to notice us.

Outside, the first hints of sunrise were colouring the horizon. We paused and breathed in the fresh air.

Diana leaned close to me. “We’ve got to find a pharmacy,” she said, her voice croaky. “He didn’t use a condom.”

My voice was just as hoarse. “I know…” I rubbed my temples — my head was killing me — then looked at her. “How much time do we have?”

“Seventy-two hours.”

“We’ll be in Quorn by then.”

We headed towards the pub.

At the entrance, a man we hadn’t seen the previous night — probably the pub owner — was busy setting things up. He gave us a brief nod. We returned it, and he went back to what he was doing.

We got to our room, kicked off our sandals, and collapsed onto the bed.

There was nothing to discuss. Today’s trek was going to start late. Very late. I pulled my phone out and turned the alarm off.

Just as I was about to tuck the phone back into my pocket, a message came through — from Wills.

I hesitated. He wouldn’t bother me while I was in Australia unless it was something important.

I opened the message, and my eyes widened as I read it: How was it with Caleb?

I sat bolt upright.

I typed quickly: How do you know?

His reply came almost instantly — he was online: He just texted me.

I typed again, just as fast: How do you know him?

This time, there was a pause before his answer came back: Amy got his number from the guy who fucked her at the hen party.

My jaw, already slack, dropped further.

“Love, Wills knows about Caleb,” I said, my eyes still on the screen. “Did you—” I started, turning towards Diana, then stopped. She was already asleep.

I looked back at my phone. Another message popped up: Is she happy? I guess Caleb has a big cock and fucks well.

I typed: Did you set us up?

Wills’s answer came quickly: I wouldn’t call it a set-up.

And what would you call it? I typed back.

This time I had to wait. When his message finally arrived, it was longer.

I only booked his trip, mate. I suspected something might happen, but didn’t set anything up. Just told him Diana’s pretty and hot. Prime for it. And that you’ve got a fantasy — remember you told me once? I promised I wouldn’t tell anyone, but after Amy and I talked about our experience and realised how much we liked it, I told her about you. She gave me his number. That’s how it all came together. Are you pissed off with me?

I stared at the screen. Part of me was unsettled — but another part was grateful.

I typed: No.

He replied: So you liked it?

Instead of answering, I asked: So you and Amy aren’t breaking up?

His next message began with a smiley emoji: We got married the other day. No fuss, no ceremony — just signed. I’ve realised I’ve always been a secret cuckold. Like you. Welcome to the club, mate.

I slid my phone back into my pocket. That did piss me off. I didn’t like being called a cuckold.

I dropped onto my back.

Sleep felt a long way off now.

I looked at Diana beside me — fast asleep on her stomach, head turned to one side, her cheek on the pillow, her skirt brushed up, her arse half exposed. And those thighs — slender, sexy. Right there between them was her pussy, fucked by another man, his cum probably still leaking.

My cock was hard, throbbing.

I wouldn’t tell her about what Wills had done. At least not now. I’d just tell her that he and Amy had patched things up.

I tucked my hands under my head, my gaze drifting upwards.

My wife was a hotwife.

I was — I’d have to tell Wills never to call me a cuckold — but what was I?

I bit my lip, thinking, then decided I didn’t need a name for it. I was just a husband who enjoyed sharing his wife with other men. That was all. No labels. No names.

My thoughts drifted back to Wills. Who would’ve guessed it about him?

A lustful smile flickered at the corners of my mouth.

Amy was sexy. I’d wanted to fuck her ever since I met her. I’d seen Wills’s cock, too — quite sizeable. It would look good on Diana.

So maybe — just maybe — a swap was on the cards.

With that thought, I finally drifted off.


5.   Still Inside Me

I woke just as Diana slipped out of bed, careful not to make any noise.

“Morning, love,” I said.

She turned quickly, startled to find me awake.

She looked beautiful despite her hair mushed flat, the shadow of the heavy night still lingering about her. She was unapologetically sexy — her skirt bunched up to her waist on one side, one thigh bare, part of her pussy exposed, the other side of the skirt covering the opposite thigh more modestly.

“Morning,” she replied, a quick, shy smile flickering over her face. “I’m going for a shower.” She turned, took her toiletry bag out of her backpack, and disappeared into the bathroom.

I had a splitting headache. My stomach rumbled, and I needed to pee — but I had to wait for her to finish first.

I shut my eyes.

The feeling of loss — this new dimension of jealousy — settled in my chest. She wasn’t mine alone anymore. She’d enjoyed another man’s cock. Another man had made her orgasm — not once, but many times. She’d trembled in pleasure longer, deeper with him than ever with me.

Could she stop loving me?

Had I already lost her?

I had to stop thinking that way.

I remembered reading somewhere about how cuckolds — no, husbands who enjoyed sharing their wives — coped with jealousy. The only way not to let jealousy win was to focus on the sex, on the pleasure their wives felt, until jealousy softened — not disappeared — but transformed into a bittersweet mixture of hurt and arousal, not the twisting, painful knife in the chest.

Images from last night began to roll through my mind. Her legs spread. Caleb pumping into her. Her moans slipping free, her breasts bouncing.

My cock stiffened. I felt much better.

I opened my eyes and took out my phone. No more messages from Wills. Of course. It was 9:30 am here — late evening in London. But there were messages from work. I hesitated, then decided to respond only to my boss’s message. I got off the bed, took my charger from my backpack, and plugged the phone in at the bedside table. Sitting on the edge of the bed, the phone still tethered to the charger, I typed my reply.

I reread it — longer than it needed to be, but why not? It didn’t hurt to show how committed I was, even when off work. I pressed send.

I set the phone down just as Diana stepped out of the shower, already dry, naked, clutching her crop top and skirt to her chest, her toiletry bag in her other hand.

Our eyes met for a moment. She gave me a soft — or maybe shy — smile; I couldn’t quite tell. Then she dropped her clothes and toiletry bag onto the desk and bent over her backpack.

My eyes fixed on her arse, her legs slightly parted, her pussy peeking out between her slender thighs.

My cock throbbed — a reminder of how hard I was, and also that I still needed to pee.

“I wish they had laundry facilities in these pubs,” she murmured.

“Ran out of knickers?” I asked.

She straightened and turned to me, running a hand over her chest, her fingers grazing her breasts. “Yeah. With this heat and sweat…”

I stood and pulled yesterday’s thong from my pocket, then tossed it to her. “Saved it for you.”

She caught it. “Thanks.”

“Grabbed it just before Caleb—”

“I know when, Chris,” she cut me off. She lowered the thong, bending over, about to step into it — then paused.

She parted her legs slightly, her gaze dropping. Holding the thong in one hand, she gently ran her other hand over her pussy.

“Chafed?” I asked.

“No, not really.” She took the thong with both hands and stepped into it. Straightening, she pulled it up until it fell into place, then looked at me. “I should’ve taken my shaver. It’s starting to get a bit prickly down there.”

I shrugged, a teasing smile tugging at my lips. “No complaints from me.”

She smiled back — soft, grateful.

“Neither from him,” I added, before I could stop myself.

She froze, studying my face for a moment, then said sharply, “Go get a shower. We’ve got to check out by ten.”

I grabbed my toiletry bag and went into the bathroom. I took care of my private needs, shaved, showered, and dried off — yet not for a second did I stop replaying the evening. I focused on her pleasure, never asking why we did it or what if or what now. I just thought about how much she’d enjoyed it.

It worked again.

I was able to mould my jealousy and arousal into a bittersweet, sustained sexual desire.

When I came out of the bathroom, Diana was ready to go. Dressed again in her skirt and crop top from the night before, backpack at her feet, ankle socks and trainers on, she’d leaned her bum against the edge of the desk, texting on her phone, plugged into a charger behind her.

“Your mum?” I asked.

“Mmm.” She nodded, eyes fixed on the screen, fingers busy typing.

“The kids OK?”

“Yeah. I didn’t call her yesterday — and she worried.”

“You were too busy.”

She paused, lifted her gaze to me, then nodded. “Yeah.” Her eyes dropped back to the phone, and she kept typing.

I pulled on my T-shirt, briefs and shorts, slipped into my socks and trainers, then looked for my cap — but couldn’t find it. No time to hunt for it. I swung my backpack on and was ready to go.

We left the room shortly before ten.

“Breakfast?” I asked as we headed down the stairs.

“Don’t feel like it,” Diana said.

“Hangover that bad, is it?”

“Yesterday was such a big mistake.”

I don’t know why I said it, but I did. “Which one? The drinking — or Caleb?”

She didn’t even look at me. Her voice was firm. “Both.”

A few steps down, I said, “So you’re still thinking about it?”

She glanced at me. “What do you think?”

“Why?”

“Because—” She stopped walking. I stopped too. She glanced around, making sure we were alone on the stairs, then looked at me and whispered, “He was inside me, Chris. He fucked me.”

Jealousy stung me — briefly, sharply — but my cock twitched. A good sign. I could still cope with it.

“OK,” I said. “Can’t you tell yourself it was a one-off? That we’ve moved on?”

“Chris, I still feel him.” She lowered her voice even further and leaned closer. “Inside me. In my pussy.”

She pulled back, her eyes locking with mine.

I swallowed hard. Yes, the jealousy was strong — very strong — but so was the arousal. I was still in the safe zone.

“So you haven’t moved on?” I asked.

“I—” She waved a hand. “Never mind. We won’t see him again. And that’s good.” She turned away, and we resumed walking.

When we reached the bottom of the stairs, I nodded towards the bar. “Let’s grab something for later.”

“No. Let’s go,” she said, already hurrying ahead.

I caught up with her, took her hand, and made her stop. “But we’ve got nothing for lunch.”

“Chris, no.”

“Why not?”

“The guy from this morning’s there.”

“So?”

She lowered her voice. “I don’t want him to see me again.”

I raised my eyebrows.

“I’m ashamed, Chris.”

“Because of yesterday?”

“Yes.”

“But, love, he’s got no clue.”

“I saw how he looked at me.”

“You’re being paranoid.”

“I’m not.”

“All right. Shall I go and buy something?”

“Erm…” She glanced towards the bar, then back at me. “He’ll recognise you. Can we just skip lunch today?”

I sighed. “It’s that bad, is it?”

She nodded twice, quickly — a plea in her eyes.

“OK then. Let’s at least refill the bottles.”

“Thanks.”

We refilled our bottles at the water station by the entrance, and just as we stepped outside, we froze.

Caleb and the Spanish-speaking guy from the hostel were standing in the shade of a tree across the street.

“Good morning, you two!” Caleb called out with a broad smile, already heading towards us.

“Oh God,” Diana whispered. “I thought he’d left already.”

Caleb reached us and stepped straight in front of Diana, wrapping his arms around her waist and pulling her in.

She grabbed his forearms and pushed them away, her voice calm but cold. “What are you doing here?”

He stepped back, his grin faltering. He cleared his throat. “I thought we’d agreed to hike together.”

“We agreed for eight. It’s ten now.”

He shrugged, his smile returning. “So? We’ll catch up.” He gestured to the Spanish-speaking guy, who’d just joined us. “This is Jorge.”

Jorge lifted a hand. “Hi.”

“Hi,” I replied.

“Hello,” Diana added, her voice flat.

“Jorge asked to join us,” Caleb went on, pretending not to notice the chill in our greeting. “He’s a photographer, and our slower pace suits him. He’ll be taking photos along the trail.”

Jorge smiled, lifting the heavy camera hanging from his neck.

Caleb tapped the bulky pack on Jorge’s back. “He’s carrying a few comforts he’ll be sharing with us.”

Diana didn’t say a word, just turned and set off down the trail, her steps quick and determined.

Caleb stepped beside me and dropped a heavy hand onto my shoulder, his eyes tracking Diana as she walked further ahead. “She’s not in the mood, is she?”

“No, she isn’t,” I said shortly.

He leaned closer, his lips almost brushing my ear. “Because I fucked her?”

I pulled away and turned to him. “I know who you are,” I hissed.

For the first time since we met, I felt patronised by him — and that, for me, always slid straight into humiliation.

He grinned. “He texted you, didn’t he?”

I nodded.

He gripped the straps of his backpack. “So? Will you tell her?”

I stared at him for a moment, then turned and hurried after Diana.

Caleb and Jorge followed a few paces behind.


6.   Friends, For Now

I caught up and gently brushed her bum as I fell into step beside her. “You OK, love?”

“Yeah,” she said, her eyes fixed on the trail.

“He caught us by surprise, didn’t he?”

“He did.”

“Who would’ve guessed?”

“Yeah.”

“I thought he’d be gone by this late.”

“Yeah,” came the same short answer.

“You must’ve made a real impression on him.”

She flicked her head towards me, a spark in her eyes, but said nothing — just the look — before turning her gaze back ahead.

She quickened her pace.

I closed the gap, my hand settling at the small of her back. “Sorry, Di. I didn’t mean it that way.”

She lengthened her stride, my hand sliding away.

I had to jog a couple of steps to keep up. “I mean… he must’ve liked it a lot.”

“Of course he liked it,” she snapped. “He fucked me, Chris. What do you expect?”

She almost broke into a run.

I caught up with her. “Slow down.”

“He liked it, all right,” she went on, her voice trembling, eyes locked on the path. “That’s what pussies do. They give pleasure. Mine did the same for him.”

“Sorry I pissed you off.” I brushed her elbow.

Silence fell between us as we walked, both of us moving fast, sweat running freely in the heat.

After a couple of minutes, she murmured, “Sorry. I shouldn’t have taken it out on you.”

“Actually, I’m glad you did,” I said.

She glanced at me, eyebrows lifting. “You are?”

“Yeah. You had to let it out.”

“I had to.” She caught my forearm as her foot slipped, then let go. “Thanks,” she added, eyes back on the trail.

“Whenever you need to talk about it, I’m here.”

She slowed, looking at me. “I appreciate that.”

I nodded.

She moved on again, watching her footing on the uneven ground.

I kept pace.

We walked in silence for a while before she spoke again. “Remind me why we thought this trip was a good idea.”

“For the adventure,” I said.

She gave a short, humourless huff. “Yeah. What an adventure.”

She surged ahead, then checked herself and eased back, glancing at me. “I’m running, aren’t I?”

“You are, love,” I said, drawing level with her.

She stopped and turned, catching her breath.

I stopped with her and glanced back.

We’d pulled at least fifty yards clear of Caleb and Jorge. The heavy backpack seemed to be slowing Jorge down, with Caleb hanging back alongside him.

I looked back at Diana. “You’re running from him, aren’t you?”

She met my gaze, held it for a moment, then nodded.

“Because he might want it again?”

Another nod.

“You’re afraid you might want it too — am I right?”

She didn’t answer, just kept her eyes on mine.

I slipped my arms around her waist and drew her in. “Love, you’ve got to confront your fears. What if it’s easier than you think? What if you can say no, just like that? And if you say yes—”

“Shh.” She traced a finger across my lips. “It has to be no.”

“OK. But what I’m saying is — isn’t it better to take your chances now and prove it to yourself one way or another, rather than carry it around? Always second-guessing yourself. Always uncertain.”

She held my gaze a moment longer, then her lips curved into a soft smile. “You’re the kindest person I’ve ever known, Chris. And the smartest.”

I smiled back. “Thank you.”

“You truly are,” she said, then leaned in and gave me a quick peck on the lips.

We pulled apart and set off again, our pace much slower now, letting Caleb and Jorge catch up with us for the first time since we’d hit the trail.

After a few yards, Caleb drifted to Diana’s other side, leaving Jorge puffing along behind us under his heavy backpack.

“Friends?” Caleb asked quietly, glancing at her.

She turned her head towards him, paused for a beat, then said, “Friends.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw his hand briefly brush the front of her thigh, just below the hem of her skirt.

She didn’t stop him. Instead, she faced forward again, watching her footing.

I broke the moment. “I got a message from Sean.”

She glanced at me. “Oh? What did he want?”

“The monthly project update.”

“You’re on holiday.”

“You know how he is.”

“Sean — your boss?” Caleb asked from her other side, leaning forward slightly to look at me.

Our eyes met. The patronising edge he’d had was gone. I liked him better like that.

“Yeah,” I said. “He’s a good manager. Pays me very well.”

“How much?”

“Caleb!” Diana squeaked, flicking her head towards him and playfully slapping his bum. “Age isn’t asked of a woman, pay isn’t asked of a man.”

“Sorry.” He laughed, raising his hands in surrender.

Catching herself — having slipped instinctively back into her flirtatious rhythm with him — she looked ahead, her expression turning sober. After a moment, she looked back at me, her voice calm and even. “At least he didn’t ask you to join a conference call or something.”

I shook my head. “No. But it was probably good I replied. Appraisals are coming up.”

She smiled. “I know.” She hooked her arm through mine, pressing her side against me. “You’re a smart cookie.”

“A corporate veteran,” I corrected.

“How long have you been in the corporate world?” Caleb asked.

I talked about my job — what it involved, how the corporate world ticked. From there, the conversation drifted to the economy, then politics. The three of us talked as if nothing had happened the night before.

It was a strange feeling — walking alongside my wife and the man who’d fucked her only hours ago, chatting as if we were old friends. And yet, knowing how much of her he’d seen… how much of her he’d felt. Knowing that her pussy between her legs — her most precious jewel — had been taken and enjoyed by him.

Normalising what had happened, accepting this strange new arrangement, felt soothing and erotic at the same time. I found myself sinking once more into that now-familiar, welcome mix of hurt and arousal.

The next half hour passed much the same, until we finally stopped for a hydration break.

We’d just finished drinking and were about to shoulder our backpacks when Jorge lifted his camera and began filming the landscape around us.

“He’s making a documentary,” Caleb said under his breath.

Jorge swung the lens towards Caleb and Diana just as Caleb tried to slip an arm around her waist.

“What are you doing?” she whispered sharply, intercepting his hand and pushing it away. “He’s filming.” She nodded towards Jorge.

“Oh, that’s fine.” Caleb reached for her again.

“No, it’s not.” She stepped back.

“Oh, that?” He waved it off. “He’s already filmed us doing much worse.”

She raised her eyebrows, staring at him.

“Yeah.” He chuckled. “When you and I were… you know?”

“Oh, my God.” Her hands flew to her mouth, eyes wide.

My jaw dropped.

“It’s just a short clip,” Caleb said.

Diana’s head snapped towards Jorge, anger flashing across her face.

Jorge stopped filming and let the camera fall against his chest.

Caleb lifted his hands slightly. “Easy. He was shooting stuff for the trip.”

Diana kept her gaze fixed on Jorge.

“When I found out he’d filmed us, I told him to delete it,” Caleb went on calmly. “Then I thought… it was already there.” He glanced at me. “Chris might want to see it first.” He turned to Jorge. “Can you send it to him?”

“Yes,” Jorge said. He pulled his phone from his pocket and turned to me. “Do you have AirDrop?”

“You delete that right now, or I’ll sue you,” Diana shouted, stepping towards him.

He froze.

“From your phone, your camera — everywhere,” she continued. “Now.”

He looked confused, glancing between her, Caleb, and me.

“Di.” Caleb stepped between them and rested a hand on her shoulder.

She stared at him, eyes blazing.

He leaned closer, his smile soft, reassuring. “It’s just for Chris’s memory. Jorge won’t share it with anyone. He’s a professional.”

She shoved his hand away, eyes darting back to Jorge. “I said delete it now.”

“But Chris wants it,” Caleb cut in.

She turned to him. “You don’t know what my husband wants.”

“Oh, but I do.” He nodded towards me.

She ignored him and looked back at Jorge. “This is outrageous. Without my permission. How dare you?”

“He wants it, Di,” Caleb said. “All cuckolds—”

“Be careful, Caleb,” I cut in, my voice tight.

He shrugged. “I’m just saying.”

Diana opened her mouth, then stopped.

Silence settled. Only the breeze stirred.

Slowly, she turned to face me, her gaze fixing on mine.

I swallowed, my cock hard, twitching awkwardly.

Her eyebrows lifted.

A small, embarrassed smile tugged at my lips. “It’s… our unique memory, love. I suppose.”

She held my gaze.

Just as I began to feel small — foolish, even — she nodded. “Alright.”

She turned to Jorge, her voice clipped and commanding. “You send it to him.” She pointed at me. “Then you delete it. Immediately.”

She took a step towards her backpack, then paused, turned back, chest heaving, and raised a finger at Jorge. “If I find it anywhere on the internet, I’ll hunt you down and cut it off.” She pointed at his crotch.

Jorge nodded, looking genuinely frightened.

She swung her finger towards Caleb. “Yours too.”

Caleb laughed lightly, shielding himself in mock defence. “I’d rather keep it.”

“Good.”

She bent, grabbed her backpack, slung it over her shoulders, and headed down the trail.

Caleb hoisted his pack and hurried after her.

Jorge and I followed close behind.

Caleb fell into step with Diana and slipped an arm around her waist, leaning in until his lips brushed her ear. “I hope you’re not mad at me.”

“I am, actually.” She grabbed his forearm and pushed it away.

“I should’ve insisted he delete it straight away.”

“You should’ve.”

They walked in silence for a few beats before he spoke again. “Are you mad about us last night, too?”

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

“But it was good, wasn’t it?”

“Caleb, stop.” She halted, whipping her head round to face him, her body tense.

“Right,” he said, stopping as well.

She turned away and set off again, eyes fixed on the uneven ground.

He caught up with her. After a moment, he brushed her lower back, his voice low and conciliatory. “I’m sorry.”

She didn’t answer straight away, but after a few steps she nodded. “That’s OK.”

I watched them walking side by side, trying to read what was going through their heads. Caleb wasn’t hard to figure out — I was certain he was already plotting how to get back into my wife’s knickers. But her? She was harder to read.

On one hand, she clearly wanted to draw a line and move on — especially now, irritated and shaken by having been filmed without her consent. On the other hand, she’d chosen to face him again. And that alone told me she still wanted him, at least a little.

“You’ve got AirDrop, Chris?” Jorge’s voice pulled me out of my thoughts. He’d already taken his phone out.

“Yeah.” I took mine from my pocket.

We slowed while he transferred the clip, then I watched him delete it from his phone.

“On the camera too.” I nodded at the camera hanging from his neck.

He took the camera down and deleted the file there as well.

I tapped his shoulder — a quiet thank you. He nodded, and we picked up the pace to catch up with Caleb and Diana, who’d pulled ahead.

As we fell in behind them, I noticed the way they moved together. It felt like they’d settled — for now — into behaving like friends only. Caleb asked Diana about her work, then her career prospects — a topic she enjoyed and spoke about easily. From there, he managed to steer the conversation towards mysticism, unexpectedly uncovering another passion of hers.

I struggled to follow Jorge’s broken English as he talked about photography, all the while keeping half an ear on the conversation ahead of us. Even with my attention divided, I couldn’t help noticing how skilfully Caleb was playing his hand.

He wasn’t flirting — not openly. Just the occasional touch at her lower back, or a steadying hand at her elbow when the path grew tricky. He listened to her, asked questions, and showed genuine interest in her as a person.

It was working.

She walked beside him, relaxed, smiling, glancing at him as she spoke. When she had to step over a rock or a fallen limb, she reached for his hand or arm without hesitation.

Watching them, a knot of worry began to tighten in my chest.

What if he was aiming for more than her knickers? What if he wanted her to fall in love with him?

He was handsome. Masculine. Younger. Now he was showing himself attentive, patient, caring. And he’d fucked her so well.

If he decided to take her from me, did I stand a chance?

For the next half hour or so, I talked to Jorge and watched my wife with Caleb, worrying where all this was heading. At the same time, I kept thinking about her pussy between her legs, remembering how thoroughly it had been fucked by the man walking beside her — an image that both soothed and unsettled me.

Torn between worry and arousal, it was almost a relief when Jorge suddenly stopped.

“Guys… a break, please.”

I halted, as did Diana and Caleb, all three of us turning to look at Jorge.

Preoccupied with what was happening ahead of me, I’d failed to notice just how hard he’d been pushing himself, carrying that heavy backpack of his. Sweat darkened his T-shirt, his face flushed deep red with exhaustion.

“Let’s have our lunch break over there,” he said, pointing to a shallow gully just off the trail. A large fallen tree lay across it, and two other trees nearby cast a wide patch of shade, forming a natural shelter from the sun.

“Erm…” Diana hesitated, glancing at me. “We were thinking of skipping lunch today, Jorge.”

“Oh, come on. Let’s eat now,” he pleaded, already heading towards the shade. “I’m sharing. I’ve got good stuff.”

I glanced at my watch. It was only 11:30 am, but considering we’d skipped breakfast, an early lunch sounded sensible — especially if it meant slowing the pace and getting out of the heat for a while.

It seemed Diana had reached the same conclusion.

“OK,” she said, then followed Jorge towards the shaded spot in the gully.

Caleb and I trailed after them.

As we stepped off the path into the shade, the temperature dropped almost immediately. The hum of insects softened, and the harsh sun filtered through sparse leaves and branches above us.

Jorge shrugged his backpack off with a grateful groan and dropped it beside the fallen tree. He wiped his face with the back of his hand, then sat down and unzipped the backpack. He pulled out a sit mat, laid it on the ground and began taking out food wrapped in foil, setting it neatly on the mat.

“Chorizo, cheese, olives,” he said. “Proper food.” He glanced at Caleb. “Spanish lunch. Better than protein bars.”

Caleb smiled, accepting the friendly dig.

Diana loosened her pack and leaned it against the trunk, stretching her shoulders. Caleb set his backpack down, casting a casual glance at her before looking away again — the careful restraint still in place.

I dropped my pack last and took in the small scene.

The four of us paused — caught in this strange, shifting balance between what had already happened and what might still be to come.


7.   The Wobble

Jorge unwrapped the last of the food and gestured to the spread. “Dig in.”

I sat down and reached for a slice of chorizo.

Diana placed a hand on my shoulder, about to lower herself beside me, but Jorge raised a hand. “Hold on!”

She paused, half-bent, her eyes darting to him.

He pointed at her legs. “Those bare thighs of yours, with all the creepy-crawlies about — not a good idea.” He reached into his backpack, pulled out another sit mat, and held it out to her.

“Thanks,” she said, taking it. She placed it on the ground and lowered herself onto it, sitting cross-legged.

Caleb laughed. “What about my thighs, Jorge? They’re bare.”

Jorge laughed back. “Yes, but not beautiful like hers.”

Diana and I laughed, too.

“Sorry, mate.” Jorge reached for the cheese. “I can offer the sleeping mat. Want it?”

“Nah.” Caleb waved a hand dismissively and sat on the ground on Diana’s other side.

“How many mats do you carry with you, Jorge?” I asked, nodding at his backpack.

“Two sleeping mats and two sit mats,” he said, spreading cheese and chorizo onto a slice of bread.

“You’re sleeping out in the outback?”

“No. Though I could.” He shrugged. “I’ve got a tarp. I can make a shelter — but it’s for the scenes.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Scenes?”

“Yeah,” Caleb cut in. “Jorge’s idea was to film Andrei and me relaxing in the outback — make his documentary feel more like an ad, you know.”

“I see.”

Diana took a bite of cheese. “So you and Jorge know each other from before?”

“Erm… yeah,” Caleb said, reaching for the food. “I mean, Andrei and I have been helping him out with his project. He wanted to film some scenes out here, but plans changed.” He waved it off. “Long story. Anyway — here we are.”

“That’s interesting,” Diana said. “So, Jorge — you’re a professional cameraman or something?”

“Jorge’s worked for some major film producers,” I said.

“Really?”

“Yeah,” Jorge chimed in and began retelling what I’d already heard on the trail.

When we finished eating, Diana leaned forward and started gathering the rubbish into the bag Jorge had prepared.

Caleb reached out to help her, one hand collecting wrappers while the other rested on her bare thigh.

She didn’t object. She kept working, brushing crumbs from the mat and folding used napkins.

“I’ve got to shit,” Jorge announced, pushing himself up.

Laughing, Diana shook her head. “We don’t need details, Jorge.”

“Oh. Sorry.”

He headed towards the nearby dry bushes.

“Further away, Jorge,” Caleb called after him, chuckling.

Jorge gave a vague wave over his shoulder and kept walking until the scrub swallowed him from view.

“You’ve got the smoothest skin I’ve ever touched, Di,” Caleb said, looking at her thigh as his hand moved slowly up and down it, brushing her skirt higher.

She set the rubbish bag aside, straightened, and turned to face him.

His gaze lifted to meet hers, his hand still resting on her thigh.

“Why did you do it?” she asked.

He raised his eyebrows. “You mean?”

“Why did you fuck me?”

“Oh.” Caleb pulled his head back slightly, taken aback by her bluntness. He thought for a moment, then smiled. “I wanted to have you.”

“But why?”

“You know why. For pleasure.”

“I get that, Caleb. But why me?”

His hand gave her thigh a gentle squeeze. “Di, you do realise you’re super-hot, don’t you?”

She took his hand and pushed it off her leg. “There are other hot women. Single ones. Why me — a married woman?”

“They’re not as beautiful as you.”

“Stop bullshitting me, Caleb. Can’t you be honest?” She smoothed her skirt down.

“I am.”

“You’re not.”

“Well.” He glanced at me. “Chris will explain it.”

She turned to me.

My blood rushed to my head — anger and anxiety colliding. The bastard. He was setting me up, forcing me to admit I’d known who he was since this morning and hadn’t told her.

“Jorge… he…” I started, leaning forward, fixing Caleb with a stare. His grin was unmistakable — he was enjoying this. I cleared my throat. “He told me Caleb’s been hurt by single women. He almost married one. Proposed, even. And she broke his heart.”

The shift in Caleb’s expression was instant — and deeply satisfying. I hadn’t just deflected his attempt to embarrass me; I’d turned it back on him.

“Oh, I’m so sorry,” Diana said, turning to face him, her hand landing on his knee. “I’m sorry, Caleb.”

“Yeah.” He nodded, regaining his composure, his eyes settling on her. “And since then, I’ve stayed away from single women. Married women know what they want. They’re honest. They don’t hurt you — they respect you. And some… especially this one here… are so beautiful and sensual they change your perspective on what you truly want.”

He leaned in for a kiss.

She moved quickly, sliding her hand from his knee to his chest and gently pushing him back. “Thank you, Caleb,” she said, her smile soft — flirtatious. “That last thing you said was very sweet.”

“Yeah.” His hand settled on her thigh again. “I always swore I’d never marry — until I met you.”

Diana burst into laughter, glancing at me, amused, before looking back at him. “Caleb, I’m already married — if this is some kind of proposal.”

“Why’s that a problem?”

Her eyebrows shot up.

His hand slid up her thigh, slipping beneath the hem of her skirt. “The three of us could live together, you know.”

Still amused, she giggled. “Nice try. That’s not how this works.”

“I’m serious, Di.” His voice lowered. “We live in a society built on social norms that have nothing to do with the way nature designed us.”

Her expression sobered, eyes locked on his.

“Women, by nature, need more than one man,” he went on. “They’re polygamous.”

His hand slid further, angling towards the inside of her thigh. She trembled.

I didn’t need to see it to know — his fingers were touching her pussy.

“Together,” he murmured. “In the same house. Chris, you and I.” His voice was calm and soft — seductive, almost narcotic. “The three of us.”

Her body shivered.

My gaze dropped to where his hand had disappeared beneath her skirt. I could only see the movement — enough to know he was rubbing her pussy over her thong.

I lifted my eyes to her face. She stared at him as if mesmerised — jaw slack, lips trembling, cheeks flushed.

“Every night,” he continued. “Loved by two men. Chris and me—”

“We’ve got kids, Caleb,” she whispered.

“So?” he said. “Uncle Caleb rents a room until he sorts himself out.”

She held his gaze, her chest heaving.

Suddenly, she grabbed his elbow and shoved his hand away. “No.” She smoothed her skirt down, glanced at me, then back at him. “It won’t work. Never will.”

“Why?” he asked. I couldn’t tell whether he was genuinely disappointed or simply playing a cruel game — with her, and with me.

“Because…” Her voice shook. “Things will go wrong.”

“Like what?”

“Caleb —for one thing — you’ll get me pregnant eventually if you fuck me every night. Don’t you get that?”

“So?”

“Oh my God. No!” She lunged towards me, wrapping her arms around my shoulders. I curved my arms around her waist, holding her tight.

Still clinging to me, she turned her head towards him. “What we did yesterday — that was just sex. Get that? I’m not in love with you. I never will be. I have — and will have — children only with my husband.”

Jorge’s voice cut through the moment.

“Couldn’t shit a thing.”

Our heads snapped round. We hadn’t noticed him approach.

He shook his head, disappointed. “All this dry food — it’s just constipation waiting to happen. The one thing I—”

“Shut up,” Caleb snapped. “Enough.” He wasn’t in the mood for Jorge’s odd habit of oversharing.

“Sorry,” Jorge muttered.

A phone buzz broke the silence.

Caleb pulled his phone from his pocket and glanced at the screen. “Hang on — got a bar.” He stood and brought the phone to his ear. “Hi, Simon.” He glanced at Jorge.

Jorge stepped closer, alert.

“Yeah, I can send you the coordinates. Barely hearing you,” Caleb said, already moving out from under the trees towards the trail. Jorge followed close behind.

Diana pulled away from me, drew her knees up to her chest, and hugged them, her gaze drifting towards the bushes, distant and unsettled.

We sat in silence for a few moments, the low murmur of Caleb’s phone conversation reaching us only in fragments.

I rubbed her shoulder, then rose. “I need to take a piss.”

She looked up at me and nodded. Her expression was serious. I could feel the shift in her — the realisation settling in. How deeply Caleb had got under her skin. How close she’d come to something she couldn’t take back.

Her resolve was still there — but it was no longer effortless.

I gave her a soft smile and headed for the bushes.

I didn’t walk too far; I didn’t need to hide much — it was just a pee. Once I’d finished, I turned back towards the camp, then paused.

Caleb was still standing on the trail, phone to his ear, while Jorge gesticulated beside him, explaining something. Back at the camp, Diana had crouched by her backpack, rummaging inside.

Now was as good a time as any to have a quick look.

I glanced to my side. A patch of hard ground cleared of vegetation lay a few steps away. I walked over, dropped down, and pulled my phone out.

There it was. The clip.

I muted the phone and pressed play.

Diana was sprawled on her back, Caleb between her legs, thrusting. The clip was from the first time he’d fucked her.

The camera zoomed in.

My cock hardened instantly. Jorge’s camera must be exceptional if he could zoom in that close from wherever he’d been filming.

My wife’s pussy — what a sight — stretched around Caleb’s thick cock as it slid in and out of her. The camera lifted, finding her face. Eyes closed, mouth half open, she was trembling with orgasmic pleasure. She was feeling it. No kidding.

I squeezed my cock, suppressing the surge in my balls.

The camera dropped to Caleb’s arse. He thrust deep, then stilled. His arse clenched, his thighs shook… he was coming, filling her, taking his pleasure in my wife.

The camera swerved.

A shot of me, on my knees, stroking myself—

The clip cut off.

I adjusted my rock-hard cock and hit replay. I had to watch it again. There she was, on her back—

Footsteps.

I paused the clip and shoved my phone into my pocket, turning swiftly to look behind me.

Diana was walking towards me, watching her steps around the small bushes jutting up from the ground, a tissue clutched in her hand. She was coming to pee.

She lifted her gaze, met mine, and smiled — soft, contained, a little sad.

I smiled back.

She reached me, but instead of carrying on deeper into the bushes, she slumped down beside me. She didn’t say anything, just hugged her knees to her chest and stared into the distance.

After a while, she let go of her knees, picked up a pebble, and tossed it away. She looked at me. “You watched it, didn’t you?”

I held her gaze for a moment, then nodded. “Yeah.”

“And?”

“You look good.”

She looked away. Silence settled for a beat before she turned back to me. “How much can be seen?”

“There’s one close-up.”

“God,” slipped from her. She shook her head slowly, worrying her bottom lip.

I reached for my phone. “Wanna see it?”

“No!” she squeaked, intercepting my hand and pushing it away from my pocket.

Silence fell again. After a moment, I said, “I don’t know how Jorge managed to take it. Good lenses, I guess. But still… he must be very good to zoom in like that, from a distance, in that light. The detail is—”

“Don’t tell me more, please.”

“Right.”

We both stared out into the distance, a light breeze stirring the semi-dry bushes.

“Aren’t you bothered?” she asked, glancing at me.

I turned to face her. “About what? What we did?”

“That too, but I mean the clip.” She nodded towards my pocket, where my phone was sticking out. “Having your wife filmed with another man fucking her?”

I shrugged. “It’s a good clip. You’re not faking it — totally into it. Aroused.”

“Shit.”

“It’s from the very first time. The close-up’s really good. Your pussy’s stretched around—”

“Stop it!” She turned her head away, waving her hands. “Stop it, please.”

I placed a hand on her knee.

She turned back to me.

“Can I ask you a question?” I said.

She held my gaze for a moment, then nodded.

I slid my hand from her knee onto her thigh, gently rubbing it. “About what he said.”

She raised her brows. “Said what?”

“Moving in with us.”

“He can’t.”

“But you want him to.”

She stayed silent, studying my face.

“You’re falling for him, aren’t you?” I said.

She shook her head. “No.”

“Be honest, love. You are. That’s why you want him living with us.”

“No, Chris. I don’t even know him. It was just sex.”

“I saw how you looked at him when he suggested it.”

She took a deep breath, eyes locked on mine. “Even if I wanted to, it would’ve been about sex only. Just to fuck me.”

“Just to fuck you?”

“Yeah.”

“Let me get this straight. You want him to move in so he fucks you. And you want him to fuck you because you like his cock — the way it stretches you, the way it moves, the way he makes you come?”

She bit her lip a few times, never breaking eye contact, then nodded. “Yes.”

She looked away and drew her knees back up to her chest, hugging them again, my hand slipping from her thigh.

“He’s so good, isn’t he?” I said, watching her face.

“He is,” she whispered, staring into the distance.

I rubbed her back. “He fucked you real good yesterday.”

She turned to me. “He did. And that’s why I think it was a mistake to let him tag along with us today.”

“You’re faltering?”

She nodded.

We held each other’s gaze. Her eyes felt warm, sad, and tranquil all at once.

“Wills texted me this morning,” I said, changing the subject.

She stayed silent, waiting.

“He married Amy.”

She raised her eyebrows. “Did he?”

“Yeah.”

She thought for a moment, then nodded. “That’s good.” She placed a hand on my knee and pushed herself up. “Will you come with me?”

I looked up at her. “Where? To pee?”

She smiled. “Yeah. I’m afraid of snakes.”

I stood up.

“You think there are snakes over there?” She pointed towards a thicket forty or so yards away.

I chuckled. “Pee here, love.”

“No!” she squeaked. “They’ll see me.” She gestured towards the camp, where Jorge and Caleb had returned and were pulling things from Jorge’s backpack.

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Love, they’ve already seen quite a lot of you, don’t you think?”

She froze, eyes narrowing at me.

I gave a sheepish smile.

Her lips curved into a smile of her own, then she slapped my bum playfully. “Shall I call one of them to keep an eye on me?”

I laughed. “No way I’m giving them the privilege of watching you pee in the bushes.”

I offered her my hand, and she took it. Together, we walked into the thicket.

Once the camp was fully out of sight, I tugged on her hand. “Here?”

She glanced back towards the camp and, after reassuring herself that Caleb and Jorge couldn’t see her, let go of my hand. “Yes. Now turn away.”

“What about watching?”

She giggled. “You’ve watched me enough already, haven’t you? Turn away.”

Smiling, I turned away.

A minute later, she linked her arm through mine. “Let’s go.”

We headed back towards the camp.

As we emerged from the thicket, we both paused.

A tarp had been spread over our small campsite — two corners tied to the trees, the other two secured to the fallen trunk. Caleb and Jorge moved about the camp, busy with something.

“What the fuck is that?” I said, before I could stop myself.

Diana looked just as perplexed. “Do they plan to camp here?”

I shook my head. “Don’t know.” I tugged gently on her arm. “There’s only one way to find out.”

We reached the site just as Jorge pulled a tripod from his backpack and began unfolding it. Under the tarp, Caleb was adjusting two sleeping mats laid side by side.

“What’s going on, guys?” I asked.

“We’ll be filming here,” Caleb said, straightening and turning to face us.

“The boss wants us to get a few shots before he comes over,” Jorge added.

“Your boss is coming?” I asked.

Caleb nodded. “Yeah. Simon. He’s coming over from Hawker to pick us up. He asked us to shoot one of the ads for the project while we wait.”

Jorge set his camera onto the tripod, then reached into his backpack, pulled out a man’s G-string, and tossed it to Caleb, who caught it neatly.

Caleb hooked his fingers into the hem of his T-shirt and pulled it over his head, tossing it aside. Without a hint of hesitation, he pushed his shorts down, his massive cock swaying free. No briefs. As usual.

Diana didn’t avert her gaze.

And why would she? After all, she’d already seen and felt plenty of his cock — what was the point? She watched as Caleb stepped out of his shorts, his meaty cock swaying once more, and pulled on the skimpy G-string.

I cleared my throat. “So, I guess you’ll wait for your boss here. We’ll be heading off.”

Diana and I stepped towards our backpacks.

“Oh, no.” Caleb waved his hands to stop us.

We paused, looking at him.

“We’ll give you a lift to Hawker,” he said.

Diana thought for a moment, then smiled politely. “Thanks, Caleb, but we’d rather walk.”

“But, Di — in this heat, you’ll be walking for hours.”

“I want to finish the trail properly.”

“Yeah, without cheating,” I added.

“Nonsense.” Caleb waved a hand dismissively. “Everyone does it on days like this. Come on — grab some refreshments while we film.” He gestured towards a few plastic cups and a thermos flask.

We hesitated.

“Thanks, but we’d rather go now,” Diana said.

“You sure?” Caleb asked.

“Yes. It’s time to part ways, anyway.”

“What do you mean?” His voice carried a trace of disappointment.

She gave him a soft smile. “You’ve got your documentary and ads to shoot. We’ve got a trail to finish. It’s better if we don’t hike together.”

“Oh. So… that’s it?”

She nodded. “Yep. That’s it.” She stepped back towards her backpack.

“Just a sec.” He raised a hand and turned to Jorge. “Can the filming wait a bit? I’d like to have a drink with my friends before they leave.”

Jorge glanced at his watch, then nodded. “OK.”

“Let’s sit down.” Caleb gestured towards the sleeping mats.

Diana looked at me. I shrugged. She nodded, and we joined Caleb under the tarp, the three of us sitting on the mats.

He set a plastic cup in front of each of us, opened the thermos, and poured a greenish drink.

“What is it?” Diana asked, lifting her cup.

I took mine.

“Jorge’s homemade herbal drink — an excellent energy booster,” Caleb said. He set the thermos aside and picked up the third cup, a knowing grin spreading across his face. “I always drink it before a performance.” He leaned towards Diana, his free hand settling on her bare thigh. “Also before sex. Helps me perform better.”

She giggled, not minding his hand. “Not that you need it.”

“Oh, thank you. That means a lot, coming from you.”

Only then did she seem to realise she’d probably said too much. Blushing, she took his hand and pushed it gently off her leg.

“Drink it in one go,” Caleb said, then gulped his drink down and set the cup aside.

Diana drank hers at once. “Not bad,” she said, setting the cup aside.

I swallowed mine — slightly sweet, with a strong herbal flavour, surprisingly refreshing — then put the cup down.

“So, like… what is it you do? Acting in ads?” Diana asked, looking at Caleb.

He nodded. “Yeah.”

“What sort of ads?”

“All kinds, but mostly men’s swimwear and underwear.”

He held Diana’s gaze, a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. She smiled back.

“You’re surprised?” he asked.

She shook her head. “No. It makes sense.”

“With a cock like his,” I cut in.

She shot me a look. “Chris!”

I shrugged. “What? People want to see a proper bulge.”

“True,” Caleb said, backing me up.

She looked back at him. Their eyes locked. For a moment, neither of them moved. Then he took her hand and guided it to the bulge in his thong. “Wanna feel it again?” he whispered.

She trembled as he pressed her palm against the bulge.

“One last time,” he murmured, his voice dark with lust. “Before we part ways.”

She swallowed hard, her chest rising quickly, her lower lip parted, cheeks flushed.

He lifted his eyebrows. “Why not?”

“Like… here?” she whispered.

“Yeah.”

She looked at me.

My hand flew to my cock, fingers gripping it as I forced myself to hold back.

I nodded.

She turned back to him. “One last time.”


8.   One Last Time

He let go of her hand and rose onto his knees, her fingers slipping from his crotch. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his thong and pulled it down in one swift motion. His hard cock sprang free.

Still on his knees, he shuffled closer, leaned over her, and placed a hand on her chest. He gently guided her down onto her back on the mat.

He reached beneath her skirt and she lifted her hips, helping him slide her thong down to her knees. She eased herself back down, then raised her ankles so he could pull the thong free. He set the thong aside and gathered her skirt. He bunched the skirt up to her waist as she lifted her hips again, leaving her arse and pussy bare.

She parted her legs, drawing her knees up, feet flat on the mat.

He moved between her spread thighs and lowered himself over her, bracing on his hands on either side of her. Rolling his hips forward, he guided the head of his cock to her entrance, parting her lips — then thrust in. His cock slid balls-deep into her pussy.

A gasp tore from her.

She wrapped her arms around his waist. He arched his back and began to move, fucking her with deep, powerful strokes that made her body slide up and down the mat.

“Ohh! Ohh! Ohh!” Her moans spilled out in rhythm with his thrusts.

My hard cock was throbbing too much to ignore. I rose to my knees and shoved my shorts and briefs down, freeing it. I gripped it hard, suppressing the urge, my eyes fixed on my wife’s pussy where Caleb’s cock was sliding in and out, making a wet, slushing sound with each movement.

There was a thump to my side, and my gaze darted towards it.

It was Jorge.

He was filming.

Bent over the camera, one eye to the viewfinder, one hand adjusting the focus — his free hand stroking his hard cock through his shorts.

I was about to shout at him to stop filming when Diana’s voice dragged my attention back to her.

“Oh my God!” she cried, deep and throaty. She arched her back, chest pushing out, head tilting back, eyes shut as she shuddered into orgasm.

Caleb followed her over the edge. With a grunt, he drove into her one last time and stilled. His arse cheeks trembled as he began spilling his cum into her.

I squeezed my cock hard. I was determined not to come outside. I wanted to take the sloppy seconds once more.

I watched them tremble together for a few moments, until Caleb’s arse muscles stopped clenching and Diana’s body slowly relaxed. Her back eased down onto the mat, her head tipping forward as the aftershocks faded. Her arms loosened from his waist and she opened her eyes.

Their gazes met.

They were both out of it.

Caleb smiled, propped on one hand as he caressed her cheek with the other. “This was good,” he murmured.

She nodded. “It was.”

He pulled back, his still-erect cock slipping out of her pussy, slick with his cum and her juices, then rose to his knees, tugged his thong back up, and rolled onto his back beside her.

Without further ado, I moved between her parted legs.

Our eyes met. She smiled, already knowing what I wanted, and reached up to me.

I lay on top of her, braced on my hands as she gripped my shoulders. With a single smooth roll of my hips, I found her entrance and slid my cock all the way in.

“Agh!” she gasped.

My cock twitched instantly, engulfed by the same slick, velvety warmth I’d felt when I’d fucked her after Caleb in the Red Room.

I knew I didn’t have much time. I started to thrust straight away.

I’d barely managed a couple of thrusts before her pussy clenched hard around my cock. A throaty “Ohh” tore from her, her grip tightening on my shoulders as the orgasm hit her fast and fierce, her thighs trembling against my hips.

That tipped me over the edge.

My cock began to throb, spilling my cum deep inside her as I kept thrusting like my life depended on it.

Within seconds we were both finished — the grip of her pussy easing, my cock softening.

I pulled out of her, rose to my knees, tugged my shorts and briefs back up, and rolled onto my back on her other side.

The three of us lay there in silence, resting in the sweet afterglow of release. Then I remembered Jorge. I sat up, my gaze fixing on him. He was still filming — one hand on the camera, the other hand stroking his erect cock through his shorts.

I waved a finger at him, low at my side.

He saw it and pulled back from the camera, his grin wide. He made a small gesture towards the phone in his pocket.

I nodded.

Our secret deal was sealed without a word. He’d send me the clip, and we’d both keep quiet about him filming my wife again.

He moved inside the shelter, slumping down on the ground with his back against the fallen trunk.

Diana sat up, straightening her legs and smoothing her skirt. Caleb sat up too.

“It could work, you know,” he said, looking at her as he placed a hand on her thigh.

“What?” she asked, turning to him.

“The three of us. Permanently.”

She shook her head. “No, it won’t.”

“You say that, but deep down you want it.”

“Caleb.” She grabbed his hand and pushed it off her thigh. “I think I’ve already made myself clear. What happened between you and me was a one-off thing. Just sex. Nothing else, OK?”

He shrugged, his smile knowing. “If you say so.”

“Not because I say so. Because that’s what it was.”

“Was it, though, Di?” I cut in.

Her head flicked towards me, eyebrows lifting.

“Was it just sex?” I asked.

She nodded. “It was.”

“No feelings? He’s not special to you?”

“I’ve told you already. He’s not.”

“Then…” I cleared my throat. “Prove it.”

She held my gaze.

“If he’s not special to you, then why not do it with him too?” I nodded towards Jorge.

Her gaze flicked to him.

“He wants you as well. Look at his bulge.”

I glanced at Jorge. As if on cue, he gripped his cock through his shorts and squeezed, making its erect shape obvious.

Diana turned back to me.

I shrugged. “Why not?”

She held my gaze in silence, then looked back at Jorge. She studied him for another beat, then asked, “You want me?”

He nodded eagerly.

Her voice was calm, steady. “Come fuck me, then.”

“You don’t have to, Di,” Caleb said from her other side.

But she’d already dropped onto her back, bunching her skirt up. She spread her legs and drew her knees up, feet flat on the mat. She lifted her head and looked at Jorge. “This is your only chance.”

He didn’t wait. He jumped to his feet and shoved his shorts and briefs down, his hard cock springing free — a decent, average-sized member, slightly bigger than mine. He stepped between her legs, dropped to his knees, and leaned over her, braced on one hand while the other guided his cock to her pussy.

He pressed his cockhead to her entrance, parting her lips. She trembled, gripping the mat on either side of her.

He let go of his cock and braced himself on both hands, then rolled his hips forward.

She gasped as his cock sank into her.

Propped on both hands, he started with slow, deep thrusts, gradually picking up pace until he was fucking her with fast, shallow strokes.

“Oh, oh, oh…” she moaned quietly, her gaze lifted, hands planted on the mat on either side of her.

And then, just as I wondered whether she was faking it, her thighs began to shake. Her breath hitched, her eyes squeezed shut, and her hands clawed at the mat as the orgasm tore through her.

The feel of her body trembling against his, and the unmistakable clasp of her pussy around his cock, pushed Jorge over the edge. He drove into her hard and stilled, grunting as he spilled his cum inside her.

They trembled together for a few moments, then she opened her eyes, her clenched fists slowly relaxing.

Jorge’s gaze met hers.

He gave her a quick smile and a quiet, “Gracias,” then pulled his cock out of her, got to his feet, and dragged his briefs and shorts back up. He stepped back to the fallen trunk and slumped down against it.

Diana sat up, her eyes meeting mine. She raised her eyebrows. “You see?”

I nodded.

She reached for her thong, but Caleb snatched it first.

Her gaze snapped to him.

He grinned. “I’d like to keep it.”

“I don’t have a fresh one.”

“Come with us, Di. Simon’s planned some serious filming. He’s brought props, clothes — plenty of women’s lingerie.”

She waved him off. “You can have it.” She stood and smoothed her skirt down. I stood too.

Caleb got up as well and stepped in front of her. “Di, the fun’s just starting. Come with us.”

She scoffed. “Come with you — just like that?”

He nodded. “Yeah.”

She stared at him for another moment, then her words came fast and sharp. “How many times do you want to fuck me, Caleb?”

He gave a sheepish grin. “Many more.”

“Was it not enough already? Even your friend now?” She gestured towards Jorge. “What do you think you’re doing to me? A married woman who’d never done anything like this? You want to fuck me wherever and whenever you want. Is that it?”

“You’re so sexy when you’re feisty,” he murmured, then grabbed her by the waist, pulled her in and pressed his lips against hers.

She didn’t push him away. Instead, her hands instinctively found his hips as their tongues met in a deep kiss.

When they pulled apart, a thin string of saliva stretched between their lips.

She wiped her mouth, her eyes locked on his. “You’ve got all you could from me now. Happy?”

He nodded.

She turned to me. “Let’s go.”

We grabbed our backpacks, swung them over our shoulders, and left the camp.


9.   No Taking It Back

Diana was walking fast, as if she wanted to put distance between herself and Caleb before she changed her mind. I kept up with her without saying anything, occasionally glancing over my shoulder towards the camp until it finally slipped out of sight.

“You can slow down now, love,” I said.

She didn’t reply, just dropped her backpack to the ground. I lowered mine beside hers and brushed the sweat from my forehead. The afternoon heat was starting to feel relentless.

She bent over her backpack, opened it, and began rummaging inside.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Leaking,” she said, pulling out a tissue.

She parted her legs and bunched her skirt up at the front, tucking it into her waistband. Bending further, she parted her pussy lips with one hand and carefully wiped her slit with the tissue in the other. She folded the cum-soaked side of the tissue in on itself, then wiped her pussy once more.

Holding her pussy lips apart, she tossed the tissue aside and reached into the backpack again, pulling out another tissue.

“It’s a lot, isn’t it?” I said.

“Mmm,” she murmured.

She wiped her pussy again, folded the tissue, wiped the streaks of cum from the insides of her thighs, then tossed the tissue away.

She straightened and released her skirt from her waistband, letting it fall back into place. “That’s what happens when you’re fucked like a ragdoll,” she said, her voice edged with self-deprecation.

“Oh, come on.” I reached out and gently rubbed her shoulder, my smile soft, reassuring. “It was just an adventure.”

“Yeah,” she breathed, then pulled her water bottle from the side of her backpack and took a few sips.

I took out mine as well, but didn’t drink much. We were already on our second bottle and still had a long way to go.

We tucked the bottles back into place, hoisted our backpacks onto our shoulders, and resumed walking.

We walked side by side, neither of us speaking. The heat pressed down too hard to spend energy — or moisture — on words. Even thinking about anything beyond the struggle on the trail felt difficult. For the first time since Caleb had happened to us, I was more concerned with exhaustion and overheating than jealousy, worry, or arousal. The sun, the dry terrain, and the relentless heat occupied both body and mind.

Despite the hard going, we managed to cover some decent ground before stopping for a longer break — the exhaustion now too much to continue without proper rest. We dropped our backpacks and slumped beside them, pulling out our water bottles.

We sat there in the heat and drank in silence.

Only when I saw Diana slip a hand between her thighs, almost absent-mindedly brushing her pussy, did I feel my cock stiffen.

I managed a quiet chuckle. “Caleb — with his size, eh, love?”

“Shh.” She turned to me, placing a finger gently across my lips. “We said it was the last time.”

Her finger slipped away.

She stowed her bottle, stood, lifted her backpack and swung it onto her shoulders. I followed suit, and we set off again.

But the heat made every step feel heavier. We were stopping for a drink every five minutes or so, feeling the exhaustion far more than on any other day. I was struggling particularly badly — having lost my cap, the sun was too much for me. I kept wiping sweat from my forehead, my breathing shallow, my temples and cheeks burning, my vision blurring. At this point, I genuinely regretted not taking Caleb up on his offer. We still had the rest of the afternoon until the next stop for the night — and another full day’s walk after that before Hawker. It was daunting.

I’d lost track of how long we’d been walking when I finally stopped and said it. “We should’ve taken him up on his offer.”

Diana stopped too and turned to look at me.

I wiped sweat from my face. “We really should’ve.”

“He was going to fuck me some more,” she said, calm and matter-of-fact.

I shrugged. “So?”

She watched me as sweat dripped from my chin, droplets falling to the ground.

“One or two more wouldn’t have made much difference,” I added.

She still didn’t reply, just held my gaze.

I rubbed my temples. “I’d trade this heat in a heartbeat for the other kind.” I managed a smile. “That heat’s a lot more fun, isn’t it?”

And then — she smiled. A calm, settled smile — the one she wore when she was at peace with herself.

I shrugged again, my smile widening. “I’m just saying.”

“Maybe you’re right.” She tapped me lightly on the shoulder. “We’ll get you a new cap for tomorrow.”

She pulled out her bottle, and I took out mine.

After we drank, we set off again. As I walked, I thought about Diana’s relaxed response to my comments about Caleb’s offer. The way I saw it, she’d accepted what we’d done — and what we’d become. That realisation settled something in me — and with it came the familiar bittersweet mix of hurt and arousal I’d learned to live with, though this time the arousal was by far the stronger part.

As my cock began to harden, the walking felt a little easier, and we started to cover more ground.

Perhaps half an hour passed — a solid stretch without stopping — when we heard a series of honks behind us.

We both stopped and turned to see a 4x4 jeep coming quickly across the rugged terrain, driving parallel to the trail.

The jeep pulled up beside us, dust swirling around it. The rear passenger door swung open.

Caleb leaned out, grinning. “Wanna jump in?”

The driver’s door opened, and a man climbed out — mid-height, powerfully built, wearing shorts, a T-shirt and trainers without socks. He lifted a hand in greeting. “Hello, you two. I’ve heard a lot about you.”

“My boss — Simon,” Caleb cut in.

Diana and I gave small, almost shy waves.

“Let’s get your packs stowed,” Simon said. He stepped round to the back of the jeep and opened the boot.

Without a word, Diana and I followed him and shrugged off our backpacks. Simon took them one by one and slotted them into the boot. Jorge’s massive pack and Caleb’s much smaller one were already lying side by side.

Diana and I went back to the open door Caleb was holding for us. Diana climbed in first, Caleb shuffling across the seat to make room. I followed her in and pulled the door closed behind me.

“Hola,” Jorge said from the front passenger seat, twisting round to look at us.

“Hello again,” I replied.

Diana just gave him a light wave.

Simon shut the boot — the jeep rocking slightly with the weight — then got back behind the wheel. We fastened our seatbelts, and he eased us away.

“It’s very hot today, isn’t it?” Caleb said, turning to Diana and shamelessly running his hand over her crop top, brushing her protruding nipples through the damp fabric.

“Yeah,” she replied, looking at him and ignoring his hand as it lingered on one of her breasts.

“It’ll be cooler tomorrow.” He finally pulled his hand away.

“I hope so.”

The jeep bumped over the dusty ground for a minute before the tyres met asphalt and the ride smoothed out beneath us.

“How long to Hawker?” I asked.

“About forty minutes,” Simon said, glancing at me in the rear-view mirror.

“Long enough for a short nap,” Caleb cut in. He wrapped an arm around Diana’s waist and pulled her in as he leaned back in his seat. “Have a rest, Di. It’s been a long day.”

She didn’t resist — quite the opposite. She rested her head on his shoulder, angling slightly towards him, her hip pressing against my leg. I placed a hand on her thigh, gently rubbing her warm, soft skin.

We travelled like this for a couple of minutes before Caleb’s hand slid from her waist up her side, across her ribs, until his fingers nudged the hem of her crop top.

She didn’t pull away — only lifted her gaze to look up at him, her cheek still pressed against his shoulder.

His hand slipped beneath her crop top, cupping her breast.

She caught his wrist, whispering, “What are you doing?”

He grinned — openly lustful. “What do you think I’m doing?”

Her eyes flicked towards Simon, who was just glancing at us in the rear-view mirror. “He’s watching,” she murmured.

“He knows about us.”

“I’m sure he does, but still…”

Caleb was unfazed. His hand gently squeezed her breast, kneading the soft flesh beneath the fabric.

She pushed his hand away and straightened. She adjusted her crop top back into place, then shifted closer to me and rested her head on my shoulder, angling slightly towards me. My hand slipped from her thigh and settled around her waist, my arm sliding between her back and the seat.

She shifted again, letting her bum slide slightly down the seat, drawing her knees up until they pressed against the backs of the front seats. With that, her skirt slid back towards her waist, baring her upper thighs, the soft line of her pussy just visible between her slightly parted legs.

Unbothered by her exposure, she crossed her arms over her chest and closed her eyes, settling herself as if preparing to sleep.

Caleb didn’t miss a beat and placed a hand on her thigh.

A tiny smile curved her lips.

My gaze followed his hand as it slid along the inside of her thigh, gently nudging her leg further apart until her pussy came fully into view.

He turned to face forward, but his hand continued its slow descent until he cupped her pussy.

She trembled, yet didn’t push his hand away, nor did she open her eyes. She went on pretending to sleep — only the faint smile flickering at the corner of her lips betraying the act.

My hard cock twitched uncomfortably in my shorts as I watched Caleb’s fingers squeeze and relax, almost absent-mindedly, caressing her delicate pussy lips.

Everything fell quiet — just the engine and the tyres humming against the road.

Jorge and Simon kept stealing glances in the rear-view mirror as Caleb fondled my wife’s pussy.

We travelled like that for a few minutes before she opened her eyes, took Caleb’s hand and gently pushed it away.

She sat up and straightened her skirt. My arm slipped from around her waist.

She looked at Caleb, her smile a mix of tease, arousal and amusement. “You’re determined not to let me sleep, aren’t you?”

Instead of answering, he wrapped an arm around her waist, pulled her in, and pressed his lips to hers.

Their kiss was long and deep.

When they finally pulled apart, her chest rising and falling fast, she held his gaze for a moment — then turned sharply towards me, her lips finding mine, her arms sliding around my neck. We kissed too, just as long and deep.

We broke apart, and our eyes met.

It felt intoxicating — my cock throbbing uncontrollably, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

“We’re crazy, you know,” I murmured.

She nodded. “I know.”

Just as she leaned in for another kiss, Caleb slipped an arm around her again, pulling her back and turning her towards him.

They kissed once more. When they parted, he didn’t let go, holding her gaze.

“What?” she whispered, smiling.

“Will you let me fuck you when we arrive?” he asked, just like that.

And then — a measure of how far we’d already gone — she giggled. “OK.”

“All night long?”

She flicked her eyes towards me.

I shrugged. “As long as I take part.”

She looked back at Caleb, rested a hand on his chest and said, “OK. All night.”

He pulled her in again, and they locked lips.

When they broke apart, she wiped her mouth. “Promise me you won’t talk about making me babies.”

He nodded. “I promise.”

“It’s just sex.”

He nodded again.

“And that will be it. This one night — and then you’ll leave me alone.”

“About that—”

“No!” she squeaked, giving his knee a playful slap. “Just this one night.” She raised a finger at him.

“OK, OK.” Caleb let her go, raising his hands in surrender before letting them fall back to his lap.

She leaned back in her seat, found my hand and laced her fingers through mine. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw her take Caleb’s hand with her other hand.

We spent the rest of the drive to Hawker like that — holding hands, silent, drifting in and out of awareness — the bittersweet mix of jealousy and arousal never quite leaving me.

Simon pulled into the motel car park in Hawker just after four.


10.   Seen At The Bar

The five of us climbed out of the jeep, grabbed our backpacks from the boot and headed to reception.

Just as Diana and I were about to step up to the desk to check in, Simon stopped us. “Six at the bar?”

We looked at him.

“Drinks on me,” he said with a smile. “Dinner too. I’ve booked a table in the bistro — as they call it here.”

“You sure?” I asked.

He nodded. “Yeah. I’ve got some special guests tonight, so why not?”

“Erm…” Diana glanced at her watch, then looked back at him. “Six-thirty? I need a bit of a rest.”

“Sure you do,” Caleb chuckled, his grin teasing.

She shot him a look, then stuck her tongue out at him, her eyes sparkling with flirtation.

“Alright, alright. Six-thirty it is.” Simon laughed.

He was still laughing when his phone buzzed in his pocket. He pulled it out, glanced at the message, then turned to Caleb, a faint crease forming between his brows. “Elliot wants the short forms signed tonight.”

“We’re not ready yet,” Caleb said.

Simon glanced at Diana and me, then back at Caleb. “Shall I tell him tomorrow, then?”

“Tomorrow’s fine.”

“Let me call him.” Simon walked away briskly, lifting his phone to his ear.

“Who’s Elliot?” Diana asked.

“Look!” Caleb pointed at a door to our right. “They’ve got a laundry room.”

“Oh, thank God,” she breathed, spotting the sign Laundrette. She gently nudged me towards the reception desk. “Hurry up.”

We checked in and headed straight to our room. As soon as we were inside, she pulled a large plastic bag from her backpack and started stuffing it with used underwear, tops and shorts — then stripped naked, shoving her socks, skirt and crop top in as well.

She thrust the bag into my hands. “Quick, before it gets busy.” She turned towards the bathroom, then paused and looked back at me. “Stay there and move the washing into the dryer. I’ve got nothing to wear for dinner.”

I chuckled. “Caleb wouldn’t mind if you turned up naked.”

She giggled, slapping me playfully on the bum. “I’m sure he wouldn’t — but I’d get arrested.” She disappeared into the bathroom.

I pulled my own used underwear, shorts and T-shirts out of my backpack, stuffed them into the bag, and scurried down to the laundry room.

Only one of the washing machines was in use — the rush had been unnecessary — but it was still a relief to know we’d finally have clean clothes. I loaded our washing into an empty machine, started the cycle, and sat down to wait.

Thirty minutes later, I returned to our room, having moved everything into the tumble dryer.

Diana was out of the bathroom, sitting on the edge of the bed, naked, one foot propped up on the mattress, her knee bent. She’d parted her legs slightly and was shaving her pussy with my razor.

“You prepping it for Caleb?” I asked, my tone light.

She looked up at me, razor in one hand, the other holding a pussy lip aside to stretch the skin for a smoother shave. She smiled. “For you too.”

I took a step towards the bathroom, then stopped, glancing back at her. “You know, Di… I’m really looking forward to it.”

“I know.”

“I want you to get really fucked — like… like…”

She raised her eyebrows.

“Like…” I struggled for the word, my cock twitching too insistently to help me think. “I mean, until—”

“Love,” she cut in, amused. “You don’t want me chafed, do you? But I know what you mean. Not to hold back.”

“Exactly. Since we’re into it.”

She shot me a grin. “Agreed.” She looked back down at her pussy and resumed shaving.

I stepped into the shower, my cock so hard and eager that I had to force my thoughts elsewhere to avoid blowing it too soon. After all, I’d just told my wife I wanted her to go wild with Caleb — and I needed to be in decent shape if I planned to take part.

When I came out of the shower, she was asleep on the bed, covered only by a light sheet, exhaustion finally having caught up with her. I dried off quickly and slipped under the sheet beside her. The cool air from the air conditioning was such a relief after the scorching heat and the struggle on the trail that I drifted off almost immediately.

When I woke, it was already 7 pm. I jumped out of bed.

Diana stirred, her eyes opening.

“It’s seven, love.” I grabbed my shorts.

She yawned lazily, glancing at me.

“We said six-thirty.” I pulled the shorts on.

She smiled. “So? We’re special.”

I chuckled. “You’re right. Especially you.”

The look on her face said it all — confidence, sexuality, superiority.

“We need to get our clothes from the laundry.”

“Oh, shit.” She sat up. “Go!”

I slipped my trainers on.

When I reached the laundry room, every washing machine and tumble dryer was in use. Someone had already taken our clothes out and left them neatly on the bench, dry and waiting.

I stuffed everything into the plastic bag and hurried back to our room.

A few minutes later, we headed for the bar — Diana in the same crop top and skirt she’d worn earlier, now clean and fresh, sandals on her feet, while I’d changed into fresh Bermuda shorts, a T-shirt and trainers.

Just as we stepped inside the bar, we froze.

Lined up at the bar were Simon, Jorge, Caleb — and — Wills and Amy.

“What the fuck?” slipped from my lips.

“Wills? Amy?” Diana said, her eyes wide with surprise.

“Hello.” Wills and Amy waved.

“What would you like to drink?” Simon asked.

“What are you two doing here?” I asked, my eyes fixed on Wills and Amy.

Diana stepped towards Amy and extended her hand. “Congratulations, Amy. Chris mentioned you and Wills got married.”

Amy took Diana’s hand. “Thank you.”

Diana turned to Wills. “Congrats, Wills.”

“Thanks,” he said, taking her hand — and holding on a little too long before letting go. “So nice to see you.”

“Good to see you too,” she said lightly.

Wills’s gaze lingered on her in a way I’d never seen before, then dropped to her legs. “Nice tan.” He brushed the front of her thigh, just beneath the hem of her skirt.

“Thanks. In this sun…” she mumbled, taken aback. She smiled at him, then looked back at me, blushing.

The question in her expression was unmistakable: what was going on with Wills?

I didn’t know either, but I stepped in, clapping a hand on his shoulder. “Congratulations, mate.”

“Thanks.” He tapped my hip in return. “Good to see you, mate.”

“Hi, Chris.” Amy extended her hand to me.

“Congratulations, Amy.” I took her hand.

As she let go, she did something that caught me completely off guard — her fingers brushed lightly against my cock through my shorts.

It could’ve passed for accidental, if not for the mischievous smile on her lips — and what she added, “Looking forward to getting to know you better.”

I swallowed, holding her gaze, unsure how to respond. Wills was a close friend — I could allow him a bit of strangeness, especially given what he’d been through. But Amy? I barely knew her. Diana and I had met her only once, a month ago, when Wills had introduced her and announced they were getting married.

Perhaps sensing the moment had gone far enough, Amy turned to Wills. “Wanna tell them?”

Diana and I looked at Wills.

He cleared his throat, looking at me. “When I texted you this morning—”

“You didn’t tell me you were in Australia,” I cut him off, realising he was about to let Diana know I’d known about the set-up with Caleb since this morning.

His eyes locked onto mine.

I gave the slightest shake of my head, barely noticeable. We knew each other well enough for him to understand immediately.

“Yeah,” he continued smoothly. “I wanted it to be a surprise. When Amy and I made up after the hen party—” He glanced at Diana. “You know what happened, right?”

She nodded. “Yeah. I’ve heard.”

“Well, we decided to take a mini honeymoon — and pay you a visit. We arrived in Hawker yesterday and met Simon at the bar. As we were chatting, he mentioned he was supposed to be in Wilpena to shoot a film—”

“Ads,” Simon corrected.

“Ads, yes. He had to move the whole shoot to Hawker because one of his actors, Caleb, got distracted by someone named Diana.”

“Oh, God.” Diana covered her mouth. “So you know?”

Wills grinned. “Yes.”

“You naughty girl.” Amy brushed Diana’s hip playfully.

Diana blushed and stepped back.

Amy laughed. “Don’t be like that. I’m all for it if it’s fun. If our husbands enjoy it, why not?”

“So, yeah,” Wills went on, turning to Diana, “when I asked who Diana was, it turned out it was you.” He lifted his glass. “And here we are. Cheers to get-togethers.” He drained his glass in one go.

“Come on, you two.” Simon gestured towards the free stools between him and Caleb. “What would you like to drink?”

“Vodka and tonic,” Diana said, climbing onto the stool closer to Caleb, her skirt hiking up as she did, showing plenty of leg.

“Same for me,” I added, taking the other stool.

Simon ordered our drinks, along with another round for everyone else, then took the lead in the conversation, steering it towards Diana and me. He asked what we did for work, how much we enjoyed it, even how well we were paid and what we might do differently in an ideal world. He revealed a side of himself I wouldn’t have guessed from how unobtrusive he’d been in the jeep. He was one of those people with a rare ability to put others at ease even while holding the spotlight on them. It felt almost like an interrogation, but neither Diana nor I thought to stop him. Perhaps we were both too distracted by Caleb, who never stopped flirting with her — a hand on her thigh, a murmur in her ear — making her giggle and sending little jolts through my cock as I watched.

By the time we moved into the bistro for dinner, it seemed Simon had learned all he wanted about us and shifted the conversation to his work. As we ate, he spoke with Jorge and Caleb — seated opposite us — about filming in the outback: lighting, equipment, permits. I was surprised by how much Wills and Amy knew, joining in easily with talk of letters of intent, long-form contracts and deal memos — all of it distant and vaguely boring to Diana and me.

So it wasn’t surprising that we both felt a quiet sense of relief when, after we’d finished dinner some time earlier, Simon finally leaned back in his chair, concluding a discussion about on-screen chemistry.

“It’s important to nurture it,” he said. “That’s why I always book out a whole venue — or at least a studio apartment — to keep the crew together.”

“Do they have studio apartments here?” I asked.

“No, but they’ve got what they call a Family Quadruple. Plenty of space — a queen bed, two singles and a futon.” He turned to Caleb. “Wanna show our room to Diana and Chris?”

“Yeah, sure.” Caleb was on his feet at once.

Diana and I exchanged a glance. In their room?

Simon caught our look and chuckled. “Don’t worry. Jorge and I will be at the bar quite late tonight.” He turned to Wills and Amy. “Care to join us?”

Wills nodded, his smile knowing. Amy giggled softly.

Caleb stepped around the table and offered his hand to Diana.

Blushing, she looked up at him, gave a shy smile, and took his hand as she stood. He guided her towards the exit.

I pushed my chair back and followed them out of the bistro, making no attempt to hide the tent in my shorts.


11.   The Multiplier Effect

Caleb pushed the door open, holding it for Diana and me as we stepped inside. He followed us in, letting the door swing shut behind him, and flicked the lights on.

The room was spacious — a queen bed, two singles, and a futon sofa, just as Simon had said. At the far end, Jorge’s camera sat on a tripod, and next to it, another tripod held a filming light.

I nodded towards the gear. “Looks like you lot have been doing some serious filming in here.”

“Not yet,” Caleb said. “Jorge’s set it up for tomorrow. We’ll shoot an indoor scene.”

He kicked off his trainers; I did the same.

“You sure about us staying here?” Diana asked.

“Oh, yeah,” Caleb said easily.

Just as she slipped her sandals off, he grabbed her by the waist and spun her round to face him. She placed her hands on his chest as he leaned in and pressed his lips to hers. Their tongues met in a deep kiss.

They pulled apart, and she stepped towards me, her hands sliding from Caleb’s chest to mine, his arms loosening from her waist.

I wrapped my arms around her, pulled her in, and our lips locked.

As we kissed, I watched Caleb out of the corner of my eye. He shoved his shorts and briefs down in one swift movement — his cock already hard, springing free — and stepped out of them. He peeled off his T-shirt, scooped up his clothes, and tossed them onto the futon.

When Diana and I pulled away, he took her hand and turned her back towards him.

Their eyes met.

My cock twitched. I knew what was coming.

He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her skirt and cocked his head to one side, his smile teasing. “May I?”

She nodded, a playful smile curving her lips.

He slid her skirt down over her hips, letting it fall to her ankles. Without asking again, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her thong and pulled that down too, baring her pussy and arse. The fabric pooled at her feet. She stepped out of her clothes, then reached for her crop top and pulled it over her head. Her breasts lay bare.

He took the crop top from her hand, bent down — his cock swaying — picked up her skirt and thong from the floor, and tossed everything onto the futon beside his own clothes.

Then he wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her in, her breasts squashing against his chest. They kissed.

As they kissed, he gently guided her backwards towards the queen bed in the centre of the room until the backs of her legs touched the bed’s edge.

They broke the kiss, their eyes meeting again, chests heaving.

He smiled.

She smiled back.

He placed a hand on her chest, his other arm still wrapped around her waist, and gently eased her down onto her back until she was lying across the bed, stretched from one side to the other. She shuffled herself further until her head rested on the far edge of the bed, then drew her knees up and parted her legs, her feet flat on the mattress.

He climbed onto the bed, but instead of lying on top of her, he lay on his stomach between her legs, grabbed her ankles, and pushed her legs higher and wider, her knees bent as far as they would go.

Holding her ankles apart, he lowered his head and began teasing her — kissing her inner thighs and the crease where they met her pussy, never quite touching it. Now and then, he hovered his mouth over her entrance, letting her feel his breath against her puffed-up pussy lips.

What a sight she was — sprawled on her back, feet planted on the bed, knees bent and wide, thighs trembling, pussy lips swollen, her entrance open and slick. Her breathing was heavy now, the first quiet moans slipping from her mouth, her arms stretched up and dangling over the edge of the bed.

I pushed my shorts and briefs down, let them fall at my feet, and stepped out of them. I peeled off my T-shirt, grabbed my shorts and briefs from the floor, and tossed everything onto the heap of clothes on the futon. I took my cock and started stroking myself.

Caleb teased her for about a minute more, then lifted his head slightly, glancing at her entrance. He released her ankles, grabbed her hips, and lunged forward — this time his mouth finding her pussy.

She jolted, her head tipping over the edge of the bed. “Ahh!” escaped her as his tongue parted her pussy lips.

He circled her entrance a few times, then ran his tongue up along her slit until he reached her clit.

“Ohh!” she moaned as his tongue tapped her pleasure bud.

He began licking her clit slowly, up and down, gradually increasing the pace.

Her moans spilled out one after the other. “Ohh… Ohh… Ohh…”

He changed direction, licking her clit from side to side.

Her moans turned into cries. “Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!”

He paused for a moment, then wrapped his lips and tongue around her clit and sucked it in.

That tipped her over the edge.

She let out a throaty “Ugh.” Her back arched, her chest lifted, her breasts jolted, her nipples standing hard. Her fists clenched as she shook in orgasm.

He released her clit and gave it light, gentle taps with his tongue until her orgasm ebbed, her back easing down onto the mattress, her fists slowly opening.

He pulled back and rose to his knees, wiping his mouth, slick with his saliva and her juices.

She tilted her head forward to look at him, panting, her chest heaving.

He smiled. “You liked it?”

She nodded.

He leaned forward and lay over her, braced on his hands on either side of her. He entered her with a powerful roll of his hips, her pussy so open and slick that even his monstrous cock slid all the way in with ease.

“Ahh!” she gasped as she felt the familiar stretch, her fists clenching again, her head tipping back.

I moved round the bed to the other side and stepped up to its edge, spreading my legs on either side of her head. My knees pressed against her shoulders, my erect cock hanging over her face.

“Will you suck me, love?” I asked, gripping my cock and guiding it down towards her mouth.

She parted her lips, her arms sliding around my hips, her hands gripping my arse cheeks.

I lowered myself further, bending my knees slightly, and slid my cock into her mouth.

The moment her lips closed around my shaft, Caleb began thrusting into her pussy.

“Ohh!” escaped her around a mouthful of my cock. Then another “Ohh,” and another.

She was moaning, but her lips stayed sealed around me, her tongue gliding up and down my frenulum, her hands gripping my arse tight.

I felt cum bubbling in my balls.

Caleb thrust harder and deeper, her breasts shaking in time with his strokes.

“Ohh, ohh, ohh,” she moaned non-stop, her breath spilling around my shaft, the warm softness of her lips and tongue massaging my cockhead.

The cum surged to the base of my cock.

It was too much.

I pulled out of her mouth in panic, grabbed my cock just below the head and squeezed hard.

I didn’t want to come like that. No. I had to take the sloppy seconds. Blow jobs were for another time.

I took a deep breath and held it. By the skin of my teeth, I managed not to blow it.

I stepped back just as Diana let out a throaty cry — “Oh, my God” — and shook in orgasm, her eyes squeezing shut, her mouth falling open.

Caleb grunted, drove into her with one powerful thrust, and stilled, his arse clenching, his eyes closing. His face tightened as he came deep inside my wife’s pussy.

They trembled together for a few seconds before their orgasms ebbed, both of them opening their eyes, bodies slackening.

As their gazes met, he smiled. “You liked it?”

She smiled back. “Oh, yeah.”

He pulled out, his cock slick with her juices and his cum, and stepped off the bed. He looked at me and nodded towards my wife’s still-spread legs. “Your turn, Chris.”

I went back round the bed and climbed on between her legs. I lay over her, braced on both hands on either side of her, then rolled my hips forward.

My cock slid into the now-familiar slick warmth of her pussy, still filled with Caleb’s cum. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders, her thighs clamping around my hips.

I began thrusting.

Having only just managed to hold back, I expected to spill myself inside her almost immediately.

But I was wrong. For some reason, despite being rock-hard, I wasn’t coming.

I kept thrusting, over and over. The pleasure built, cum bubbled in my balls, but it wasn’t moving up. For the first time in my life, I was experiencing what they talk about in those tantric techniques — edging — hovering right on the brink of orgasm without tipping over. Not that I meant to. It just happened.

As I thrust, Diana began to moan — her orgasm building — but I still wasn’t coming.

Three or four minutes passed, and she came, letting out a throaty “Ohh,” her head tipping back, her eyes squeezing shut, her pussy clenching around my cock.

She shook in pleasure for a few seconds, then her head straightened and her eyes opened.

I still wasn’t coming — thrusting fast and deep, her breasts bouncing beneath me with each stroke.

She slid her hands from my shoulders down to my lower back and gently scratched my skin — one of her tricks to help me come more easily.

I felt the cum rise. My cock twitched. The pleasure hit orgasmic intensity — then dropped, the cum stubbornly refusing to spurt.

Her trick had always worked. Not this time.

“Sweetheart, you—” She was about to say something, but a moan cut her off. “Ohh!” Then another. “Ohh!” And then she came again.

Her orgasm ebbed, but I still wasn’t there.

I kept thrusting. Sweat poured off me, dripping onto her. My heart pounded as I struggled for breath — still not coming.

She was gasping too, her face and breasts slick with sweat, her hair plastered damply to her neck and forehead.

She came again, her hands dropping to my arse cheeks and squeezing hard.

That finally tipped me over the edge.

I burst into her with a loud groan. “Ugh.” I thrust deep, emptying myself inside her until the very last drop, only then stilled, panting, my arms and legs trembling.

Her hands slipped from my arse and fell to the mattress at her sides, her pussy still convulsing around my cock. Her eyes widened, her lips parting slightly — that look of open, womanly amazement that was all admiration and pleased surprise.

“Bloody hell…” she murmured. “I didn’t see that coming.”

I smiled, satisfied on so many levels. “Oh, yeah?”

She nodded, her smile warm and genuine. “Oh, yeah. You’ve never fucked me like this.”

I chuckled. “It’s the multiplier effect.”

She laughed, her thighs trembling against my hips, her pussy giving one last squeeze around my softening cock.

“Speaking of which,” Caleb’s voice came from just behind me — and I jolted as I felt a heavy hand clamp onto my arse cheek.

I turned my head over my shoulder and found his wide grin.

He nodded downwards.

My gaze followed — and my jaw dropped. He was hard. Again. So soon?

I looked back up at him.

He shrugged. “The multiplier effect works on me too.”

He squeezed my arse cheek.

I hissed, my voice sharp. “Move your hand off my arse, will you?”

He let go immediately, raising both hands in surrender. “Sorry. Didn’t mean it that way.”

I pulled out of Diana’s pussy, my soft cock slipping free, then climbed off the bed and slumped into the chair beside it.

I was pissed off — not so much because he’d grabbed my arse. I knew he wasn’t gay, nor did he think I was. It was that just as I was feeling triumphant — having lasted so long, having amazed my wife — he’d stepped in, hard and ready to fuck her again, and pissed all over my parade. It was true I’d lasted long enough to give him time to recover, but still… did he really have to top me like that?

He climbed onto the bed, knelt, and tapped Diana’s knee. “Would you like to get on all fours? I’d like to fuck you doggy-style.”

She smiled. “Sure, why not?”

She rolled onto her stomach and turned towards the headboard, then pushed herself up onto all fours, propping her arse back and spreading her legs. Cum still dripped from her pussy.

He moved behind her, grabbed her arse and spread her cheeks. He stepped in close and pressed the head of his cock against her pussy, right at her entrance.

He thrust and slid all the way in.

She gasped.

“Oh, don’t I love your pussy, Di?” he groaned.

She giggled. “Then fuck me!”

“What a beautiful arsehole you—”

“Alright, that’s not cool.” She glanced over her shoulder at him. “Just fuck me, will you?” She giggled again and faced forward.

“Sure I will.”

He began thrusting, fucking her with deep, powerful strokes, her body rocking in rhythm.

She clutched the bedsheets, trying to stay steady as she moaned, “Ohh, ohh, ohh.”

A couple of minutes passed, and she shook in orgasm, her head dipping, her jaw slack, saliva dripping onto the sheets, her eyes closed as the pleasure coursed through her.

Caleb kept thrusting, clearly determined to outdo me.

I sat there watching, a mix of emotions rolling through me. I was still aroused, despite not being hard; still jealous, despite being used to watching my wife fucked by her new lover. But this felt different. I felt weak, left on the sidelines. I was glad she was enjoying herself — but I was just sitting there, watching, waiting for my turn.

I sighed. That was my fantasy, wasn’t it? And yet… was it fair?

Her orgasm faded and she lifted her head, her eyes fluttering open. “Oh, God,” she murmured. “That was intense.”

“Oh, yeah?” Caleb grunted, thrusting faster, deeper.

She lowered herself onto her elbows, face pressed into the pillow, keeping her arse lifted.

Caleb leaned over her, braced one hand over hers, pinning her hand to the bed, and slid his other hand around the back of her neck, holding her face down.

Her moans started again, one after another, muffled into the pillow.

About a minute later, she turned her head to the side and cried out, “Oh, my God!” shuddering into yet another orgasm.

As if proving a point, Caleb kept thrusting, not slowing for a second, sweat dripping from him onto my wife as she squirmed beneath him, pinned to the mattress by his powerful hands.

Her orgasm ebbed, and she turned her gaze to him, her cheek still pressed into the pillow. “I’m going to faint,” she said breathlessly, “if you keep fucking me like this.”

“You won’t, Di, you won’t.” He began rotating his hips, his cock drilling and stretching her pussy wider.

“Oh, shit,” slipped from her as her face tightened, her body seizing with another climax.

As it passed, he stopped thrusting, released her, and pulled his cock out of her, rising onto his knees.

“Let’s change position,” he said, then slid his arms under her, between her belly and the mattress, and flipped her onto her back.

“Oh, God,” she murmured as her body bounced against the bed.

He lifted her legs and pulled them up until her ankles rested on his shoulders, then lowered himself over her, braced on his hands. Her calves lay against his shoulders as his cock slid back into her pussy.

“Ahh,” she gasped, her hands gripping the bedsheets at her sides.

He began thrusting again, and within a minute she shook through another orgasm.

He fucked her through it, then eased back slightly. “Want to drop your legs now?”

Panting, she let her legs fall by his sides, drawing her knees up, feet flat on the bed.

He adjusted his stance, hovering over her, braced on both hands, and resumed fucking her in the missionary position.

“You like it?” he asked, thrusting in long, slow strokes.

“Very much,” she breathed through a moan, wrapping her arms around his shoulders.

Hearing her say it, something shifted in me. I’d been watching, feeling jealous and weak — but why wasn’t I happy for my wife, the woman I loved? She had a fit, well-endowed lover. Why was I blaming her, even silently, for liking the way he fucked her? For being honest about it? This was her last night with him — shouldn’t she enjoy it while she could?

What was wrong with me? Sulking here, spoiling her moment — and mine?

I watched them, and the arousal surged stronger. I wasn’t hard, but excited — jealousy feeding my arousal, just as it should.

I smiled to myself. I was in control. I’d be fine. We’d be fine.

I stood, stepped to the bed, and leaned down, placing a hand on Diana’s shoulder. “Love, I’m going to our room.”

“Why?” she asked absently, her gaze still fixed on Caleb, her breasts wobbling as he kept thrusting, her arms looped around his shoulders.

I lifted my hand from her shoulder. “I’m going to bed. See you tomorrow.”

“Hold on.” Her head snapped towards me, her hands sliding from Caleb’s shoulders to his chest. She pushed him to pause.

He slowed, though his hips still moved faintly.

“Hold on, Caleb.” She pressed her palms harder against his chest, her eyes locked on mine, searching my face.

“Want me to pull out?” Caleb shifted his hips back, about to withdraw.

She grabbed his arse with both hands and pushed him back in, never breaking eye contact with me. “Stay in my pussy — just don’t move for a second.” She raised her eyebrows. “What is it, love?”

I shrugged. “Nothing.”

“But you said you wanted to take part?”

“I already did.”

Her face tightened as Caleb made a small, instinctive thrust. She squeezed his arse cheeks firmly to keep him still. “Don’t move!”

It took a moment, but he got the message and froze — tense, chest rising fast, sweat dripping from his chin, his gaze fixed on her breasts. It couldn’t have been easy, feeling her pussy clench around his hard cock and not move, but he held himself still.

“Do you want me to stop?” Diana asked.

I shook my head. “No.”

“You sure?”

“Yes.”

I leaned in and pressed my lips to hers.

We kissed deeply.

When I pulled back, our eyes met again.

I smiled at her and brushed my thumb along her cheek. “This is your last night with him, love. Tomorrow he’ll be gone, and that’s it. I want you to have it.”

We held each other’s gaze for a beat longer, then she smiled. “OK. Love you.”

“Love you too.”

She turned back to Caleb and wrapped her arms around his neck. “Fuck me,” she said, her voice thick with desire.

“Sure I will,” he replied, a smile curving his lips.

He began thrusting again, his triceps tightening, his hips driving with force.

“Oh… oh… oh…” her moans slipped out once more, her breasts shaking with each stroke.

I watched them for another moment, then stepped over to the futon, pulled on my shorts and briefs, grabbed my T-shirt — not bothering to put it on — slipped my trainers on, and left.

I went straight to our room, kicked off my trainers, and slumped onto the bed.

I was certain I’d done the right thing — gifting my wife a final night with her superb lover.

With that thought, I fell asleep, wrapped in the sweet mix of jealousy and arousal.


12.   The Setup

I woke and rolled onto my side. The bed was empty. Diana still wasn’t back.

I glanced at the clock. 7 am.

She’d spent the whole night with him.

My morning boner hardened to the point of pain at the thought.

I smiled to myself. Jarousal, as I’d started calling it in my head, was still there — stronger, if anything, than before I’d fallen asleep.

I got out of bed and went to the loo. I brushed my teeth, took a quick shower, and pulled on a fresh T-shirt and shorts, then paused.

Diana wasn’t back. Was I supposed to go and check on her, or wait for her in the room?

I couldn’t just knock on their door. I’d look desperate. Insecure. Jealous.

On the other hand, I couldn’t sit around in the room either. I wasn’t hungry, but I needed a coffee.

Decision made. She had the second keycard if she came back while I was out. So — coffee.

I scribbled her a note — Having a coffee at the bar — left it on the desk, and headed out.

Outside, the air was still crisp and cold despite it being summer. I crossed the red-dust car park towards the main building. A few hikers were packing their gear into 4x4s or heading off on foot for the trail. I nodded as I went past, then pushed through the doors.

The front bar was still closed, but the bistro was open and almost empty. I’d caught the morning lull — most of the seasoned trekkers were already gone, and only a handful of casual tourists lingered over breakfast.

I grabbed a mug from the coffee station and poured myself the brewed filter coffee. I would’ve preferred a proper cappuccino or latte — even an espresso — but you took what you could get.

There was no shortage of places to sit. I chose a large, empty timber table in the corner and took a seat.

Just as I lifted the mug to my lips, I saw them through the bistro’s wide windows — Diana and Caleb crossing the car park towards the main building.

I took a sip, my stomach fluttering, my cock twitching. I was about to see my wife after she’d spent the night with another man — without me — for the first time since we’d married.

It was exciting. And terrifying.

They came in and paused by the entrance. Diana glanced around and spotted me. She lifted a hand in a small wave, a tentative smile playing on her lips, and headed towards me.

Caleb gave me a nod, then called after her, “Coffee?”

She stopped and glanced back over her shoulder. “Yeah. With a splash of milk, please.”

“Anything to eat?”

“Erm…” She looked towards the breakfast station, then back at him. “A banana.”

“Just that?”

“Just that.”

She turned and walked up to my table, but instead of sitting down, she stopped right in front of me, her hands dropping to her lap as if to shield herself.

Our eyes met.

She looked tired, her expression slightly tense.

“How was it?” I asked, sounding drier than I’d meant to.

Her cheeks coloured faintly. Her teeth worried her lip for a moment before she said, “It was good.”

“How many times?”

She shrugged. “Didn’t count.”

“All night?”

She nodded, her eyes still locked on mine.

“Want to take a seat?” I shifted along the bench to make room.

She stepped in and sat beside me, her thigh brushing mine.

My cock throbbed. Having her this close — after the night she’d had — was almost too much.

We watched Caleb at the omelette counter, a tray in his hand with Diana’s banana already on it, placing an order with the cook.

Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed Diana’s hand slip between her legs, pushing her skirt up.

“You chafed?” I asked quietly.

She didn’t answer, her gaze still on Caleb.

I looked down. She’d lifted her skirt and was gently rubbing her pussy through her thong.

“How bad is it?” I whispered.

She withdrew her hand, smoothed her skirt, and looked at me. “Not too bad. Just… feeling it.”

“Feeling it. As in sore?”

She nodded.

I raised my eyebrows. “You really don’t remember how many times?”

She shook her head.

“More than ten?”

She hesitated, studying my face, then nodded.

“Fifteen?”

“Erm… About that.”

“After I left, or in total?”

“In total.”

“No sleep?”

“Not really.”

I glanced at Caleb, who was still at the counter waiting for his order. Then I looked back at her. “He’s a sex machine.”

She nodded. “Yeah.”

We held each other’s gaze for a moment, then she asked, “You’re OK with it?”

I nodded. “Yes. Absolutely.”

Her hand slid into mine. I closed my fingers around hers. She squeezed back. A small, soft smile flickered across her face. My own lips twitched in response.

We sat there, hand in hand, until our smiles grew into full, unguarded grins.

“It was crazy, what we did,” she murmured.

“It was,” I said. “And I loved it. You?”

She laughed softly. “Do you really have to ask?”

I leaned in and kissed her. It turned into a deep, lingering kiss.

When we pulled back, she whispered, “Thank you for letting me have it.”

“No problem.”

“I love you, Chris.”

“Love you too, Di.”

She reached under her skirt again with her free hand and adjusted her thong.

“It must be bad,” I murmured, my mouth curving into a knowing smile.

She smiled back, withdrawing her hand from under her skirt. “It’s not just that.” She leaned closer and whispered, “I’m leaking.”

I pulled back slightly, raising my eyebrows. “Didn’t you take a shower?”

A light blush crept over her cheeks. “I did. But he fucked me there too. Right at the end.”

I shook my head. “We need to get you that pill.”

“Yeah. The sooner the better. I’m ovulating.”

“Ouch.”

“Exactly.” She smiled, then sobered. “They’ve got a pharmacy.”

“They do?”

“Yes. Simon told me this morning.”

“Oh — I was going to ask. Did he and Jorge come back to the room?”

“Yes.”

“When?”

She shrugged. “Didn’t check. Late. After midnight.”

“Did they fuck you?”

“No!” she squeaked, eyes widening.

“They watched?”

“No. Well… I suppose they did. But Caleb turned off the main lights when they came in. They didn’t see much — mostly slept anyway.”

We let go of each other’s hands and looked at Caleb, who’d moved to the coffee station. He filled two mugs with coffee, poured in some milk, then lifted the tray and headed over, his omelette and Diana’s banana beside the mugs.

“Morning, Chris.” He flashed me a smile as he reached the table.

“Morning.” I smiled back.

He set the tray down and took a seat opposite Diana and me. He placed one of the mugs and the banana in front of her. “Here you go, Di.”

She smiled. “Thanks.”

He pulled his plate and coffee off the tray, picked up his knife and fork, and pushed the tray aside. He ate while Diana and I sipped our coffee, watching him. Now and then, he and Diana exchanged a glance — brief, conspiratorial smiles passing between them.

She made a point of looking at me too, her smile softer. I smiled back.

When he finished eating, he pushed his plate aside and picked up his mug. He took a sip, then grimaced and set the mug down.

He leaned back on the bench, his eyes settling on mine. “You alright, mate?”

“Yeah.” I set my mug aside. “You?”

He chuckled. “More than alright.” He glanced at Diana. “Thanks to your wife, I had the best night of my life.”

She didn’t respond — just set her mug down, picked up the banana, and started peeling it.

He looked back at me. “She’s quite sporty, your wife.”

“Is she?” I murmured. My cock throbbed while a flicker of jealousy tightened my chest.

“Yes.” A teasing smile tugged at his lips.

I knew I shouldn’t have asked — but I did. “What positions did you fuck her in?”

“Chris,” Diana said sharply through a mouthful of banana.

Caleb was unfazed. “Cowgirl. Reverse cowgirl. Wheelbarrow — that one was my favourite. Against the wall. In the shower. Spooning — we did that one a lot once Simon and Jorge came back—”

“Caleb, stop,” Diana cut in, raising her voice.

He shrugged, looking at her. “He asked. Why not tell him?”

“Because I’ll tell him — when it’s time. Not you. Am I clear?”

He raised both hands in mock surrender. “Alright.”

She set the half-eaten banana aside, turned to me, and placed her hand over mine. “Chris, love, I’ll tell you everything if you really want to hear it — just not now. OK?”

I nodded.

She withdrew her hand and faced Caleb again. “I don’t want you talking about it. Ever.”

“Understood.” His tone was sober now.

“You tell Simon and Jorge not to even think about mentioning it.”

“They won’t.” He glanced towards the entrance. “And speaking of the devil…”

Diana and I looked to see Simon coming in, a folder tucked under his arm, with Jorge, Wills and Amy trailing behind him.

Caleb lifted a hand in greeting.

They waved back. Diana and I waved too.

“Mind if we join you?” Simon asked as they reached the table.

“Not at all,” Caleb said.

Amy and Wills sat together on one bench, while Simon and Jorge took the other.

“You should’ve come with us to Flinders,” Simon said, setting his folder on the table. “They do proper food and decent coffee.”

Caleb shrugged. “Next time.”

Amy flashed Diana a cheeky smile. “So... how was it?”

Diana looked away, colour rising in her cheeks.

Caleb leaned towards Amy and rested a hand on her thigh. She looked at him.

He mouthed, “Don’t.”

She nodded.

He withdrew his hand and sat back.

“The man of the day,” Simon said, his voice lifting as he gestured towards the entrance.

All eyes turned.

Diana’s hand landed on my thigh, squeezing.

It was the man from the clip with Amy.

He walked towards us, a small rucksack slung over one shoulder.

“Hello, hello,” he said, lifting a hand in a casual wave as he reached the table.

“You made it, mate,” Caleb said with a chuckle, extending his hand.

The newcomer shook it. “Just in time, I suppose.”

“Sure you are,” Simon said, giving him a light tap on the bum as he stepped past.

“Hello, Andrei,” Jorge said.

“That’s Andrei?” Diana glanced at Caleb, her eyebrows shooting up.

“Yeah, that’s Andrei,” Caleb replied.

Andrei stepped closer to Diana and held out his hand. “Nice to meet you. Diana, right?”

She looked up at him, released my thigh, and took his hand hesitantly.

His grip lingered a fraction too long. His smile was knowing.

She pulled her hand free and turned to Amy.

Amy nodded. “Yep. That’s him.” She looked up at Andrei. “How was the trip?”

“Early,” he said. “Could’ve done without the alarm, but otherwise fine.” He nodded at Wills. “You alright?”

“All good, mate,” Wills replied.

Andrei turned to me and offered his hand. “You must be Chris.”

I nodded and took it.

His handshake was firm, confident — assessing. He let go and glanced towards the coffee station. “I could murder a coffee.”

“I wouldn’t,” Caleb said dryly.

“We’ll take you somewhere decent,” Simon added. He gestured to the empty seat beside Caleb. “Sit for a minute first. We need to talk to Diana and Chris.”

Diana and I both looked at Simon.

“They don’t know yet?” Andrei asked as he sat down next to Caleb.

“No.” Simon shook his head, then turned to Wills. “Wills — do you want to start?”

“Sure.” Wills cleared his throat and looked at Diana, then at me. “Chris, do you remember when you told me about your hotwife fantasy? How you said you wished there was a film, or something like that, where real couples acted? Not porn. Something more sensual. With a proper story.”

I nodded.

“Well,” Wills said, “that stayed with me. When I found out about Amy and Andrei, I thought of you and Diana — and how perfect the four of us would be for something like that.

“Amy and I met Andrei to clear the air, and I mentioned the idea. Turned out Andrei, Simon and Caleb were already exploring something similar. Simon had even been talking to a producer — Elliot — and they were about to approach porn stars.

“After that, I met Simon and Elliot. I pitched the idea of real couples instead. Us. They loved it — and asked me to speak to you.”

He exhaled. “But I knew you’d say no if I went in cold. So I needed to ease you into it. To help you cross the line first.”

His gaze shifted to Diana. “That’s why I arranged for Caleb and Jorge to meet you on the trail.”

Diana shook her head slowly, disappointment hardening her expression, her eyes locked on his.

He gave her a gentle smile. “I know. I know. But hear me out — you were incredible. Exactly right for the role.”

“You set me up,” she said, her voice tight, trembling with anger.

“Well — not exactly.”

“How didn’t you?” she snapped, then turned to Caleb. “That was cruel.”

Caleb winced slightly. “The setup was. Everything after… that was real, Di.”

“We had to do it,“ Wills cut in.

She jerked her head back to him.

He leaned forward. “Would you have agreed if I’d offered you the role outright? No. Right?”

“No,” she said. “I wouldn’t have. And I’m not agreeing now.”

“Don’t be too upset with us, Di,” Simon cut in, placing a hand on her thigh.

She turned sharply to look at him.

He rubbed her thigh. “We had to make sure you and Caleb had chemistry before we committed to it.”

She grabbed his hand and shoved it off her leg. “I’m not doing it.”

“Elliot loved the shots we sent him,” he said.

Her gaze darted to Jorge, her eyes narrowing.

Jorge shrugged, suddenly awkward. “They had to see you... properly.”

She turned back to Simon. “Forget it,” she hissed.

“You’re fully approved as the lead actress,” he went on, opening the folder in front of him. He pulled out a single-page document and a pen and placed them on the table. “The first hotwife film — and a dedicated streaming platform. Real wives. Real husbands.”

“Didn’t you hear me?” she snapped. “I said no.”

“Don’t be hasty.” He slid the document and pen towards her. “Read your Start Form.”

She stared at him, not even glancing at the page, her chest rising and falling. “How many times do I have to say it? I’m not doing it.”

He picked up the document, flipped it over, and tapped the bottom of the page. “Just read the figures.”

Diana gripped the edge of the table, already pushing herself up — when her gaze caught where his finger rested.

She froze, staring at the numbers. Her mouth fell open.

I leaned in to look — and felt my jaw slacken. I couldn’t believe it.

“Here’s yours, Chris,” Simon said, pulling out another single-page document and sliding it towards me. “You’re the ideal cuckold—”

“I’m not a cuckold,” I said quietly, my eyes already fixed on the numbers in front of me. I swallowed. They were nowhere near Diana’s — but still an obscene amount of money.

“Fine,” Simon said. “You’re not. But in our script, you are.”

Diana and I were still staring at the pages when he added more documents to the pile in front of us. “These are the Nudity and Intimacy Consent Forms, and the Appearance Release Forms. We’ll need those — along with the Start Form — signed before we begin shooting.” He turned to Andrei and handed him a separate set of documents and a pen. “These are yours.”

Andrei didn’t hesitate. He started signing immediately, not bothering to read a word.

Simon’s hand settled on Diana’s thigh again. “Elliot wants everything signed by nine.”

“When do we start?” Andrei asked.

“As soon as we’re ready,” Simon replied.

“It’s the group scene,” Jorge added.

Simon leaned closer to Diana, his lips brushing her ear. His hand rubbed slow circles on her bare thigh. “It’s your scene, Di. Andrei, Caleb, and Wills will fuck you.”

She looked at Andrei.

He gave her a small, almost playful smile. “It’ll be fun.”

Her gaze drifted to Wills.

He shrugged, his smile shy. “I’ve always wanted you.”

She held his gaze for a beat, then looked at Caleb — and finally at me.

“I can’t do it,” she whispered.

“The money’s good — very good,” Simon murmured, his voice low and coaxing, his hand moving gently up and down her thigh. “A once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. And you’ve already done it. With Caleb. And Jorge, from what I hear.”

I swallowed, my voice tight with nerves and arousal. “He’s not wrong. You’ve done it… in a way.”

“It’s different,” she said. “I can’t do it with so many. Not in front of a camera.”

“Tell you what,” Simon said. “Let’s do a taster.”

She turned to him. “A taster?”

“Just that. See how it feels.” He smiled gently, his fingers squeezing the soft flesh of her thigh. “Caleb will be there the whole time.”

She looked at Caleb.

He smiled at her.

Her gaze shifted to me.

I hesitated, then shrugged. “Maybe, love…”

“The money—” Simon began again.

“I saw it, alright?” she snapped, turning sharply towards him. “That’s why I haven’t slapped you yet.” She grabbed his hand and shoved it off her leg.

They stared at each other — her chest rising and falling, his smile infuriatingly amused.

She bit her lip. Once. Twice.

Then she stood. “Where?”

“In our room,” Simon said.

I stood as well, my cock pressing against my shorts. “Do you want me to come with you?”

She looked at me, then shook her head. “I’d rather you didn’t.”

“You sure?”

“Yes. I don’t want you to see me like that.”

She stepped clear of the bench, moved towards Caleb, and held her hand out to him.

He stood and took her hand.

Simon gathered the papers into the folder, tucked the folder under his arm, and rose — as did Andrei, Wills, and Jorge.

I sat back, watching my wife and Caleb walk away hand in hand, the others following them out of the bistro, across the red-dust car park, and into the motel on the far side.


13.   What We Don’t Tell

I must’ve sat there for a few minutes, staring, before Amy’s voice snapped me out of it. “Are we going to sit here and sulk?”

I looked at her.

She reached across the table and placed her hand on mine. “Or work on our chemistry?”

I blinked. Was she saying what I thought she was?

She nodded. “That’s right.” Her fingers curled around mine, a slow smile spreading across her face. “We’ve got a scene. You and me.” She squeezed lightly, then let go and stood. “Mine or yours?”

Still in disbelief, I got to my feet.

My cock — already hard from watching my wife walk away with Caleb and the others — was twitching, aching against my shorts.

Was I really going to fuck Wills’s wife? This gorgeous woman — eight years younger than me — smiling, her head cocked to one side? Blue eyes sparkling with mischief, dark hair falling in waves over her shoulders? Her round breasts pressing against the thin fabric of her crop top, her midriff exposed beneath it — toned abs and a neat belly button? Her short skirt riding high on her hips, the slender line of her thighs hinting at hours well spent in the gym?

Was this for real? Was she really going to let me fuck her, just like that?

As if answering my unspoken questions, Amy stepped closer. “I guess mine’s better.” She took my hand and turned towards the entrance. I let myself be led out of the bistro, Amy still holding my hand.

It occurred to me that my wife might see us through the windows. And again, Amy read my thoughts. “Don’t worry,” she whispered, tugging my hand. “They’re too busy fucking to look.”

We crossed the car park and entered the motel. Amy turned right, still pulling me along. A few steps down the corridor, we reached a door. She pulled a keycard from her pocket, swiped it, and pushed the door open. Only then did she release my hand, her palm sliding to my bum and gently nudging me inside. She followed me in and shut the door behind us.

She kicked off her sandals. I slipped off my trainers, and we stood facing each other.

Was I really going to do this? For the first time since marrying Diana — fuck another woman? Behind her back? Wasn’t that cheating?

I cleared my throat. “Not sure—”

“Shh.” Amy pressed a finger to my lips. “You’re going to let her have fun and not have any yourself?”

She stepped closer and placed her hands on my chest, sliding them slowly over it, her eyes fixed on mine. A shiver of excitement ran down my spine, my cock twitching with a dull ache.

Her voice dropped, soft and seductive. “My pussy’s younger and tighter…”

Hearing that, the words escaped before I could stop them. “You’re so right.”

I took one of her hands from my chest and led her to the bed, my steps quick and urgent.

“Wow!” she laughed. “You aren’t wasting time.”

I stopped by the bed, turned, grabbed her by the waist and spun her around until we faced each other, her back towards the bed. Keeping one arm around her waist, I pressed my other hand gently against her chest, coaxing her down onto her back.

I climbed onto the bed, kneeling at her feet, and leaned in. My hands slid up her legs to her thighs, then beneath her skirt, my fingers hooking into the waistband of her thong.

“Aren’t you going too fast, Chris?” she giggled, lifting her hips as I pulled the thong down to her feet. She lowered her arse back onto the mattress.

I lifted her ankles one by one, freeing the thong completely, and tossed it aside.

I grabbed the waistband of my shorts and shoved them down, my briefs sliding with them. My hard cock sprang free, already twitching.

She raised her head slightly, her gaze dropping to my cock. “Slow down, tiger,” she whispered.

I didn’t want to slow down. I knew if I did, I might reconsider.

“You’ll blow too soon like that,” she murmured, resting her head back on the pillow, eyes drifting up to the ceiling.

“I won’t.” I leaned forward, grabbed her skirt and pushed it up her thighs. She lifted her hips, and I hiked the fabric to her waist, baring her pussy and arse. Gripping her ankles, I spread her legs, drawing her knees up until her feet rested flat on the mattress.

I moved between her legs and lay on top of her, bracing one hand beside her and guiding my cock towards her pussy with the other. The cockhead parted her pussy lips at her entrance.

“Put on a condom,” she whispered, turning her head towards the bedside table and reaching for the top drawer.

I rolled my hips forward, releasing my cock, and it slid into her.

“Ahh,” she gasped, her head snapping back towards me.

She was tighter than my wife — slick, wet and alive — her pussy clamping and convulsing around my cock, milking and massaging it.

“I guess I’ll be taking the pill,” she murmured, wrapping her arms around my shoulders.

I grabbed the hem of her crop top and pushed it up, baring her breasts — I had to see them again, in person, not just on that clip.

Propping myself up on both hands, I began thrusting, fucking her with fast, powerful strokes. I felt cum building in my balls. I quickened the pace further, and then her pussy clenched hard around my cock. Her grip tightened on my shoulders, she arched her head back, and her eyes closed as orgasm took her.

I drove my cock deep into her and stilled, grunting as I spilled my cum.

We trembled together for a few seconds before her head came forward again, her eyes fluttering open, the grip of her pussy around my cock slowly easing. The last weak spurts of cum subsided.

I dropped to my elbows, my chest pressing against her breasts, and brought my mouth to hers. She parted her lips and our tongues met. Her breath was intoxicating, her mouth sweet. If I hadn’t just come, I might’ve come again just from kissing her like that — lost in the warmth of her lips and tongue.

She let the kiss linger for a few more beats, then broke it, her hands sliding from my shoulders to my sides, gently pushing me off.

I propped myself up onto my hands and rose to my knees, my cock slipping out of her pussy.

She sat up, drawing her knees to her chest. “Chris, you’ve got to learn to go slower,” she whispered.

“You were ready,” I said.

She gave a small smile. “I’m always ready. But it’s not about me — it’s about you. You’re the one who has to last.”

“You didn’t.”

“I don’t have to. You’re the one who’s got to stay hard.” She nodded towards my cock.

I looked down. It was softening fast.

“When we’re shooting a scene, you might have to enter me several times,” she said. “You can’t do that if you’re soft, can you?”

I looked back up at her and nodded, a little subdued. “You’re right.”

She smiled and tapped my hip. “Don’t worry. I’ll teach you. Perhaps we should aim to fuck once a day.”

I chuckled. “Sounds good to me.” I pulled up my briefs and shorts and stepped off the bed, but then turned back to her, my pride getting the better of me. “I usually last much longer.”

“Perhaps,” she said, pushing her crop top back into place. “But I’m new to you. Newness overexcites.” She picked up her thong and swung her legs to the edge of the bed. “And my pussy’s tighter than Diana’s.” She looked up at me with a knowing smile.

“She’s tight,” I murmured, feeling the need to defend my wife.

Amy shrugged. “Probably. But she’s given birth to two children. I’ve given birth to none. Yet.” She stood, pulled on her thong, smoothed down her skirt, and looked back at me. “You felt the difference, didn’t you?”

I hesitated, but I had to be honest. “Yes.” Then, after a beat, looking into those mischievous, playful eyes — wanting more from me — I added, “I loved it, Amy.”

She melted into a pleased smile. “Glad you liked it.” We held each other’s gaze for a moment before she said, “We’ve got chemistry.”

I nodded, smiling back. “We certainly do.”

She slapped me playfully on the bum. “Let’s go. If Diana’s chickened out of the scene, they might be back in the bistro looking for us.”

She slipped back into her sandals, and I into my trainers. We headed back.

Amy’s stride was quick, almost hurried — she didn’t want to be caught. Her earlier confidence had faded. I struggled to keep up a few steps behind her, glancing around nervously, my heart racing. I didn’t want to be caught either. Not like this.

We were lucky. We’d just taken our seats at the same table in the bistro when, through the windows, we saw Diana and Caleb step out of the motel — Jorge, Andrei, Wills and Simon following behind them.

“Diana shouldn’t know about us,” I murmured.

“Of course,” Amy whispered back.

“Wills probably wouldn’t mind it.”

“No. He shouldn’t know either.”

I looked at her. “What about our scene when it comes?”

“That’s different,” she said.

“And you teaching me?”

“That’s going to be a secret.” She raised her eyebrows. “Can you keep secrets?”

I nodded.

“You’d better.” She studied my face for a moment. “Men like to boast. Don’t.”

“I won’t.”

“I was lucky Wills had a hotwife fantasy when I did it at the hen party. But he was clear — if I ever went behind his back again, that would be the last one.”

“I suspect Diana would feel the same.”

Amy laughed lightly. “Even more so. We women are vicious.” She reached under the table and playfully slapped my knee, then faced forward, her expression turning serious.

We watched as Diana and Caleb, followed by the others, crossed the car park and entered the main building. A moment later, they walked into the bistro.

Diana stopped suddenly, reaching for Caleb’s arm, her legs shaky.

He halted, his hand settling on the small of her back to steady her.

The other four stopped as well.

I rose from my seat and walked over to her. “You OK, love?” I asked, placing a hand on her shoulder.

She gave a small nod.

“She’s just a bit tired, that’s all,” Caleb said. He turned to her. “Would you like some water, Di?”

She nodded. “Yes, please.”

He let go and stepped to the water station beside us to fill a cup.

She looked at me.

“Did you do it?” I asked, my hand slipping from her shoulder to her hip.

She nodded.

“With all of them?”

Another nod.

I looked towards the four men standing a couple of steps away.

My eyes met Simon’s first.

He shrugged with a grin. “Just this once.”

“You weren’t supposed to,” I said.

“Had to, mate. It’s a taster.”

My gaze drifted to Wills.

He stepped forward and tapped me lightly on the shoulder, a small smile crossing his lips. He stepped back.

My eyes met Andrei’s.

He gave me a thumbs-up. “She did brilliantly, mate.”

Jorge stepped beside me and whispered in my ear, “I filmed the whole thing. I’ll send it to you.”

“Here you go, Di.” Caleb returned, offering her the cup.

She took it, drank, then handed it back.

Simon lifted the folder he’d been holding under his arm and waved it lightly. “Shall we?” He turned and headed towards the table where Amy was still sitting, watching.

Diana stepped closer to me, her hand finding mine.

Together, hand in hand, we followed Simon back to the table.
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