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Sometimes a couple needs a man to take charge. 
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The cabins were just as we remembered them from our first vacation together three years ago in college, secluded, in a heavily wooded area bordering the state park. We were newlyweds, on our honeymoon, totally in love, eager to revisit the place where we’d fallen in love those years ago. The wedding was small, just a few friends and family; we never believed in spending a fortune just to feed work colleagues, distant relatives, and casual friends. We finally got on the road after nine, drove the two and a half hours to the cabin, arriving just after midnight. 

There were four cabins on the property, spread over the ten acres, three for guests, and one for the property owner, an older man, in his late forties (older than us, anyway, Nichole and I were both in our mid 20’s) different than the couple that owned the cabins the last time we visited. 

The new owner, Richard Thompson, was kind enough to wait up for us, knowing we had been to the cabins before and that we were newlyweds. We called when we were about ten minutes from the property so he could meet us at our cabin with the keys, and found him waiting in his truck our front when we drove up. As I pulled our small car up to his truck, which dwarfed it, he climbed out and down, and we saw the new owner for the first time. He was a tall, muscular man, dressed in blue work pants, boots, and a short sleeved button down shirt, leaving his black hair covered arms bare. He was almost a caricature with his chiseled jaw, the hair on his chest and arms, the broad shoulders. 

“Mr. Thompson,” I smiled to him as I got out of the car, still wearing my tuxedo, feeling oddly inadequate. I was a good five inches shorter than him, fifty plus pounds lighter, most of that his muscles compared to my slight frame. 

“Jason,” he waived, taking my hand and shaking it with a firm grip, not hard, but it was obvious he could crush my hand if he wanted to. 

“I…I really appreciate you waiting for us,” I said nervously. 

“My pleasure, Jason, my pleasure. You’re newlyweds, after all, you’re entitled to some special treatment,” he said, running his fingers through his hair, which was black, save for a white streak at each temple. His thick mustache was the same, black, with a touch of white at each end, the kind of mustache I could never grow even if I had a million years. 

“We really do appreciate it,” Nicole said from over my shoulder, getting out of the car. I looked over at my bride, again amazed how lucky I was to be married to such a beautiful young woman. Nicole was kind of geeky when we met our freshman year of college, but over the next couple of years she had blossomed into a stunning young woman. Of course, it didn’t hurt that she was now my wife, and looked as radiant as any bride in her satin tea length strapless gown. 

“You both look so nice,” he said with a laugh when we stood in a little group, 

Nicole and I holding hands. “So formal…why don’t you pop the trunk and head inside while I grab your bags for you.” 

“I…I can get them,” I said. 

“No, you take care of your beautiful bride, Jason, I’ll take care of the heavy lifting,” he insisted, intentional or not, making me feel weak and helpless. 

Regardless, we thanked him and headed up to the cabin, passing the hot tub on the covered porch as we walked in. The cabin was just as we remembered it, designed like a log cabin, but with modern all the modern features of a luxury hotel

—heat, air, full kitchen, tiled showers, granite, etc. The great room was dominated by a large fireplace and a large window overlooking the woods. 

“Back here okay,” Mr. Thompson asked, walking in behind us carrying all four bags like they were nothing. 

“You really didn’t have to, Mr. Thompson,” Nicole said pulling me to follow him to the bedroom. 

“Nonsense,” he said, easily moving the suitcases through the cabin, my one and three for Nicole, “it’s my pleasure. Now where would you like them, the big two over here, I assume,” he set two down between the closet and the dresser. 

“That’s perfect,” Nicole said, “and the little one in the bathroom and the other one just on the bed is fine.” 

He was closest to the bathroom, so set her bag there, first, then started towards the bed to set the last bag down. The bedroom, like the rest of the cabin, had wood floors with area rugs. There was one such rug in the bedroom, by the foot of the bed, and it was the edge of this rug that caught his foot as he walked towards the bed, causing him to stumble forward. Mr. Thompson reached out for the dresser, to steady himself, dropping Nicole’s suitcase in the process, which hit the floor with a thud and burst open spilling out its contents all over the floor. 

Lingerie. Scattered about the floor was my new bride’s lingerie, things I’d never seen before, things she received as gifts at her shower or bachelorette party. Silk and satin baby dolls and chemises and panties and hosiery. Literally the most beautiful things I’d ever seen, all spilling out of her suitcase, all over the floor at the feet of Mr. Thompson, my bride’s lingerie, all there at his feet, all there for him to stare at. 

“Oh, my,” he said with an amused tone as out of the corner of my eye I saw Nicole’s shock and embarrassment. 

“Ohhh,” I gasped, humiliated to have our host staring at my bride’s honeymoon lingerie, and immediately, I dove for the floor and started to scoop up the lingerie and shove it back, haphazardly, into the bag. 

“You missed one,” I heard Mr. Thompson say and as I looked back over my shoulder, I saw he was right, that he had a white satin and lace baby doll in his

hands, was holding backwards in his large hands by the spaghetti straps, out towards Nicole, framing her body with it, obviously picturing her wearing it. 

“Thank you,” Nicole said, blushing as she reached out to take it from him. 

“Prettiest one of the bunch,” he smiled at her, “perfect for a beautiful bride on her wedding night—sexy but sophisticated, demure, innocent.” I was on my knees, watching them, the rest of Nicole’s lingerie in my hands, and felt an awkward, uncomfortable sense of emasculation, a sense that Mr. Thompson was smirking at me, laughing inside at me has he handed my bride the last of her lingerie. “Well, I better let you two get to, um, well,” he looked down at me, “you know, I’ll be around tomorrow if you need anything.” 

He let himself out, leaving Nicole and I there, me still on my knees, her looking down at me, the silence between us quickly becoming awkward, neither one of us quite sure what to say, what to think. Finally, I had to break the silence, had to say something. “He’s right, it…it’s the prettiest one.” 

“Hmmm,” she said, looking at the door where he had walked out. 

“What?” 

“You’re right,” she said, looking down at me, blushing, “he’s right, it…it’s what I was going to wear tonight.” 

“Was?” 

“I…I know it’s our wedding night, Jason, I’m just so tired. I mean, we can if you want to, if you really want to, but…I’d really rather wait till tomorrow if it’s all right with you.” 

I sighed, somehow this wasn’t unexpected, it was late and we’d had a long day and Nicole needed the right mood and the mood, without question, had been broken. 

“Nikki, I…I thought we’d…you know…” 

“You know I want to Jason, I just thought the first time I…” She blushed, she was so cute. “The…the first time I did that as a married woman should be special, not when I’m exhausted. I could still wear something pretty.” She held the baby doll up to her body much like Mr. Thompson had, just closer, and I imagined her just like he had. Of course it was more erotic seeing my bride do it than some strange guy! “Tomorrow night, okay? Tomorrow night I can…we can…you know…do it for the first time as a…married.” 




**********

 

We were going to spend the day hiking, so after a leisurely breakfast we dressed for the day. I wore a pair of khaki cargo hiking shorts, technical teeshirt, wool socks, and boots. Nicole dressed similarly, but much obviously much prettier, cuter

than I—her hiking shorts were shorter and tighter, showing off her her long legs and her leaving her ass all but perfectly on display, and her top hugged her firm breasts and her trim waist. “Whoa,” I said when she came out of the bedroom, 

“someone’s going for the sexiest hiker ever award.” 

Nicole blushed. “It’s just us, I thought you’d like it Mr. Morris.” 

“Oh, I do, Mrs. Morris,” I said, “but maybe we should, you know, forget about hiking.” 

“Tonight, Mr. Morris,” she giggled, “I promise…I think you’ll find it more exciting after spending the day taking in the sights.” She might have meant nature, the forest around us, but she obviously meant her body, too. 

“Damn, Nicole, where’s this coming from?” 

She bit her lip, looked down, “I guess the whole being married thing is just putting me in a mood. I’m sorry about last night…I guess…I don’t know…I’m kind of…you know…” 

“Fuck, Nikki, I’m tempted to pick you up and carry you to the bedroom right now.” 

“Big talk, Mr. Morris,” she said, “come on, later, really.” 

We grabbed our packs, headed out, started down the driveway to the trail that looped through the property, led deeper into the forest. We were just passing the last cabin, Mr. Thompson’s, when his door opened and he stepped out. He was dressed similar to yesterday, work pants, a different colored sleeved shirt, boots, rugged, tough. “Hey there, newlyweds,” he grinned, “fine looking morning, isn’t it?” 

“Good morning Mr. Thompson,” Nicole smiled. I nodded back, saw his eyes bore in on Nicole, knew she was part of what he meant by a fine looking morning. 

“I wondered if I’d see you two today or if you’d spend all day in the cabin,” he said with an exaggerated grin, overtly looked Nicole up and down. “I’d have voted for the cabin if I was your new husband, guess he got that out of his system last night, though.” 

“Mr. Thompson,” Nicole blushed. I balled my fists, but said nothing. 

“Sorry, kidding, just kidding, some guys need more time to, er, recharge, if you know what I mean.” 

I opened my mouth to defend myself, but realized it was pointless, perhaps foolish. We were guest in the woods, the only people here right now besides Mr. 

Thompson, it was stupid to pick a fight with him. And he was just teasing, a bit cruel, but still. 

“Seriously, you kids know where you’re going, you have a map?” 

“We do,” I said, “I planned it all out.” If I wasn’t going to defend myself to his sexual barb, I at least felt like I had to defend my hiking competency. 

“Good. There’s no one else out here this weekend, so you should have all the trails to yourself—no need to worry about running into any guys out on a buddy weekend hitting on your bride. No bear activity lately, so you’re good on that, too, but still watch yourselves, okay.” 

“We will, Mr. Thompson,” Nicole said, took my hand, “I’m sure Jason has everything thought out.” 

“Well, you kids have a good day, stop by when you get back so I know everything went okay.” 

We said we would, started into the woods. 

“He…he’s creepy,” I said to Nicole when I was sure we were out of earshot. 

“Creepy? Jason, stop, he’s nice,” she said, typical Nicole, she found everyone nice. 

“He was checking you out, Nikki.” 

“He was not,” she said, “he’s just being friendly.” 

“He was totally checking you out,” I insisted. 

“Like guys don’t check out girls all the time,” she said. “Besides, you should be proud, I’m  your wife, after all.” 

“I suppose,” I frowned, “but he was leering.” 

“Sweetie, stop, it was nothing…besides, what’s wrong with a guy finding me attractive, it…it’s flattering.” 

“Flattering,” I said, half shocked. “Nikki, he…he’s some creepy old guy leering at a young woman.” 

“Jason, he’s not  that old…and he’s attractive…in a rugged sort of way, it isn’t like he’s eighty, fat, and ugly!” 

I’m sure she meant it innocently, but I didn’t take it that way. 

“You think he’s hot?” 

“Jason, stop,” she said softly, “he’s…” 

“What?” I insisted. “Seriously, Nicole, you think he’s cute.” 

“Honey,” she took my hand again, “I meant he’s attractive the way a rugged, masculine guy’s attractive, I didn’t mean anything by it, really, I didn’t mean to make you jealous…he’s not the one I’m going to put on pretty lingerie for later tonight.” She leaned into me, kissed my ear. “I brought stockings and a garter belt,” 

she said starting to walk away and looking over her shoulder. “Just think about that when you’re walking behind me staring at my ass.” 




**********

 

The day was beautiful, the forest was beautiful, and yes, so was Nicole—I spent a good part of the hike staring at her legs and ass just as she spent a good part of the

day trying to tease me with them. By lunch, I’d forgotten about Mr. Thompson and his leering at my bride, I was too busy leering myself. And too busy thinking about the kissing we did after eating our sandwiches. 

In fact, I’d forgotten all about everything except finally fucking my bride on the way back in, forgotten that is, until we were coming upon Mr. Thompson’s cabin and we saw him sitting out on the back porch. He was “cleaned up”, still wearing rough close, working class man’s clothes, but his blue pants looked pressed, his short sleeved shirt too. “Well there’s my pretty bride and her new husband,” he raised his coffee mug to us. “Found your way back okay, I see.” 

“We did,” I said defensively. “I told you we know how to hike.” 

“Never doubted it,” he smiled. “I just like to keep a sharp eye on my guests, that’s all.” 

“We appreciate it Mr. Thompson,” Nicole said in her friendly manner. 

“Say, I know you wanted to be left alone last night,” he winked, “your wedding night and all…but I thought I’d have you over for a drink after you shower and clean up, dinner too.” 

Fuck, was there no escaping this guy. “I appreciate it Mr. Thompson, but we…

you know…” 

“Come on, I’m sure you got that out of your system last night, besides, I won’t keep you too long, just in case. Remember, a meal comes with the honeymoon package…I have some steaks set out, ready to go on the grill.” 

“Again, I appreciate it, but…” 

Nicole pulled me towards her, “it’s okay Jason, he’s just being polite.” 

I looked at her, surprised. “I thought you wanted to…” 

“I do,” she said, “but he’s already got things planned, it will just be for a bit…

besides we have to eat.” That was my bride, polite to a fault. 

“Nikki, I…” 

She pulled me closer still, whispered in my ear. “I’ll wear thigh highs under my skirt,” she said, “you can think about me the whole time.” 

“You sure?” I asked, perking up. 

“Well,” Mr. Thompson prompted, obviously seeing where this was going. 

“We’ll be happy to come over for dinner, Mr. Thompson,” Nicole answered for us. 

“Well that’s just great,” he stood up, “an hour should give you time to clean up, right?” 

“Yea,” I said. 

“Are we…should be bring anything? I mean, we don’t have anything ready, really, I…we have a bottle of wine.” 

“No, no, I mean, bring the wine,” he said, “but besides that  your company is

good enough.” 




**********

 

45 minutes later, Nicole was standing in the bedroom in a short pleated skirt, a short sleeved tight satin blouse, and heels. “Damn, Nicole, I…I don’t want to go,” I said, coming up to her, reaching for her. 

“Stop, Jason,” she said playfully, slapping my hand away. “I want to be touched, just…not yet…” She spun around, showed off the outfit, as the did, the skirt flared and I caught a glimpse of the lace tops of her nude thigh highs. “It…it’s a little short, I planned on wearing it just for you, but it’s not too bad. I’ll just have to be careful when I sit.” 

“If you’re not careful, he going to get quite the show.” 

“The show’s for you, Jason, after, I…I can change if you want.” 

“No, no, that’s okay,” I said, actually somewhat proud of how sexy my wife looked. Fuck it, why not show off what I had, show off the woman I’d be making love to after dinner. I stood, took her hand, “no reason I shouldn’t show you off just a little,” I said. Nicole’s eyes fluttered, she sucked in her breath, what the fuck? 

“Nikki?” It dawned on me, she was actually excited. “Nikki!” 

She blushed, “sorry Jason, I…this is kind of naughty, isn’t it.” 

“You’re turned on!” 

“A…a little,” she looked away, “I…I feel pretty and…well…” 

“Damn, Nikki, are you sure you don’t want me to cancel, I mean…” 

“No,” she said, a little too forcefully, “I…I mean…” She thought for a second, blushed again, moved her mouth to my ear. “Let him look, Jason, just the thought makes me feel…makes me tingle…let  him look, I’ll show  you how it makes me feel when we get back.” 




**********

 

Mr. Thompson didn’t disappoint as without even hiding it, he stared Nicole up and down when he opened his cabin door, stared at her breasts, her legs, before he looked over at me. “You’ve got a beautiful bride, Jason,” he said, “a  very beautiful bride.” 

“I know,” I said, perhaps a bit too proud. 

“Sorry, I…I didn’t expect to dress for dinner with other people,” Nicole blushed when Mr. Thompson turned his gaze back to her. 

“Nonsense, Nicole,” Mr. Thompson said, “you’re by far the prettiest thing that’s been in my cabin in some time, come in, come in, let’s get that open,” he took the

bottle, headed towards the open kitchen, poured the wine. “Of course, I don’t know why your groom let you out of the house—I’d never let something so pretty leave my bedroom—but who am I to complain.” 

We sat in the open great room, Nicole and I on a couch, Mr. Thompson in a chair across from us. Judging from where his eyes went the second Nicole sat, I realized that despite her efforts he must have caught a glimpse of her thigh high tops when she sat. He was actually a pleasant man, led the conversation, somehow it wasn’t as awkward as I’d thought it would be. He made Nicole laugh, she visibly relaxed after her second glass of wine, as did I. 

He saw me looking at a small case on a side table. 

“Poker chips,” he said, “you ever play? 

“A little Hold’em in college,” I said, immediately going into bluffing mode, hustling mode, something I just couldn’t help. 

“My favorite,” he nodded, “the ultimate test of nerves, dashing, intelligence, and luck. You any good?” 

“Good, oh, I guess I won some and lost some; I was never  that good. Okay.” 

He set down his wine glass, reached for the case. “Won this in a couple of tournaments in my day, Vegas and Reno…and some pretty nice checks, too.” He opened the case, took out a chip, tossed it to me. It was heavy clay, high quality. 

“Paid for this place.” 

“Nice,” I said. 

“Say, what do you say we all play a hand or two before I throw the steaks on—

they’ll only take ten minutes, I’m not quite hungry yet.” 

“Not me,” Nicole waived her hand, “poker’s his thing, not mine.” 

“I…I don’t know,” I said. 

“Oh, go on, Jason,” Nicole touched my leg, “it’s okay, it’s obvious you want to play.” I wasn’t sure how to take that, all in all I’d rather  play with her than play with him. Fuck, poker or poke her—the terrible pun ran through my mind—it shouldn’t have been a difficult decision, just decline, get my bride back sooner. 

“Hey, if you’re afraid to embarrass yourself in front of your beautiful bride, I understand,” Mr. Thompson said, actually winked at Nicole. 

“No, that’s not it!” 

“Seriously, it’s okay, Jason,” he started to close the case, “poker’s a man’s game, I’m being a rude host.” 

 A man’s game? Now he was trying to show me up in front of my bride. “Fine,” I said, “what are the stakes.” 

“Oh, nothing too high, $5/$10 bets…you might have a shot at winning back the cabin rental.” 

Greed took over—I’d love to win the cabin rental. I reached for my wallet, I had

several couple of hundred dollars, that would do, I tossed three hundred on the table. “Fine.” 

“Nicole, why don’t you be a dear and get another bottle from the wine fridge, there’s a nice white on the top shelf,” Mr. Thompson all but ordered my wife while he counted out some chips. 

Things went well for the first few hands, we went back and forth, but I held my own, got a little ahead. Nicole excused herself for the restroom, when she came back, sat on my lap instead of the chair and things went better, I was up at least $150 hoping to take a $50 pot when Mr. Thompson set his cards down. 

“You folding,” I asked, twitching to reach for the pot. 

“What, no, no, you’re bluffing,” he said, misreading me, I wasn’t, with one card to play I was holding two pairs. “You’ve got an unfair advantage, that’s all.” 

“What? This is your house, your cards, your chips, what’s unfair,” I said defensively. 

“Nicole,” he nodded at my wife, “you’ve been killing me since she’s sat down on your lap.” 

“You want her to sit at the table again,” I said, “fine, fine,” I laughed, itching for the pot. 

“Well that might negate the good luck she’s been bringing you, but I’m thinking I could use a little of that luck, at least for this pot. Why don’t you come over here for a hand or two,” he smiled at my wife as he patted his leg. 

“Hey,” I protested. 

“Just kidding, Jason, just kidding. Not that I wouldn’t be happy to have such a beautiful woman sitting on my lap, but I’ll take even luck, Nicole dear, could you?” 

He pointed to a chair next to him. 

Nicole smiled, switched seats. Apparently she was good luck, too, because I wasn’t bluffing, I had two pair, but what I missed was the two hearts showing, the third one that came on the last card, and the two in his hands—his flush easily beat me and he raked in the pot. And the next one and the next one until I was down to minuscule stack of chips. 

“Going to have to call it an evening soon,” he said looking at my short stack, but I won a couple of small hands before things went downhill and I heard myself call for another $200 in chips. Again, again, again, ignoring Nicole’s stare each time. 

“Jason,” Mr. Thompson said when I found myself down almost $800 asking for another $200 in chips, “you might want to call it a night.” 

I did, I knew I should, but the problem was I knew I didn’t have the cash to back my losses, started thinking about just trying to crawl my way back to even or close to it. “Another two,” I growled, looking at my cards, thinking I’d chip away at this hand, but losing that inside of five minutes. 

“You’re done, Jason” Mr. Thompson said when he broke me again. “I assume you can cover the thousand you’re down?” 

“A thousand,” Nicole gasped slightly. 

“I…” The slight hesitation gave me away. 

Mr. Thompson set his cards down, crossed his arms, stared at me, then at my wife. “First lesson of poker, Nicole, is not to wager what you can’t afford to lose.” 

“I…I’m good for it,” I heard myself say, words I’d heard spoken before but never spoken myself, knowing now I’d made a huge mistake. 

“Yea,” he turned back to me, eyes cold. “I’ve heard that before, Jason, I’m sure you have too. And I think we both have some idea how that usually plays out. 

You’re down a grand, kid,” he nodded at the table, “money I don’t think you can afford to lose, money you certainly don’t have with you.” 

“Mr. Thompson,” I stammered, suddenly nervous, “I…” 

“Know why he’s nervous, Nicole?” he asked my wife. “Not just cause he lost a thousand dollars you two obviously don’t have, but he knows what often happens in these situations.” 

“W…what?” Nicole asked nervously. 

“There’s usually a bit of violence,” he crossed his arms. 

“You…you wouldn’t,” Nicole was aghast. “Jason!” 

He laughed, then a wicked grin came over his face. “Tell you what, kid, it’s your honeymoon, so I’ll let you try to knock some of this off, let’s see,” he counted out some chips, $200, pushed them to the middle of the table. 

“I…” I looked at Nicole, she realized the situation, albeit too late to stop me from digging the hole. 

“I know, kid, we’ll play a few hands and see if you can chip away.” 

“I don’t,” I stammered, “I mean…I don’t have…” 

He grinned again. “I’m not extending, Jason, not cash credit anyway, you’re in too deep for that, you know that.” 

“Yea…but…I don’t get it,” I said, confused. 

“Play the two hundred, if you win, I’ll knock you down to eight.” 

“If I win,” I said. “And what if I lose.” I was worried because I had no options here. 

He glanced over at Nicole, looked back at me. “$200…$200…okay, you lose, she loses her blouse for the evening.” 

“What!” I didn’t even look at my wife, but from the corner of my eye I saw her jaw drop. 

“Simple, Jason, if you win, I’ll knock $200 off, if you lose, she takes her blouse off.” 

“Are you fucking crazy?” I exclaimed. 

“Not at all, Jason, not at all. The way I see it is Nicole here is proud of her body, a little shy maybe, but proud just the same, happy to catch the eye of an older man. 

And don’t tell me you’re not proud of her, too, son, proud to sit there and watch me look at her, knowing she’s your wife, your bride. Don’t tell me you haven’t gloated inside having her sit there all dolled up and pretty like, teasing a guy.” 

“I…I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

“Sure you do, Jason. Hell, I’d be proud, too, if I were you and she was my wife. 

Listen, all I’m happy to let you win back some cash, just if you lose, well, you can show off your bride a tad more. Come on, she’s got a bra on, right, it’s like wearing a swim suit, no more, no less, don’t you want to show an old man up?” 

Something was clicking inside me, I was proud of my bride, I was proud of how sexy she was, and I was proud to have such a beautiful woman as mine. “I don’t…I don’t know,” I said, “this…” 

“How…how much is he down,” Nicole asked softly, reaching for her glass of wine, taking a large gulp. 

“Thousand,” Mr. Thompson said. 

She looked at me, saw my eyes, knew we didn’t have the money, looked back at him. “Just…you just want me to take my blouse off,” she asked. 

“Nikki!” 

“$200 for just the blouse, honey,” he said, “just the blouse and just for dinner. 

And  s if he loses.” 

“Nicole!” 

“If you have the money, Jason…” 

“I…I’m good for it,” I said, ashamed to speak the words. 

“Yea…I think it’s your pretty little bride who is going to help you out of this jam.” 

Nicole swallowed, glanced over at me, shuddered. “I…” Her face was red, flush from the attention combined with the wine. It was clear the flattery touched her, and she felt some sense of lowered inhibitions. “You really think I’m pretty, Mr. 

Thompson?” she asked softly. 

“Any man who said otherwise would be lying,” he said. “What do you say, Jason? Best case you win $200 back, worst case you get to throw it in my face what a beautiful bride you’ve got?” 

“I…” I looked at the chips, looked at Nicole. I was proud of her, and besides, what’s the worst that could happen, she ate dinner without a blouse and he got to see the woman I was going to fuck later tonight. And that was the worst, at best I’d win back some of our money. “Nicole?” 

She lowered her eyes. “It…it’s up to you…if you want…I…I will.” 

“It…it’s just like a bikini,” I justified what I was going to say. 

“Yea,” she swallowed. “I…it’s okay.” 

His gaze returned to me. “I know you’re down, but you seem confident in your skills, I wonder if you’re hustling me. Besides, what’s the worst…you lose and get to show off your bride? It’s not like I’m going to touch her,” he said with too easy a smile. “Aren’t you proud of her?” 

I was proud of her and truth be told, part of me wanted to show her off—she was a beautiful woman and she was mine. “Nikki, you…you sure?” She nodded. “Okay then, deal.” 

I won, pumped my fist, Nicole exhaled loudly. “Bam!” 

“Well, down eight hundred,” Mr. Thompson said, mouth tight. He reached for his chips, pushed another stack towards me. “Your deal.” 

“I won.” 

“And you’re still down $800, champ. And I assume you don’t have still…so…

your deal, same stakes, your bride’s blouse for $200.” 

I didn’t win the second time, it wasn’t even close. Mr. Thompson pulled the chips back towards him, grinned widely as he looked at my bride. “I’ll be taking that blouse now, Nicole,” he said gleefully. 

“Mr. Thompson, please, I…” I started to say but he silenced me with a sharp look.  You lost, kid,  his eyes warned me. “The blouse Nicole,” he said softly to my bride, “and stand up,” he motioned with his fingers, “go slowly.” 

Nicole looked at me, her face was red, but not just from a blush, it was flush, the way she got when she was excited when she was almost embarrassed to feel so sexual. “It…it’s okay, Jason,” she reached over, touched my arm. “Really. I…it’s okay.” She stood, slowly, reached for the buttons on her blouse, face still flushed and red, she started to unbutton them. 

I didn’t see Mr. Thompson’s reaction, I was too busy starting at my wife’s breasts, but I heard him whistle. I might have too, if I was that kind of guy, as it was, though, I simply stared with my mouth open. The bra was new, something I’d never seen, something appropriate for a bride on her wedding night; it was white with peachy/pink satin trim on the 3-part cups and it was the cups I stared at, sure he did too. They were made from soft, very sheer tulle and pretty vintage-style lace. 

So sheer I…we… Mr. Thompson and I, could clearly see the outline of each areola, of her nipples—hard, erect, straining against the fabric of the bra. 

“Well, well, well,” Mr. Thompson said, “looks like someone’s cold, maybe I should turn up the heat.” 

“I…I’m not cold,” Nicole blushed, I understood it wasn’t that she was cold. Not at all. Her nipples were hard because she was excited. 

“Jesus, Nikki,” I finally blurted, felt something on my own body starting to strain. 

“I think it’s my deal,” Mr. Thompson said keeping his eyes on my wife. 

“Mr. Thompson, I…I don’t…” 

“You’re still down the same eight, champ,” he said pushing $200 in chips towards me, “we’ll play for her skirt, next, I’m dying to see the rest of what she’s wearing.” 

“Mr. Thompson, please…” I begged, ashamed. 

“Better step your game up, son,” he said, started dealing cards. “Unless you’ve got $800 in cash on you.” 

“I…I don’t know…” 

“Nicole, you game?” he asked, pouring the rest of the bottle of her wine glass, maybe a quarter full. 

She reached for it, drank it in a gulp. “It’s okay, honey,” Nicole agreed again, 

“I…” 

“What she’s trying to say, Jason, is like a good wife, she’s worried about your finances and wants you to win your money back, and she’s willing to push it a little farther to give you the chance. Cause that’s what married couples do…clean up each other’s messes.” 

“Nikki…are you sure.” 

“Why don’t you get another bottle, Nicole,” Mr. Thompson pointed towards the kitchen, “a drink will keep things light.” As soon as Nicole walked away, he glared at me. “Afraid?” he hissed. “You got her into this, champ, you’re going to have to get the both of you out.” 

“No, I’m not afraid,” I stared at him. 

“Well play then,” he challenged me. 

Nicole filled our wine glasses, seemed to take an extra few seconds pouring his, giving him ample time to stare at her breasts and body before he dealt. 

I won a couple of hands then lost it all again on the river when he caught a third jack to beat my two queens. Nicole, without being prompted, stood and started to undo her skirt. 

“Nicole, wait,” I protested, but he ignored me. 

“Slowly, Nicole,” he instructed her, “slowly, like you’re in Vegas dancing for a customer.” 

I was pissed, part of me anyway, pissed at losing again, pissed I wasn’t winning back the cash I lost, and pissed we’d gotten ourselves into this situation. I was pissed my wife, my new bride, was basically stripping for another man. And worst of all, I was pissed at my own reaction, at the swelling in my pants watching Nicole let her skirt drop to the floor.  Fuck was she hot. Fuck, I mean, fuck, fuck! 

“Deeeammmm,” Mr. Thompson said looking hard at Nicole’s lingerie. Her panties matched the bra—the same sheer material left Nicole’s trim pubic hair

slightly visible—but there was something else too, something that was impossible for her to hide, impossible for him not to notice. Something else dark between her legs; she was damp, wet. 

Maybe Nicole didn’t realize it, maybe she didn’t care, regardless I did, surely he did too. “Nicole,” I started to say, wanted her to see, to cover herself. 

“Nipples you  might blame on the cold,” Mr. Thompson laughed, “but not that.” 

“What,” she said, followed his eyes, blushed deep. “I…” She swallowed, caught, knew he saw how wet she was, how excited. 

“Your deal, Jason,” he pushed the cards and the same $200 in chips towards me. 

“She’s got nothing left,” I protested. 

“We’ll play for the bra…no sense keeping those fine breasts covered, is there Nicole?” 

“Wait, wait,” I said, “you…we…” 

“Jason, what are you down? Is it $800 or $1,000? I don’t know and it doesn’t matter because what I know is you’re down more than you have. So it’s the bra.” 

“I…I don’t think…” 

Standing, her pussy was almost level with his eyes and he glanced over, stared. 

“She doesn’t look like she minds, Jason.” 

She looked at me, glanced downward, I knew what she was implying—the recognition we both knew what was happening between her legs, a question if it was happening to me, too. 

“It…it’s okay…” 

“Nikki, I…I…are you sure?” She nodded, shy, innocent. 

I barely remember the hand, it seemed preordained I was going to lose. 

“You know why she’s wet, Jason, don’t you?” he asked me collecting his chip. 

“I…please…we didn’t mean to…” 

“I’ll take that bra, Nicole,” he said carefully. “Maybe a sip of wine first.” 

She took the sip, set her glass down, carefully reached around her back, started to undo her bra, but he stopped her. 

“Wait,” he hissed, “I’ll do it.” 

“Jason,” she whispered. 

I opened my mouth to say no but the word never came, she looked at me, I at her, we stared as she moved towards him, turned her back, and he reached for her bra. I opened my mouth again when she moaned when his rough hands touched her skin, but no words were spoken. I opened my mouth but couldn’t speak when the bra dropped to the floor exposing her young, perfect 34C breasts. And I said nothing as he moved his hands around her back, reached to the front and heaved a breast in each hand. 

“Hmmmm,” Nicole moaned at his touch. 

“Mr…Mr. Thompson…please, I…I…you…you can’t…” 

“You owe me a grand, Jason and your bride doesn’t have enough clothing left to cover it.” 

“I…I’m good for it,” I mumbled. 

“That’s not how it works, Jason, I told you that when we started.” 

“What do you want,” I said, “I…I don’t have anything.” 

He sat back, a wicked grin on his face. “One last bet,” he said. I looked at the cards. “You don’t need the cards for this, Jason,” he laughed. 

“Please, Mr. Thompson,” I begged, suddenly worried about being all alone in the woods with a man who was older, bigger, stronger. 

“You have $1,000 in your pocket? Cause I’m not paying $500 each to hold a breast, as beautiful as they are.” 

“No,” I said softly. 

“Here’s the bet then, Jason, I’m going to touch your bride, not just her breasts, I’m going to touch her where she’s dying to be touched, I’m going to reach between her legs and touch her. And before you say another word, look at her face, look how badly she wants it.” 

“Uuughh,” a small moan escaped from Nicole, all but confirming what he said. 

“Mr. Thompson,” I begged, “she…she doesn’t…” 

“Should I stop, Nicole?” he asked, “or should I settle the bet the old way.” 

“You…you won’t hurt him?” Nicole said. 

“I’d rather not,” he said. 

“Nicole,” I whispered. 

“It…it’s okay,” she said softly. 

“You…you’re sure?” 

She nodded, lost. 

“Here’s the last bet, Jason. I’m going to reach down inside those pretty panties and finger your bride for two minutes, it’s not that long, she’ll like it, trust me.” 

“You…you’re crazy!” 

“Oh, I’m not done yet. See, while I’m fingering her, I’m going to touch you, too, see, I like cute young boys like you as much as I like women like her.” 

“WHAT?” Suddenly my eyes were wide—wine or not, touching my bride was bad enough, but me? 

“Never had a man touch you, Jason?” 

“A man, no, NO!” 

“Never had a friend jerk you off?” 

“No!” 

“I bet you’ll like it. Just as much as she’s going to like it.” 

“You’re out of your mind.” 

“Am I? Here’s the bet, Jason, ‘mister I lost almost a thousand dollars I don’t have’ guy. I’m going to finger her for two minutes, rub you for the same. You say you won’t like it? Fine. Then don’t cum?” 

“Don’t cum,” I said, “why would I do that? Yuck.” 

“Don’t cum,” he said again, “two minutes while I rub her, don’t cum watching me touch her and rub you and you win back everything you lost, I’ll even throw in the cabin rental. That’s almost two grand…but if you cum…” 

“I’m not going to…ewww…” 

“If you cum,” he repeated, “I’m going to fuck her while you watch.” 

Nicole sucked in a breath, shivered, I did the same. This guy was absolutely crazy, absolutely fucking crazy. “Are you fucking crazy?” 

“Afraid, Jason? Afraid you’ll like an old man playing with you.” 

“What, no, no? Dude, you’re crazy, I’m taking her back.” I wasn’t sure if I was more horrified at him touching her or touching me. 

“Fine,” he said, “go get the cash, then.” 

“I…I told you, I…I don’t have it.” 

“Jason,” Nicole whispered. I looked at her, she was biting her lip while he fondled her breasts. “It…it’s okay…” 

“Nikki, he…he wants to touch you.” 

She sucked in a breath again. “Two minutes, Jason, can…can you…” 

“Of course,” I said, “but…but I…” 

“Jason…” 

“Tell you want, Jason, just to show I’m not cruel, I won’t even reach inside underwear, I’ll only touch through panties.” 

I don’t know that was any better, but given the circumstances I wasn’t sure what to say. “Two minutes?” 

“Two minutes, only though panties. Talk it over with your bride, Jason, but remember you got yourself into this.” 




**********

 

He walked out of the room toward a bedroom, I looked over at Nicole. “Nicole, I…” 

“It…it’s okay, Jason.” 

“It’s not okay, Nikki, he…he want to fondle you, fuck. What the hell’s the matter with him?” 

“You, too,” she said softly, looking down. 

“Yuck,” I wrinkled my nose. “I…I can take that, whatever, but I can’t have him touching you like that.” 

“What are we supposed to do, Jason,” 

“Nik, I…I’m sorry.” 

“Jason, if you can handle it, so can I.” 

“Nikki!” 

“I…I can…” 

“Are…are you sure?” I asked her. 

“It…he…he’ll just touch me…through my panties, I…” Her eyes fluttered for a moment. 

“Nicole,” I practically yelled remembering she was wet. “You…you want him to!” 

“No…I mean…I…I can’t help it. I…I don’t know what’s the matter with me.” 

“You want him to touch you?” 

“What, no! No, I mean…not…not really. I…I will if we have to.” 

“You’re really…” I swallowed. “Wet?” 

“A…a little,” she said looking away. “I…I’m sorry.” 

“Nicole, what the fuck!” 

“Dammit, Jason, I’m half tipsy, I’m dressed in bridal lingerie, I haven’t been fucked in weeks, and I’m standing here half naked while some stud fondles my breasts while talking about fingering me and making me cum…of course I’m fucking horny.” 

“Stud?” 

“Jason…god, I shouldn’t have had any wine…” 

“You…you think he’s a stud?” 

“Jason, please.” 

“Nicole…” 

“He’s strong and rugged and masculine and has me half naked and wet, of course he’s a stud,” she said, saw the reaction on my face. “Jason, I’m just saying I can take him touching me for two minutes…as long as…” 

“No…” 

“As long as you don’t,” she lowered her voice, “cum.” 

“Fuck, Nikki, I won’t,” I crossed my arms. “Yuck…” 

“You sure,” she asked, with almost a tone of disappointment in her voice. 

“Yes, I’m sure.” 

“Then we don’t have much choice, Jason.” 

“What…what if…” 

“Don’t, Jason…don’t…” 




**********

 

When we finished talking, Mr. Thompson came back in the room carrying a small box. “Well?” 

“Fine,” I said, “whatever, we…we’ll do it.” 

“Excellent, get undressed,” he said to me, opening the box. 

“Me? Why?” 

“Because I said so, Jason, how else do you expect to get fondled? You have sex dressed last night?” 

“No!” 

Nicole let out a small giggle. 

“What, Nicole,” he asked her? 

“N…nothing…” 

“Nicole,” I shushed her. 

“You had wedding night sex dressed?” he laughed. 

She giggled again. “We…we didn’t have sex last night,” Nicole said softly. 

“Ha,” Mr. Thompson laughed, “well this gets better and better. More incentive to hold off, Jason, wouldn’t want me to be the first one to fuck her married, would you?” 

“Everything I lost and the cabin,” I said just to make sure. 

“Yep,” he agreed. “The debt’s even and I’ll refund the cabin.” 

“Let’s just do this,” I said, trying to fluff my boxers so my slowly swelling penis wasn’t obvious. 

“Those too, Jason. 

“You said  over,” I protested. 

“I did and I will.” 

“Then I can keep these on,” I said. 

“No, Jason, I said over panties, the bet was over  panties.” He took something from the box, held them up; a pair of lilac nylon panties with lace trim.  Nicole’s panties. 

“What…where did you get those?” 

He tossed them to me. “Put them on,” he said, ignoring my question. 

“Those…those are Nicole’s…those are her…panties,” I whispered the last word. 

“I assumed so, they were in her lingerie bag. Didn’t think they were yours” 

“I…I can’t…” 

“The bet was over  panties Jason, put them on.” 

This suddenly got much worse. I looked at Nicole, her face was impassive, just watching as a man ordered me to step into her panties. “I…” 

“You want to forfeit? Believe me, I’d rather you do,” he glared at Nicole. “If you forfeit, you lose and god damn, do I want to collect on that bet.” 

Nicole gasped. “Jason.” 

“No,” I said, turned, pulled the boxers down, pulled the panties up my legs, over my quickly swelling penis. 

Mr. Thompson laughed. “Well, well, well…you’re as hard as she is wet, Jason. 

Sure you’ve never had a guy give you a hand job? It’s okay, I’m sure your bride will understand. Who was it? Older fraternity brother? Roommate?” 

“No, never,” I said again. 

“So it’s the panties, then? See, Nicole, some guys have this secret sissy inside them, just love prancing around in their mother’s or wife’s lingerie.” 

“Stop! I don’t, come on, just start so we can get this over with.” 

“One more thing first,” he reached into the box again, took out two pairs of handcuffs with pink padding. 

“No,” I took a step back. 

“I don’t want either of you interfering with me,” he said holding them out, 

“don’t worry, I’ll unlock them after.” 

I looked at him, a sense of genuine fear overcoming me. “I…don’t know.” 

“Fuck, Jason, if I wanted to kidnap you I’d pull a gun and kidnap you, that’s  not what this is about. I know we’re out in the woods, but don’t let your mind run wild. 

This is consensual…seriously. You’re both saying yes.” 

“I…” It seemed like we were setup, maybe that’s what was bothering me. Oh, that and we were both practically naked and about to get fondled by some stranger. 

“I’m scared.” 

“And excited, too,” he chuckled, looking at my crotch. “Just like she is.” 

“I…I don’t want you to…to…” 

“Prove it, then, you only have to last two minutes.” 

“Fine,” I huffed. He cuffed both our hands behind our backs, had us stand facing one another. He walked into the kitchen, set the microwave time for five minute, came back and stood behind Nicole, wrapped his arm around her, placed his other hand in front of me. “We’ll start at two minutes.” 

For three minutes, the tension built second by second, twice Nicole even flinched forward so his hand grazed her pussy. We all watched the timer count down, closer and closer to two minutes, Nicole and I both were breathing heavier and heavier, my penis even started to twitch. 

“Two minutes,” he said, touched us both. 

Nicole immediately backed into him, not to escape, but because she was moaning and her legs seemed weak. I tried to back up to escape, but he had a strong grip on my erection, held me in place. 

“Hmmmmmm,” Nicole started moaning louder, breathing heavy, her teeth chattering, all within seconds. 

“Well that didn’t take long, did it,” Mr. Thompson laughed, alternately

squeezing and rubbing her through her panties. On one rub, he pulled his hand higher, slipped it into her panties, plunged his fingers into her wetness, she screamed. 

“Hey, you said…” I started to say, but Nicole wasn’t screaming in protest, quite the opposite, she shook violently as an orgasm ripped through her. She didn’t want him to stop, she  wanted his hand insider her. 

I watched silently as he fingered her, as she shook and shook, as her knees buckled, as she leaned against him so she didn’t fall. 

“Ever make her cum this quickly, Jason?” he laughed as he fingered her, rubbed me through the panties. 

I didn’t answer, what was I going to say, I simply thought of things, added numbers, spelled words, anything to keep my thoughts off of his hand on my bride, his hand on my erection. 

I looked down at the big, muscular hand stroking me, told myself to be disgusted watching a man’s hand stroke me  through panties. I was, too, disgusted, but there was something else, something strange yet familiar, something I didn’t want to admit. 

 It felt good. Especially with Nicole moaning, cumming. 

No, Jason, no, no it doesn’t, not at all. 

“Ummm,” I grunted softly, hoping neither heard me, not wanting to admit to myself, let alone them, that it fucking felt good. 

“Look at him, Nicole, looks like he likes a man’s touch. No wonder he didn’t want to screw last night, he was thinking about something very naughty.” 

“No!” 

“Sure feels like it to me,” he laughed, squeezing my erection. “Bet you were popular with the jocks at your school, weren’t you?” 

With forth seconds to go, one non-stop orgasm from Nicole, I looked at the clock, knew I’d make it. His hand was physically pleasurable against he softness of the panties, but not too much—I knew I could hold back, despite what he said. We were going to win, I knew it. 

“Do you know what I’m going to do to her, sissy? How hard I’m going to fuck your bride? Do you know how loud she’s going to scream when she feels a real cock inside her, not this little thing you have between your legs.” 

“No,” I mumbled, bit my lip, tried to fight the turmoil between my legs, the sudden switch from just holding it together to just about to lose it. “Stop…you…

you won’t…” 

“It’s funny, I know what a little penis you have,” he squeezed, “but you don’t know how big mine is. Nicole knows, though.” 

I looked at her, at him. “WHAT?” 

“Your bride knows how big my cock is—her hands are on my cock right now, sissy, stroking me, she’s been touching it the whole time. It’s bigger, isn’t it, Nicole?” I looked at the clock, twenty seconds. “Isn’t it?” he asked again, making her moan with his fingers. 

“Yes,” my wife moaned. Our eyes me, I saw so much behind them, the surprise, the pleasure. 

“So much harder than his…” 

“Yes, yes.” 

Fifteen seconds, fight, almost there. “N…Nicole…” 

“You want him to cum, don’t you, Nicole, so you can feel my cock inside you, cock. Real cock, a man’s cock.” 

“Please,” she moaned, shook, all but spasmed in pleasure. 

Ten seconds. 

“Answer me, Nicole. You want a man to fuck you for the first time as a married woman, not a small wicked, panty wearing sissy. You want my cock inside you, don’t you?" 

“Please, please.” 

Seven seconds. No, breath, no, no, no. 

“You want me to fuck you, don’t you? Not your little faggot husband.” 

Three second, no, please no, no, please! “D…don’t…” 

“Yes, please,” she begged, “please.” 

No, no! I had to stop, I was almost there, had to… “Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh,” a moan escaped my mouth from deep inside my body, I shook, erupted. 

“You want me to fuck you, hard and fast, like a man.” 

“Yesssssssssss.” 

The panties covered my penis so the cum simply blossomed all over the front, hot, wet, messy. 

“You want him to watch, don’t you?” 

“Yes,” she moaned as she orgasmed at the same time I did, as she rubbed against him, as cum continued to spread all over the front the panties I was wearing. 

“You want him to see so he never forgets how a man fucks you.” 

“Yesssssssss,” she continued to moan as she collapsed against him, held up only by his muscular arm wrapped around her, his hand in her pussy. 

I wanted to run, but I couldn’t leave my wife. I wanted to hide, but couldn’t without Nicole. I wanted to strip the wet panties off that second, but couldn’t with his hand squeezing my penis and my hands cuffed behind my back. Instead I watched for several minutes as he continued to fondle Nicole, continued to finger her wet pussy, making her cum over and over. 

Finally he pulled his fingers his fingers from her with a loud, wet plop and

pushed her upright. “Careful there,” he chastised her verbally, gave her a slap on the ass, “or you’re going to finish things before I get to collect.” 

“I…I’m sorry…,” Nicole said softly. 

“It’s okay,” he said, “Don’t worry, I’m not as quick as your little sissy groom there, I can control the beast until I’m ready. And speaking of ready…” 

“Please, you…you don’t have to do this,” I begged, spent from my orgasm, drained. 

“Oh but I do, a bet is a bet is a bet,” he grinned. “Besides, I’m not one to leave a woman unsatisfied…and I don’t think you’ll be of much use to your bride tonight.” 

“I…I can…” 

“Can what, sissy? Grow a real cock in the next half hour? Or come up with the money you owe me? I doubt either’s happening. Hell, I doubt you could even get hard again.” 

“But I…we…” 

“You made a bet, Jason, several of them, and you lost them all.” 

“Jason,” Nicole whispered, “it…it’s okay.” 

“Nicole, he…he means to…to…he wants to…” 

“I know,” she said, “you…we…we lost and he…” She shuddered, didn’t finish her sentence. I don’t know what she wanted, intellectually, but it was obvious physically. 

“But Nicole…” 

“Please Jason, I…please, it…it’s okay. 

“Hmmmm,” Richard growled. 

“What…what are you going to do to me,” she looked at him. 

Richard grinned. “I’m going to fuck you, Nicole, long and hard.” 

“Jason…” 

“He’s going to watch, Nicole, he’s going to watch every stroke, every second my cock’s inside you, so he remembers for the rest of your lives that your first time getting fucked as a married woman was by me, by a man. I want you him to remember this is his fault, his doing.” 

Nicole was half panting, started to turn to him. 

“Oh, not yet, Nicole, not yet. Tomorrow, like a bride on her wedding night, you’ll come to me tomorrow. I want you to think about it all night, dream about it, fantasize about it.” 

“Please,” she begged, “please don’t make me wait.” 

“Tomorrow, Nicole, tomorrow.” 




**********

 

He walked us back to our cabin like we were, half naked, cuffed. I was barefoot, felt the hard path on my feet, while she had on heels. He teased us the entire way, telling me how cute my ass looked in tight panties, telling Nicole beautiful hers was, how he couldn’t wait to touch her again. 

In the cabin, he ordered me to strip, forbid me to shower, her either. “Can he twice,” he asked Nicole as I peeled the wet panties off. 

“Twice?” 

“Can he do it twice in one night…I don’t want him trying to steal what’s mine tonight.” 

“No,” she whispered, “he…he takes awhile to…to recover.” 

“Ha,” Mr. Thompson laughed. “I assumed…typical…not that you’d want to.” 

“Mr. Thompson,” I yelped. 

“She doesn’t, sissy, should have done her last night, she’s certainly not thinking about you the rest of her honeymoon.” I looked at my bride, saw her blush, saw he was right. “Let’s get a pair of panties,” he said reaching for her lingerie bag. 

“She’s wearing panties,” I said, just wanting him to leave. 

“Ha,” he looked at me, “not for her, for you! You don’t deserve a man’s underwear, you let your wife get naked at strip poker, you lost money you don’t have, you let a stranger finger fuck her, and you fucking came watching it. You’re not the man here, Jason, you’ll do as I say.” 

“Jesus, Mr. Thompson!” 

“It…it’s okay,” Nicole said quietly, “he…he’ll…he’ll do it.” 

“Nikki!” 

“Jason, please…” She was looking at me, staring at my shriveled, spent penis, obviously comparing it to his. I didn’t now how big he was, only she did, but I was so small at the moment, an inch if lucky from the orgasm and cold, I was ashamed. 

“I have a pretty pink pair you can wear.” 

“Nicole…” 

“Get them,” he ordered and watched as she gracefully as she could half naked find the pair of panties and hand them to me. “On,” he growled at me. 

“Please,” I begged, refusing to take them. 

“Little boys with tiny penises who cum when a man strokes them don’t wear things men wear,” he said. 

“Let…let me help,” Nicole said softly. 

“Nicole,” I said in a quiet protest. 

“Just for tonight,” she said kneeling down, helping me into the panties. 

“Time for you two to get to bed,” he said once Nicole had the panties on me, “I want you both to get a good night’s sleep. Oh, where are you car keys, Jason?” 

“My…my car keys?” I asked, looking over at the dresser where my keys and

wallet were. 

“Yep,” he said, scooping them up, “wouldn’t want you two wandering off in the middle of the night.” 

He left us in bed, Nicole in just panties and her stockings, me in panties, too. 

“Nicole, how…how could you,” I started to say as soon as I head the cabin door close. 

“How could I?” she shot back, turning to me. “How could I?” 

“You…you let him touch you?” 

“I let him…” she stammered, “I let him? Jason, how could you bet money we don’t have? How could you lose over and over? How could you bet my clothes? 

And…and how could you…” 

“I…I’m so sorry,” I felt like crying. “We…we don’t have to…we can…I don’t know…leave…” 

“He took the car keys, Jason…” 

“I can…” 

“You can what? I think you’ve done enough, Jason…god…you got us into this mess, leave it to me to get us out.” 

“But…but he wants to…” 

“He’s going to, Jason, he made that clear. Don’t you think I know?” 

“We…we don’t have to.” 

“No, Jason, we do…I do…you made a bet, a bet I agreed with…we have to…we have to…” 

“You…you want to,” I said as it dawned on me, “you…you were wet…” 

“Don’t be all high and mighty, Jason…don’t forget, you were hard,” she said with a sneer, “you got hard watching a man touch me.” 

“What are we going to do?” I asked foolishly. 

“I’m going to pay your debt, Jason, that’s what we’re going to do.” 




**********

 

We hiked in the morning as planned, but it was very different than the previous day, as we didn’t have much to say, were both lost in our own thoughts. Before lunch, Nicole suggested we turn back, eat our sandwiches while hiking back. “It’s early,” I protested, afraid to go back, afraid I wanted to go back. 

“I know, hon, but I want to take a nap before I get ready.” 

After we slept, we both showered, me first, then her, and I stayed in the bathroom, watching her carefully wash, shave her legs, trim between them. I handed her a towel when she got out of the shower, went for my suitcase. “Wait,” 

she said softly. 

“What?” I turned to her. 

“Can you…” she paused, blushed. 

“Can I what?” 

“Can…will you…” 

“What, Nicole…will I what?” 

She was blushing, full on blushing. “Just…don’t get dressed…stay…stay naked.” 

“Nicole,” I said, always embarrassed to be fully naked around her when it was light; self conscious as usual. 

“I…I thought…it…it seems…” 

“It seems what?” 

“I’m naked, you…you should be too.” 

“I…” I looked down, more aware than usual that what was between my legs was small. 

“It’s okay,” she said, all but acknowledging she knew what I felt. 

I didn’t want her to keep talking, in fact, I didn’t want anything more to happen, so I stopped her, agreed. 

“There’s a bag in my bag,” she said, pointing to her lingerie suitcase, “it has my…my wedding night stuff…you…you weren’t supposed to see it until, well…

our wedding night.” 

“I…Nicole…” 

“I want you to help.” 

“Help?” 

“Help dress me,” she said looking down, shy, embarrassed. 

“Help?” 

“You can help,” she said, “get me ready…for him…” 

There was something in her voice. “You want to?” I half accused her; she didn’t respond for a moment, looked at me, saw my penis twitch. 

“I have to, Jason,” she said, not answering, “we have to.” 

“We don’t…” 

“We do…you bet…we do.” 

“But you  want to,” I said again. 

“It doesn’t matter, Jason, you bet me, you lost…” 

“Nicole,” my voice caught. 

“Shhhh,” she said, moving me to the edge of the tub, next to her, while she sat at the vanity, did her hair then makeup, more than usual, somehow different, more beautiful. Her hair was down, but she’d woven a white flower and lace headband into her hair, like part of a vail.  Like a bride on her wedding night. 

“Dress me,” she turned to me when she was done. 

“D…dress you?” 

“Dress me for him, Jason.” 

“But…but Nicole…” 

“Get me ready for him,” she said, “you can’t…this isn’t…this has to be both of us…it’s the only way.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked, confused. 

“You…you lost me in a poker game, Jason, you…I can’t…I can’t do this myself.” 

“But you were wet…” 

“But you lost, Jason, and you lost me.” My penis was semi-erect, obviously not flaccid, I saw her look, smile gently. “I’m his tonight, Jason, and you…you have to help, you have to give me to him.” 

“Nicole…” 

“You want me to, too,” she said, finally confirming what she wanted, making my penis jump, swell more. “The bag,” she pointed, “it…it was going to be for you, but now…” 

“It’s for him,” I finished. 

“You lost me,” she said, “yes, now it’s for him.” 

Hands shaking, I opened the bag. “I don’t even know what…” I started to say. 

She touched my hand again, gently, tenderly. “That first,” she pointed. 

I took out a nude and white garter belt, exquisite, with a flower motif, nude tulle, totally feminine, even virginal. “Nicole,” I blushed, thinking for a moment she bought this to wear for me, knowing she was now going to wear it for him. 

“Fasten it…around my waist,” she said. 

Hands shaking, I carefully wrapped the garter belt around my bride’s waist, watched the garter straps fall and hang down her legs and over her ass. “Don’t touch,” she said softly. 

“But…” 

“I’m his tonight, remember,” she said as if I could forget. 

Stockings were next, white, non-stretch nylon, sheer, old fashioned. As I pulled them up her leg, twice my penis touched her, both times she pulled her leg away, chastised me. “Careful,” she said. 

Sheer panties went over her garters and my hands were shaking more as I knelt in front of her and pulled the panties up her legs. “Wait,” she said before I finished, reached over into the bag on the counter, took a bottle of perfume, and spritzed her wrists, neck, and between her legs. 

Shoes were next, white, ankle strap heels. She sat, crossed her legs one at a time as I helped her into each heel. 

Finally came a sheer white babydoll with satin underwire, padded demi cups that

pushed up and emphasized her breasts, a satin ribbon sash with a bow broach, and a tiered lace hem. 

“Oh my god,” I whispered seeing the finished product, seeing the most beautiful woman in the world looking more beautiful than ever, virginal, innocent. Seeing her how I was supposed to see her on our wedding night, but seeing her now getting ready to go to someone else. 

“Am…am I pretty?” she asked shyly. 

“Pretty…fuck…Nicole…” 

“I…I wanted to look pretty on our wedding night.” 

“Nicole,” I was shaking. 

“Do…do you think he’ll be…pleased.” 

“Fuck, Nicole,” I gasped. 

“I…I’m scared.” 

“Nicole…we don’t have to…” 

“We do,” she touched my face, “we have to…we…he’s waiting.” 

“Waiting? He’s here?” 

She nodded. “Take me to him.” 

“Naked?” Was she crazy? 

She giggled. “No…sorry…” She looked over at her lingerie bag, there was something still in there, a pair of panties. 

“Nicole!” 

“Jason…he…he said…he wants…” 

“He didn’t,” I insisted. 

“He did,” she said. 

“But…” 

“Shhhh, please,” she said, a tone in her voice, begging. 

“I…I can’t…please…” 

“You have to,” Nicole said, “please, it…it will help…help me.” 

“Nicole,” I stammered. 

“Please, Jason, I…I don’t want him to…to change…his mind.” 

She wanted it, wanted him. My bride wanted him to take her, to fuck her. I tried to rationalize, couldn’t, because I was erect, for some reason wanted it to. And if I didn’t know why I did, how could I know why she did. 

“Nicole,” I looked down, “I…fine…fine.” 




**********

 

Mr. Thompson was sitting in the living room in the middle of the couch. He was wearing what I thought of as dress work clothes—creased chinos, a checked shirt, 

heavy shoes. He held a rock glass in his hand, amber liquid, whiskey, had a shit grin on his face when we walked in. 

“Well, well, well,” he said, “look at the two of you. Jason, you should have taken your bride on your wedding night when you had the chance; now she’s always going to judge her marital sex life based on tonight.” 

“She,” I started to say, but he silenced me with a glare. 

“Nicole…the perfect blushing bride. Nervous?” 

“I…yes,” she said. 

“You’re beautiful,” he said, “best thing I’ve ever won in a poker game.” 

“Thank you,” she said softly. 

“Why are you nervous?” 

Nicole swallowed, glanced at me, back at him. “I…I’ve never been with…

anyone besides…besides Jason…” 

He nodded. “He bet you in a poker game. Like you’re chattel. Like you’re a whore.” 

“I’m not!” 

“No, you’re obviously not, Nicole,” he said, “you’re a virtuous woman, aren’t you?” 

“Yes,” she said, almost defiant. 

“A  man protects his wife’s virtue, her chastity. He doesn’t treat it so superficially. That’s part of the reason he’s in panties, you know.” 

“Part?” she swallowed. 

“That and…well…” he snorted, “his size.” 

“Mr. Thompson,” I begged. 

“Turn around, Nicole,” he motioned with his fingers. She did, she obeyed. “You kind of grew into it, didn’t you?” 

“W…what?” she asked. 

“This beauty.” 

“I…I guess.” 

“Girls born into flaunt it, girls who grow into it are much more shy about it.” 

“I’m nervous,” she whispered, “scared.” 

“Most women are the first time with a man,” he smiled. “You agreed, though.” 

“I…yes,” she nodded. 

“Why?” 

“He…we lost a bet…we…what choice…” 

“I won’t take you against your will, Nicole…his…but not yours.” 

“I know,” she whispered, looking down. 

“You want to,” he said. I saw her face redden. “You want to,” he said again. 

“Yes,” she said, barely audible. 

“Women need a man like a dog needs a leash, like a horse needs a saddle, they need it, crave it, to submit…you married a beta, Nicole, a boy who let his wife find herself in this situation, a boy who can never lead.” 

“I can,” I interrupted. 

“Says the panty wearing sissy who’s going to watch his bride be ravaged by a man.” 

“I…” 

“Why are you standing, Nicole?” 

“I…I don’t understand,” she said. 

“Why are you standing? A bride belongs on her knees.” He spread his legs, and while Nicole’s face showed confusion, I understood at once what he meant. 

“She…she doesn’t like that,” I protested. 

“I don’t like what?” Nicole asked. 

“Sucking cock,” he grinned; Nicole’s eyes went wide. “I assume she never gave you a blow job, Jason? I assume you’ve never cum in her mouth.” 

“No, of course not,” I exclaimed. “I told you, she doesn’t like that!” 

He grinned wider. “Women don’t like to give blow jobs to beta wimps, Jason, it’s a power thing, a blow job makes a woman feel vulnerable, submissive—they suck cock, Jason, now a little penis.” 

“But…” 

“You’ve never sucked cock, Nicole?” 

“N…no.” 

“Why are you still standing?” he asked again. 

She took a step forward, started to kneel before him. “Nicole,” I whispered, but a sharp glance from him silenced me. She looked over her shoulder, my beautiful bride, then turned back to him. 

“I…I don’t know how,” she said softly. 

“You do, Nicole, even innocent, blushing brides know how to suck cock, it’s just a skill deep inside you, not needed till now.” 

She knew enough how to start, and as I stood there watching, she carefully reached for him, undid his belt, undid his pants, slowly, nervously, hesitantly, pulled him from his pants and underwear. 

“Ohhh,” I gasped, heard her do the same, as his erection came free. 

“It…it’s big,” she said, almost an understatement. And it was. Not grotesque, but solid, eight inches long; six inches in diameter; a thick, pronounced head; bulging veins filled with blood. I looked down, saw my own erection in my panties, half the length, half the diameter, felt ashamed, humiliated. 

“Touch it, Nicole,” he said, staring at me, seeing in my eyes what I felt. 

“Oh, god” she gasped again when her hands wrapped around it. 

“Go ahead,” he nodded towards his cock. 

“I…I don’t know if I can…” 

“I don’t expect you to take it all the first time,” he grinned, “but I expect you to try.” 

I opened my mouth to say something, but no words came out, instead I just stared as my beautiful, blushing bride lowered her head, opened her mouth. I saw her struggle with her feelings, saw her think of herself as a chaste wife, the slight hesitation, then surrender to her obvious desires. She paused when the thick head touched her lips, thought for a moment, then her tongue darted out, disappeared, came out again and licked the head. 

“Good girl,” he said, reached out, touched her hair, “now go on.” 

She opened her mouth, took the cock head between her lips, and I almost came in my panties. I struggled to stop myself from reaching down and stroking my penis as I watched her cheeks hollow, as I watched my innocent, young, wife suck a practical stranger’s cock. Mr. Thompson was right, she’d never done this to me, and I was wrong, she clearly liked it, doing it like this, the power exchange, the real man, the real cock. She started going down, stroking the bottom of his cock with her hand while taking more in her mouth. 

“That’s it,” he encouraged her, “try, try…we work for the things we want…look at your bride, suck a pretty little cocksucker in her wedding lingerie.” 

I couldn’t help it, I started to reach down for my own penis. “Stop,” he hissed. 

Immediately my hand froze, so did Nicole’s mouth; she looked up, obviously hurt, afraid, his cock half in her mouth. “Not you, my pretty little cocksucker,” he said touching her face, “your husband was about to touch himself, he certainly enjoys watching you suck cock, his little penis is hard…if you call it that.” 

Nicole started to look back but he stopped her, his hands on her head, held her mouth on his cock, halfway down the shaft. “No, no, you just worry about cock, Nicole…this is your world right now, not your husband, not yourself, nothing but cock, nothing but my cock, nothing until you’re done.” 

I saw her look up, saw the question in her eyes. “Done?” I asked for her. 

He grinned. “Done…until she makes me cum in her mouth.” 

“She…she doesn’t like that,” I moaned pathetically, because she was sucking his cock with abandon. 

“She doesn’t like it with you, sissy,” he growled, “she clearly loves it with a man. Don’t you?” 

“Hmmm,” Nicole moaned, mouth stuffed with cock, sucking. 

“Don’t you dare stop,” he warned her, head between his thick hands. “Try to swallow it.” 

“But…” 

“Hold her hair.” 

“Please…” 

“Hold her hair back, sissy, some may squirt out.” 

I knelt by my bride, took her hair in my hands, pulled it back from her face. She glanced at me, eyes hungry, yet accusing, too. This was my fault, I knew it, I started this, I brought us to this point. I knew she was scared, I could sense it, yet she wasn’t stopping, if anything, she threw herself into it, sucking him with abandon, working his cock, sliding it in and out of her mouth, licking, sucking. 

“Ohhhhh,” Mr. Thompson hissed, “you’re good, but you’re going to need practice. Now don’t you stop, Nicole, a bride needs to show her man what she can do!” 

He thrust his hips upward, held her head tight, let out a deep growl, almost a roar. “Don’t stop, don’t you fucking stop.” I heard her gag, knew he was cumming, tried to beg him to stop, to let her take her mouth off, but no words were spoken, I just held her hair, watched, felt my own penis strain against the panties I wore, watched as my wife struggled to swallow his cum. 

He continued growling for a good minute, shaking, each spasm another blast of cum for Nicole to try to swallow. Finally, he slowed, but he held her mouth down on him and I saw a dribble of cum escape her lips and dribble down the corner of her mouth. He eased his hold on her head, slowly pulled her mouth up until the bulbous head popped from her lips. I continued to hold her hair, necessary now to keep it off the cum, listened to her pant, breathing heavily, look up at him, like she was looking for approval, feedback, affirmation. 

He smiled, reached forward with his fingers, scooped the cum from her face, help his fingers to her mouth. “Don’t waste a man’s cum, Nicole,” he said feeding it to her, stroking her face with his other hand. “Not bad, not bad for a first blow job. More eye contact, play with the balls, and careful with the teeth.” 

“I…I’m sorry,” she apologized, “I didn’t know…” 

“A for effort,” he said, “solid A for effort. Solid B for performance. It’s a learned skill, you’ll improve.” He saw my eyes, read what I was thinking, laughed. 

“Don’t you  ever expect that,” he scolded me, “that’s something a woman does for a man.” 

Nicole blushed, I looked down ashamed. “I…” 

“Don’t Nicole,” Mr. Thompson stopped her, “don’t feel guilty for a second. His little penis is as hard as you are wet.” Nicole’s eyes darted to mine, asking. “Lean forward, sissy,” he chuckled, “touch it against her leg, let her feel.” 

I didn’t move, afraid to confirm it for her, afraid to let her know how hard I was, how excited I’d gotten watching her suck his cock, but it didn’t matter, for when I didn’t move, she did, thrust her hip to the side, felt my erection. “Jason,” she

whispered. 

“Can…can we go change,” I asked pulling back. 

“Change?” 

“You…you’re done,” I said. 

He laughed. “The bet was I was going to fuck her, Jason.” 

“But…but she…you…” 

“Ahhh,” he smiled, “you’re thinking like a little beta boy, one squirt and you’re done for the night. I’m not done, Jason, a man isn’t like a little boy like you.” 

“But…she…she…” 

“Jason,” Nicole whispered, “the…the bet was…” 

“But…” 

“The bet was to fuck her,” he laughed. 

“Nicole, you…we don’t have to…” 

She looked away, looked down, face red. “Jason,” she whispered. 

He laughed, a deep, satisfying laugh. “What?” I asked. 

“You’re right, Jason, you don’t have to. I told you I wasn’t going to do anything you didn’t agree to. I’m not a rapist—a dominant man who takes what he wants, sure—but only from a woman that wants to. So you don’t  have to, but you’re forgetting something.” 

“The…the money,” I sighed. 

“Nope,” he grinned, “it’s not about the money. I’d let the money go. 

“Jason,” Nicole tried to interrupt, but I stopped her. 

“We…we don’t have to pay?” I asked, surprised. 

“Jason,” she said again. 

“Nope,” he said. 

“So…so we…she…she doesn’t have to…” 

“Fuck me?” he smiled. 

“Jason,” Nicole said, her voice strange, distant. 

“Nope,” he said, “but you’re still missing something.” 

“Nicole,” I said, turned to her, only then saw her eyes fluttering, realized she was half panting like she was…I looked down, saw his hand between her legs fingering her. 

“She wants to, Jason, it isn’t about the money, not now, it isn’t about the bet, not now. She wants to.” 

“But…” 

“Please,” Nicole begged, “Jason…please…” 

“She wants it, Jason, don’t you see…your bride  wants cock, she  wants my cock, she  needs it.” 

“Nicole,” I said softly. 

“Ohhhhhhhhh,” my bride moaned as he fingered her. 

“What do you want, Nicole?” he asked with a bemused look on his face. 

“Please,” she said, shaking. 

“What. Do. You. Want.” 

“You…your…” she hesitated. 

“What do you want?” he growled, pulling his hand back, teasing her. 

“Your cock,” she gasped. 

“Ohhhh,” I mumbled softly, melting. 

“He’s going to watch, Nicole, he’s going to watch me take you, he’s going to watch his bride get fucked.” 

“Yes,” she moaned when he touched her again. 

“It’s never going to be the same, Nicole, once a woman’s had cock, real cock, there’s no going back.” 

“Ohhhhh,” she moaned as he fingered her. “Beg,” he grinned. “Beg.” 

My innocent wife, who never vocalized in bed, who was prim, proper, shy, and demure, looked up at him, begged first with her eyes, then with her mouth. 

“Please…please fuck me,” she said, “please…I…I need it…I need you…inside me. 

Please.” 

“Take her to the bedroom, sissy,” he snarled at me, standing, unbuttoning his shirt. “Go.” 

I helped my wife to her feet, led her to the bedroom holding one hand, another on her waist. “I…I’m sorry,” she whispered to me as we walked away from him. 

“Nicole, I…” 

“You…you bet me,” she said softly, stopped and I bumped into her, for a second, had my erection pressed against her ass. “You…you want to watch,” she said. 

“Nicole,” I whispered. 

“Hold…hold me…hold my hand when…when he fucks me,” she said softly. 

“Yes,” I managed to say as we paused by the bed. 

“Take her panties down,” he ordered me as he followed us into the bedroom, 

“take her panties down and help her onto the bed on her hands and knees.” 

“But…” 

“You make love to her like a woman, sissy, tender, kissing… is this okay?  He said in a mocking voice. “Does that feel good? I’m a man, sissy, I don’t make sweet, tender love, I FUCK women.” 

My hands were shaking as I knelt before my wife and slowly lowered her panties, helped her step out of them and then helped her to the bed. She did as he asked, and with my help, positioned herself on her hands and knees, ass high, pussy open and exposed, vulnerable, even helpless. Up, spread, open, she presented

herself to him in a position not to make love, but instead a position to be taken, to be fucked. She leaned down, made her ass and pussy go higher, an invitation. 

“Lick her,” he growled at me taking his shirt off. 

“Lick her?” I asked. 

“Lick her,” he repeated himself. “Prepare her, get your wife ready for me, taste just how badly she wants it.” He pointed to the ground, pulled Nicole backwards so her uncovered pussy was perched over the edge of the bed. “Kneel,” he nodded, 

“get your bride ready for a man.” 

I didn’t want to admit it to him or myself, but I was so excited I moved without thinking, found myself kneeling down, a hand on the back of each of her thighs, touching stocking and garter, and leaned forward. She was soaked, wetter than I’d ever felt her, so wet my mouth added nothing except an intimate connection, the reassurance her husband wanted her to get fucked as much as she did. So I licked her and felt her shake in orgasm, tasted her knowing she’d never be like this again, never be pure and innocent, not after he had her. 

I realized that instant I was never going to look at her and not picture his cock in her mouth and in a few minutes, never picture her without his cock in her pussy. 

“Perfect,” I heard him behind me taking off his pants, “that’s just where a sissy belongs, on his knees, sucking. Now move, watch, then hold her.” 

I shuffled to the side, my mouth and face covered with her pussy juices, watched him move behind her, naked, his erection pointing forward towards her, the bulbous head seeking her, ready to open her. She’d never had anything like that inside her, something so thick, something so intense. He moved his hips forward ever so slightly until the head of his cock was just barely touching her wet, red lips, causing Nicole to flinch as she felt him against her. 

“What do you want, Nicole?” he asked her with a wicked tone. 

“Please,” she begged, “please.” 

“What do you want?” he demanded again as he moved forward a fraction of an inch, put just the tip, just the thick bulb of his cock between her lips. 

“Fuck me,” Nicole moaned, trying to press against him, but he moved his hips back, keeping just the tip inside her, no more than half the head. 

“What do you want?” he demanded yet again. 

“You…your cock,” she moaned, “please, I…I want your cock inside me.” 

He jiggled his hips, moistened the head of his cock with her juices, started pushing himself slowly into my wife, stretching her pussy lips, spreading her open. 

I stared intently, listening to Nicole moan as she felt the pressure of his cock pressing into her, felt my own penis twitch as I watched him invade my wife. He gripped her hips to hold her steady, pushed firmly and we both listened to her hoarse cry as the head of his cock stretched her pussy open. 

“Ohhhhhhh fuck,” she moaned and I was stunned how aroused she was with nothing but the head of his cock inside her and even more stunned how aroused I was. Breathing heavily, she leaned into the bed, raised her ass higher, reached back with one hand and found one of mine, took it, squeezed it. 

I looked away from his cock and her pussy towards her; she was looking at me, face flushed, panting softly, half moaning. “Mmggmmmmmrrrrr,” she managed to groan. 

He pulled back slightly but didn’t pull his head out, pushed forward, and moving back and forth, rocking his hips, he gradually stretched her lips, buried more of his cock inside her, a half inch at a time until it was half in. I realized she was squeezing my hand, hard. “What?” I asked, afraid. 

“Big,” she moaned, “he…he’s…big…” 

“Mr. Thompson,” I looked at him, tried to stop him, was worried about his invasion of my wife’s small, tight pussy. She was right, I realized, his cock was too big for her, too much. 

“She’ll take it,” he said said holding steady for a moment, “she’s made to take cock, she’ll take it.” He started moving back and forth again, pushing more and more of his cock into her and she was groaning as she opened up, as he filled her. 

“It’s too much,” I said but he ignored me, pulled back, grabbed her hips, pushed deeper into my helpless bride. She cried out as she was fully stretched and impaled on his cock, crying out again as he pushed all the way into her with short jabs. 

I looked at her, bent over on her knees, her face in the bed looking at me, Mr. 

Thompson, all but a stranger to us, cock pushed almost fully into her pussy. 

“Please,” I said, wanting him to stop as much as I wanted him to continue. 

He paid no attention to me and began fucking her with long, steady strokes, pulling his cock back until just the head was inside her, pushing forward powerfully as he held her hips for leverage. Nicole’s body was shaking with each thrust and she was groaning and moaning, crying out as he fucked her until he body started shaking, until a spasm washed over her as she was overwhelmed by an orgasm. 

He knew what he was doing, fucked like I never imagined, held his cock steady in place as her body shook. The second she stopped, the second she looked like she was going to collapse, he started again. “Wait,” she started to say, “wait,” but he ignored her, fucked her harder, almost a punishment, each stroke pulling seven of his eight inches out and burying every his cock deep inside her, pushing her ass so he was as deep as he could go, his balls slapping her pussy. 

She was shaking again, uncontrollably, shaking like I’d never seen her shake. 

Every time he pushed all the way in, her thighs spasmed, her eyes rolled back into her head, she shook all over, and moaned like she’d lost her mind. “Fuck me,” she called out, “yes, fuck me.” 

I looked up, saw his face, the contortion, the focus, realized he was going to cum inside my wife. “Nicole,” I whispered and I saw her eyes focus on me. “Nicole, he…” 

“Don’t stop,” she stammered. “Don’t let him stoppp….aohhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” 

She was shaking like she was uncontrollably cold and suddenly he groaned, fully impaled her again, harder, deeper still. He whole body was shuddering like she was having the most powerful orgasm of her life. He kept this rhythm, slowly fucking her with the last inch of his cock, pulling back an inch, two at most, when her shudders stopped, pushing back in, making her cum again. This went on and on, over and over, until I’d lost count, just stunned Nicole’s body could respond this way during sex. 

Finally, he stopped pulling back, held it there as he erupted inside her, his face grimacing as he spurted again and again. 

I was overcome with emotion, part of me knowing I’d never be able to do what he just did, never fuck her like that, never make her cum like that. My penis was swollen, harder than it had ever been, hard knowing I’d never fuck her like that, never make her cum like that, wondering if I’d made a huge mistake, knowing she’d never be able to forget what she’d felt, what she was  still feeling. 

Finally, he started to pull out, slowly, his cock still thick, now covered with her juices and his cum. Nicole just lay there, face down, ass up, juices covering her pussy. “Jason,” she managed to say squeezing my hand. 

“Clean her,” I head him say and I looked at her again, at her red, swollen pussy, started to stand to go to the bathroom to get a towel. “No,” he growled, “lick her.” 

I felt my penis jump even as my brain froze. “L…lick her?” Nicole moaned, whimpered, squeezed my hand. “But…but she’s…you…” 

“Lick her clean.” 

I looked at her pussy, wet, slick, their fluids mixed together, her juices, his cum. 

“But…” I started to say, stopped when I saw Nicole’s eyes on mine. 

“Please,” she said softly, “please.” 

“Lick her clean,” he said more forcefully. 

My penis was so hard, I was so aroused from watching him fuck her and cum inside her, I was helpless, destined. I lowered myself from the bed and held her legs open, stared at her swollen pussy. The scent overwhelmed me, the deep, masculine musky smell of his cum mixed with the sweetness of her juices. 

“Lick her clean, Jason, thank her for paying your debt, lick the mess you made her make. Lick her, she’s raw and sore, lick her gently.” 

I wasn’t in control, not at that moment, I wasn’t in control as I leaned forward, mouth open, tongue out, and tentatively licked her from her clit to her ass. She started shaking again, gently this time as another waive of pleasure swept over her, 

different, but intense. The taste was so much different; part of my brain knew I was licking his cum, another part didn’t care, I just wanted to make my wife cum again, even like this, even licking her swollen pussy. 

I sensed him move, sensed him whispered in her ear. “My legs,” she said and moved up the bed slowly, almost leading me with her. I felt him touch my arms, flinched, but he held fast, moved me with her, turned me so I was on my back, mouth on her pussy as it hovered over me. 

“Now,” I heard him say and she relaxed her legs, lowered herself down, pressed her pussy against my mouth, trapping it open. Then I felt her muscles, her thighs, her pelvis loosen, relax, and thick, musky fluid fall into my mouth, a tiny leak at first, then great gobs of it. I just swallowed like she had half an hour earlier, swallowed as his cum emptied into my mouth, sucked it, ashamed how greedy I was, thrilled at each orgasm she had. 

When it was done, when I’d sucked all of his cum from her, she rolled off me, scooted down, cuddled. He was standing, naked, arms crossed, grinning, his cock, flaccid, larger and thicker than mine was now, erect. 

“I expect better cock sucking skills next time,” he said. 

“N…next time,” I said, eyes heavy. 

“You’ll be coming up here every month or so for the weekend,” he said. 

“I…we…we can’t afford a cabin every month,” I said, thinking of nothing else. 

“You won’t need a cabin,” he snickered, “you’ll be staying with me.” 

“But,” I started to say, stopped when I felt Nicole squeeze my hand ever so gently. 

“When…when can we come back,” she asked. 

He grinned, pleased. “Best to have a schedule, I think. How long is your cycle?” 

“Our cycle?” I asked, confused. 

“Her cycle, sissy,” he looked at me annoyed. “How long is your cycle, Nicole?” 

“Thirty days,” she said, “twentieth of the month, every month.” 

“Regular?” 

“A…always.” 

“Perfect,” he grinned. “I expect you here the first weekend of every month, then.” 

“W…why?” I asked. 

“Cause that’s when Nicole ovulates,” he said, “peak fertility means peak horniness…and I get her at peak horniness. No sense wasting that on you.” 

“But…but I’m her husband,” I was shocked. 

“Yes, you are, but her body belongs to me now,” he said looking at my wife, 

“won her fair and square and I don’t share my woman with her cuckold, sissy husband.” 

“But…” 

“That, sissy,” he pointed between my legs, “does not  ever go inside her, are we clear? Not while I’m around.” 

I swallowed, still horny beyond belief. “I…I suppose,” I said. 

“You suppose?” he raised an eyebrow. “I don’t share.” 

I looked at him, tried to imagine how I’d gotten us into this situation. I was about to say something but Nicole spoke first. “He won’t, Mr. Thompson, I promise,” she said. 

“Nicole!” I looked at my wife. 

“I can still…touch him, can’t I?” 

“Yea,” Mr. Thompson growled, “but not too often, he shouldn’t be spoiled…and when  you want to, not when  he wants to.” 

“I want to now,” Nicole said, reaching for me, gently touching my penis through the panties I wore. 

“Just a warning, Nicole, when a boy like Jason squirts, libido crashes, often for days. This first time was an aberration. Normally, when you come up here, I expect you both to be horny, so don’t bring a dead fish up here.” 

“I won’t, Mr. Thompson.” She was carefully touching me, gently, tenderly through the panties. 

“Don’t get used to it, sissy, this will be the only time you squire when you’re up here. Well, I’ll leave you two; if I don’t see you tomorrow, I’ll see you next month.” He reached down for his clothes, started to take a step towards the door. 

“Mr…Mr. Thompson,” Nicole called, “I…” she paused, leaned over, whispered in my ear… thank him. 

“What?” I looked at her like she was crazy. 

“Thank him,” she whispered again, “please…he…that was so good…thank him…” 

I swallowed, looked from her to him, bit my lip. “Nicole.” 

“Please…” 

I sighed. “Thank…thank you…thank you for pleasing my wife.” 

“Hmmm,” he grinned. “Practice blow jobs, Nicole.” She looked at me, confused. 

“No, not on him,” Mr. Thompson shook his head. “Buy a dildo, you can practice together.” 

“T…together? I…I don’t…” His glare stopped me. The taste of his cum on my mouth stopped me. Fear stopped me. Shame stopped me. 

“Practice together,” he said, “you’ll be surprised what a sissy cuckold will do.” 

“We will, Mr. Thompson,” Nicole promised. 

“Oh, almost forgot…panties, Jason, I expect you in panties.” 

“When…when we come back?” 

“All the time.” 

“But…” 

“I’ll take care of that, too, Mr. Thompson,” Nicole said happily. 

When he left the room, I turned to her, started to say something. 

“Shhh,” she said, not gently. 

“Nicole, what?” 

“You let him fuck me,” she said, “you let him fuck me.” 

“But…” I was confused, she seemed mad. 

“You bet my body, lost, and let him fuck me…and…and you…you licked…” 

“Nicole, you…you wanted me to.” 

“I wanted to spend some romantic time with my husband, I never thought you’d bet me in a poker game!” 

“But…but you…you liked it…” 

“That’s not the point, Jason, I…I was helpless and…you liked it…you liked watching me give him a blow job, you liked watching him fuck me.” 

“Nicole,” I whispered. 

“Did you like it?” she asked. 

“Yes,” I whispered. 

“You look cute in panties,” she said suddenly smiling. 

“Nicole!” 

“I was so wet, Jason.” 

“W…when?” 

“Sucking his cock.” 

“Oh, god,” I was shaking. 

“Swallowing his cum,” she touched me. 

“N…Nicole.” 

“Feeling his cock inside me, fucking me.” 

“Nicole…” 

“Feeling you lick me clean.” 

“But…I…I can’t tell if you’re mad.” 

“I am, dammit, my husband lost me in a poker game!” 

“But…” 

“My husband’s wearing my panties.” 

“But I thought…” 

“And my husband ate a man’s cum.” 

“Nicole!” 

“Maybe next month I’ll bet you in a poker game,” she said. 

“Nicole!” 

“If I lose, maybe you can suck his cock with me.” 

“Nicole, please,” I begged her. 

“You lost me in a poker game, Jason, don’t you  dare take an attitude with me.” 



THE END
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