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“Jessica, are you asleep back there?” Tara asked from the front seat of the truck.

“No,” I muttered. “Just enjoying the view.”

When my best friend Tara invited me to go camping with her and her husband Eric, I was worried that I would spend most of the trip feeling like a third wheel. As we made our way into the mountains, I was really glad I had agreed to go.

The scenery was beautiful. The towering mountains covered with trees seemed to stretch off into the horizon with no end in sight. It was so serene, I couldn't help but forget all of my problems.

I was well overdue for a vacation, and this seemed perfect. It had been a year since I had ended a five year relationship with a guy who I thought was the man of my dreams. That changed when I found out he was cheating on me with one of his coworkers, and just like that, I was single.

After that, I decided to swear off men for a while. It wasn’t easy to do, since I have almost always been in a relationship for most of my adult life. As a blonde with decent boobs, a tight body and a pretty face, I had plenty of guys vying for my attention, but I remained strong and kept them at a distance.

It had been over a year since I had been intimate with a man. Despite my self control, I had been feeling incredibly horny lately, and it was getting more difficult to say no. A week away with Tara and Eric seemed like the perfect way to avoid temptation for a bit.

We arrived at the campsite late on a Friday. The campground was built on a gently sloping hill that ended at a sandy beach on the edge of a huge lake. There was a short dock to one side of the beach with a few boats tethered up to it. Our site was located a short walk up the hill, just a few minutes from the sparkling clear water.

We got ourselves set up pretty quickly. Tara and Eric had a pop-up camper with a king size bed inside for themselves, while I set up a tent nearby. Eric helped me get it up quickly, and even blew up my air mattress for me. Once we were done, we sat down around the fire pit and spent the next few days just drinking and relaxing.

The campground was pretty busy during the weekend, and I had plenty of guys flirting with me whenever I would go down to float on the lake in my bikini. Thankfully, things got quieter on Sunday as the weekenders took off, and by the time the sun set, the place was a ghost town. Other than us, there were only two or three other campers scattered across dozens of sites. We had the place mostly to ourselves.

On Monday morning, Tara and I gathered up our chairs and a cooler of beer and headed down to the water while Eric stayed behind to clean the grill and get ready for lunch. It was nice to have some one-on-one time with her. We sat with our toes in the sand, soaking up the sunshine and giggling like schoolgirls.

We were both a few beers in when Tara made an abrupt subject change out of nowhere.

“I think my husband has a crush on you,” she said suddenly.

“What?” I asked incredulously as I buried my face in my hands. “Oh my god! Why would you tell me that?!”

“Why wouldn’t I tell you?” she quipped back stubbornly. “You’re my best friend. It’s not like you’re going to steal him from me.”

“It’s not like I’m going to sleep with him, either,” I said. “He’s your husband.”

“Why not? You don’t think he’s a good-looking guy?” she asked almost defensively.

Eric’s attractiveness wasn’t an issue at all. He was a handsome guy with a ripped body. I had seen him with his shirt off a few times over the weekend and definitely noticed his toned muscles, but there was no way I would sleep with my best friend’s husband.

I had known Tara since college. She was thin and attractive too, with a much heftier chest than me, and her hair was jet black and full of spiraling curls. We were both pretty wild in our younger years, spending each week with a new guy, but when we graduated, she grew much more conservative. We both settled into relationships. While mine turned out to be a huge mistake, hers eventually led to marriage. She had met Eric at a concert, and it wasn’t long before they were completely inseparable. I had even been her maid of honor when they got married. I had never really looked at him that way, but now that she had mentioned it, he was pretty hot.

I shook my head to try and chase the thoughts away. My lustful state of mind was clearly playing tricks on me. Tara didn’t actually want me to sleep with her husband. Maybe it was just a test to make sure she could trust me around him.

“Eric is attractive,” I said, soothing her agitation, “but again, he’s your husband. You’re my best friend. I would never do something like that to you.”

Tara shrugged nonchalantly, and there was an awkward silence for a moment. It was finally broken by the sound of footsteps behind us, as Eric came to join us with a fresh batch of beer.

We continued to drink all day and into the early hours of the night. I tried not to think about what Tara said, but something didn’t quite feel right. She almost seemed disappointed that I wouldn’t sleep with her husband, and I didn’t know what to think of that.

Adding to the confusion was the fact that I had started to look at Eric in a way that I really shouldn’t. Now that the seed had been planted in my mind, I realized how fine he actually was. He had a full head of thick black hair, a chiseled jaw line, and some incredible muscles. My misbehaving subconscious began to wonder if his cock was as nice as the rest of his body, but I once again quickly chased the thoughts away. I didn’t need to go there.

By the time the sun went down, we were all drunk and giggly. The campground was nearly silent, as the few other campers seemed to be early birds who had turned in already. We were all sitting around a smoldering fire when Tara jumped up excitedly.

“Let’s go on an adventure!” she chirped, struggling to keep her balance.

“Where to?” I said, standing up to join her.

She pointed toward the lake, and that was all I needed. Five minutes later, the three of us were stumbling onto the sand.

There was a single lamppost at the beginning of the boat dock. We had all brought flashlights, but we shut them off and walked over toward the light. It was completely silent and serene, just us and distant buzz of insects.

“Now what?” I said, looking around.

We took looked down the length of the dock. Tara was beside me, while Eric trailed a few steps behind us. My friend looked at me wide-eyed, and I knew that whatever she was about to suggest was a bad idea. I also knew that whatever it was, it was going to be a lot of fun.

“Let’s go skinny dipping!” she said as she clapped her hands together excitedly.

Before I could even respond, Eric went flying past us with his bare butt flexing as he charged toward the end of the dock and jumped into the water. Somehow he had stripped his shorts and shirt off in a split second.

Tara’s smile widened. She was wearing a little cotton dress that she slipped off just as fast. Then she went running after him, leaving me alone at the foot of the dock.

I hesitated at first, which was unusual for me. The alcohol had lowered my inhibitions, but I wasn't sure how I felt about Eric seeing all of me. I noticed that the illumination from the floodlight barely reached the end of the dock, so we really wouldn’t be able to see each other. After a brief pause, I pulled the ties on my bikini and tossed it onto the dock next to their clothes, then took off at a sprint.

I leapt off the end and came crashing down into the water with a thunderous splash. When I resurfaced, Tara wasted no time in splashing me. I swam toward her, shoving a wave of water at her as we all laughed madly.

It was a perfect night, with a warm breeze that matched the warmth of the water. I could have stayed there all night, but after about fifteen minutes, we all started to get tired.

Eric was the first to get out of the water. He pulled himself up onto the deck and stood there, staring down at us. By that point, I had almost forgotten I was naked in front of my best friend’s husband, and I really didn’t care how much of me he saw. After all, Tara had been the one to go running after him, so it was on her if her husband was ogling my naked body.

I was struck by the curious urge to look up and see what he was packing. The light was behind him, so I couldn’t see much, but from the faint outline I could see, it looked fairly big, even though it was soft. I tried not to stare, and I knew I was going to get a closer view as soon as I decided to get out.

I was still thinking about it a few minutes later when I swam to the edge and grabbed onto the dock. Eric reached down to give me a hand, and that’s when it happened.

He hauled me out of the water, but as soon as I stepped foot onto the dock, I lost my balance and began to stumble forward. For a split second, I thought I was going to fall face first into the dock.

Then Eric reached out. His arm slipped around my waist and suddenly I wasn’t falling anymore. We both paused for a moment to make sure that I was stable, and that was when I realized that he was right next to me, both of us completely naked, with his arm around me.

I looked at him and our eyes met. My hormones surged and my mind started screaming at me to kiss him. I remembered what Tara had said earlier that morning, and remembered her floating in the water nearby. When I looked down at her with her husband’s arm still wrapped around my body, she just smiled and nodded at me as she bobbed in the water. Now there was nothing holding me back.

I turned back to Eric and kissed him. Not just a gentle peck, but a heated kiss. His arm pulled my naked body against his, and my arms slipped around his shoulders as his hands grabbed my waist. His cock swelled against my mound, and it felt magnificent. I tightened my grip and pulled him closer just to feel the size of it.

When I finally let go, I felt like my mind was filled with a lustful haze. I looked into his eyes for a moment and he smiled back at me, and suddenly I wanted so much more. I didn’t understand what was happening, but I once again remembered my best friend floating in the lake. I looked down and saw her trying to climb out on her own, so I pulled away from Eric and helped her to her feet.

Tara stood on the dock in front of me with a beaming smile on her face. She wasn’t mad. In fact, she seemed thrilled about what had happened. I didn’t know what to say, but she did.

“I want you to fuck him,” she whispered just loud enough for me to hear.

“Really?” I asked.

Tara nodded, then looked over at her husband standing a few feet away. I looked back and forth between the two of them a few times, and then decided that if I had her blessing, then I had no reason to feel guilty. I stepped away from her and returned to Eric, who took me in his arms and kissed me again with the same fiery lust.

Instead of putting both arms around his waist, I reached down with my right hand and gripped the shaft of Eric’s cock. He was fully erect, as hard as a rock, and I stroked him slowly as I felt his lips exploring mine.

He was big, much bigger than average but not monstrous. In fact, he felt like he was the ideal size. His cock really was just as perfect as the rest of him.

I got to a point where I knew I needed more than just a kiss and a feel, and I knew that wasn’t going to happen standing on the dock. I let go of Eric’s lips and pushed him away.

“Race you to the campsite!” I yelled, then sprinted off down the dock.

As I passed the pile of clothes, I scooped up Eric’s shirt and left my bikini lying on the boards. It was easy to throw on quickly, so that I didn’t have to run through the campground naked. Behind me, Eric slipped on his shorts as he stumbled forward and Tara pulled her dress over her head. She grabbed my bikini too, and the three of us hurried up the hill.

By the time I got back, I was just a few steps ahead of them. I knew my tent and air mattress would be useless, so I went to the door of the camper and opened it. I paused for a second to look back, and when I saw them right behind me, I ducked inside and hopped onto the bed.

Eric opened the door with a devilish look on his face. I could see how much he wanted me, and it turned me on in ways that I could never have imagined. It was so wrong, so taboo, to be looking at my best friend’s husband that way. I had to keep telling myself that she wanted this too, even if I couldn’t understand why.

I dropped back onto their bed, dressed only in his shirt, and beckoned to him with one finger. He crawled onto the bed and over me, then started kissing me. His hand slid under the shirt and found my pussy, which was still smooth from a fresh waxing the week before.

As he slipped one of his fingers inside, I realized how wet I was. I hadn’t noticed after being in the lake, but I was dripping with desire for him. When he felt it, he stopped kissing me and whispered in my ear.

“I’ve wanted to taste you for so long,” he said, then moved down between my legs.

His tongue slithered across my sex. I felt my entire body tingle with excitement. It had been almost a year since I had been touched like this, but I never would have expected Eric to be the one. I remembered Tara again, and opened my eyes.

My best friend was sitting on a bench near the bed, watching her husband pleasure me. She had pulled the bottom of her dress up to play with herself, her fingers rubbing her clit furiously, but she had also pulled the top part down so that she could play with her nipples at the same time.

I had never been attracted to a woman before, but there was something beautifully sexy about watching Tara play with herself. Her breasts were these perfect globes, with little pink nipples that stood stiffly at attention. I wondered what it would be like to play with them, maybe even suck on them, but the thought faded away as Eric’s tongue probed deeper between my labia.

I was trembling with excitement. His tongue felt just as good on my pussy as it had in my mouth. He drew long, lazy circles around my clitoris, only stopping occasionally to brush lightly across it.

I could tell he wanted me to cum for him. I was close a few times, but I had already felt his cock with my hand, and now my mind was consumed by the idea of feeling it inside me. I needed it.

“Fuck me,” I pleaded finally, and that got his attention.

Eric moved up my body, kissing my mound and then my stomach. With Tara completely exposed on the couch nearby, I no longer felt shy, so I pulled his t-shirt up and off to give him full access to my entire body. He took advantage of that and ran his tongue around my exposed nipples, making the hair on the back of my neck stand up. As he hovered over my chest, his eyes turned up toward me.

“Tell me what you want,” he purred.

“I want your cock,” I answered.

He moved up and kissed me, his body floating over me. I thought he would slip right inside me, but he hesitated.

“Do you want me to wear a condom?” he asked.

My mind was swirling with lust, but for a moment, the reality of the situation broke through. I was about to let my best friend’s husband fuck me. What if my birth control didn’t work and I got pregnant? What if they were worried that I had a disease? Tara wanted her husband to fuck me, but that didn’t mean that she wanted us to be unsafe.

“Yeah,” I stammered finally.

Eric looked over at Tara, who grabbed a foil package from a little cubby beside their bed and passed it to him. He got up on his knees, letting me see his beautiful manhood as he slipped the rubber over it. A part of me was disappointed, but I told myself that this was the right thing to do.

Once it was in place, Eric lowered himself over me and resumed our kissing. I felt the tip press between my pussy lips, and our passion intensified as I felt him slide inside me.

He felt as amazing as I had thought he would. He stretched me slightly, and once he had pushed all the way inside, I could feel him touching the spots deep inside me that not every guy could reach. He really was the perfect size.

He moved slowly, keeping his lips on mine as our bodies came together. I still couldn’t believe that my friend’s husband was fucking me, right in their bed, as she sat by and watched. I told myself that it was him doing it, that I was just allowing him to take me. She couldn’t be mad. If she didn’t like it, she could stop him at any time.

I didn’t want her to stop it, though. Eric was an amazing lover, a beautiful man who was bringing me to new levels of arousal. The slight tremble in my muscles turned into a tremor, then slowly built with every stroke. When I looked over at Tara, her eyes were wide and vacant, drinking in the view of the two of us together.

As good as it felt, I found myself wishing I had said no to the condom. I wanted to feel him inside me, his flesh against mine. If Tara had wanted us to use a condom, then he wouldn’t have asked. It seemed too late to go back on it now.

That thought was lost as I felt an orgasm beginning to swell inside me. Eric had picked up his pace, driving himself deeper inside me with even more force. My fingers grabbed his back and clawed at his flesh, until I erupted in an intense climax. Every fiber of my being was vibrating as it flooded through me like a tidal wave.

Eric pulled back for a moment as I drifted back down. The orgasm should have quenched my desire, but it had fueled it to new heights instead. When he rubbed the head of his cock across my throbbing clitoris, I knew I needed more.

Without a word, I reached down and pulled the condom off of him. He looked at me and smiled, but I didn’t acknowledge it. Instead, I guided his bare cock inside me and pulled him back down on top of me.

It felt as if I had unleashed an animal. Eric began fucking me, harder and faster than he had the first time around. It felt so much better to feel him, with nothing between us. I wasn’t sure if Tara had seen what I had done, but if she had, it hadn’t stopped her. As her husband unleashed his sexual fury on me, she continued to touch herself just as aggressively.

Another orgasm began to grow inside me, this one stronger and faster than before. Eric was taking my body while kissing me hungrily, and he couldn’t seem to get enough. I was on the brink of a second climax when I felt his cock twitch, followed by a spreading warmth deep in my belly. He had cum inside me, raw and unprotected, and as soon as I felt his seed, I exploded in an earth-shattering climax.

The world disappeared for a minute, and when it finally came back into focus, I felt Eric roll off of me and onto his back on the bed beside me.

Within seconds, Tara was up off of her bench. Her husband’s cock stood like a flagpole above his body, and she sank her lips around it and began sucking him frantically. The cock that has just been inside me, the same cock that was covered in my juices, and she was sucking it fervently. If she didn’t know that I had taken the condom off before, then she definitely knew it now.

I laid there helplessly as she climbed on top of him and mounted his cock, then began to ride him furiously. It was amazing to see those beautiful breasts bouncing and swaying with her body as she enjoyed the same pleasure that I had just experienced.

I don’t know how long the two of them went at it with me lying limply beside them. It didn’t feel very long, but I had lost all sense of time. I drifted in and out of consciousness, only vaguely aware of her climactic cries as she came on her husband’s length. When she was done, they collapsed onto the bed next to me, and we all drifted off into an alcohol-induced slumber.

When I finally woke up the next morning, I was the only one still in the bed. I got up and found Eric’s t-shirt, still on the bench where I had tossed it, then crept outside.

Tara was working at the grill making breakfast, while Eric was nowhere in sight. My head felt scrambled, probably from a mixture of all of the alcohol the night before and the crazy sexual escapade that I had somehow gotten involved in.

Tara saw me step out, and flashed a warm grin at me.

“Hey there, sleepyhead,” she said. “Eric went for a drive to grab some coffee while I make us some breakfast. Looks like you could use some grease to settle your stomach.”

She was right about the grease, but I was completely confused about her nonchalant attitude. She was acting like what had happened the night before was nothing out of the ordinary, so much so that I was starting to wonder if the whole thing had been some crazy dream.

I sat down on the bench near her and watched her work, but my mind kept going. I had to say something, but I didn’t know what. Suddenly, my subconscious took control.

“I’m sorry I took the condom off,” I blurted out finally with my face buried in my hand.

Tara just laughed and flipped over the bacon in the pan like it wasn’t a big deal.

“It’s okay,” she said. “Actually, I usually prefer it that way.”

I looked up at her and blinked blankly a few times.

“Usually?” I asked. “You two have done this before?”

“Here, sit down and eat some breakfast, and I’ll explain it to you. I probably should have talked to you about it before it happened, but I wasn’t sure how you would react, or if you would even be into the idea.”

Tara placed a plate of food on the picnic bench in front of me, and I took a few bites. She sat down across from me with her own plate and started talking.

“Eric and I got into an alternative lifestyle a few years ago. It all started on a drunken night, just like last night. We were out at a bar and we started talking to this woman. She was friendly to both of us, but almost flirty with him. He wasn’t really flirting back at first, just being friendly, but I started thinking how hot it would be to watch him with her. So when she stepped away for a little bit, I told him what I had been thinking. I can tell you I was pretty drunk to admit something like that, but I did. He was surprised at first, and asked me if I really wanted that. I told him that if she wanted to come home with us, I would let him do it.

“The girl came back a little later and he started flirting back with her, right in front of me, and I started getting so turned on. Eventually he did invite her back to our place, and they started getting frisky together. I think he was hoping for a threesome, but I had never been with a woman and wasn’t really interested in trying it. I just wanted to watch. So I sat in a chair while the two of them went at it. When it was all done, she called a cab and took off, and we ended up fucking each other’s brains out all night long. It was all so crazy and twisted, but so fun.

“The next day, we talked about what had happened. He was worried I would get upset after having some time to think about it, but I just wanted to do it again. We discussed our boundaries, and agreed that I would always be there when it happened. I told him he can flirt with other women if he finds someone he wants to bring home, but only if he tells me all about it as soon as it happens. It’s actually been incredible for our relationship. We’re both really open about our feelings, and we don’t have any secrets.”

I had vaguely heard of couples that did things like that, but I had never imagined my best friend would be one of them.

“Does that mean you’re like a cuckold wife or something like that? Isn’t that what it’s called?” I asked.

“That’s almost right,” she said. “A cuckold is a man who watches his wife with other men, who are called bulls. In this case, I’m a cuckquean and the other woman is called a cuckcake.”

Eric strolled into camp as we were talking, with three cups of coffee in hand. We cut our conversation short so she could put together a plate of food for him.

I felt a little awkward around Eric, but mostly because this was all so new to me. I still felt an attraction to him, and a part of me wanted to do it again. I didn’t know if there were rules to this though. Was he allowed to be with the same woman twice, or was he only allowed one time so he wouldn’t get too close? I had so many more questions I wanted to ask, but it didn’t feel right to ask them in front of him. When Tara suggested we go down to the beach to sit in the sun again while Eric finished his daily ritual of cleaning the grill and preparing for lunch, I jumped at the opportunity.

“How long have you two been doing this?” I asked her once we were situated in our chairs with beers in hand. “And how often do you do it?”

“I think it’s been about two years since that first night. How often we do it really depends on when we find someone we like, but it’s usually once every few months. Sometimes if we find someone we both really like, we will meet up a couple times with her over the course of a month, but it gets boring after a while and we move on to someone new.”

“I can’t believe you’ve never told me about this,” I said.

“I’ve wanted to for the longest time, but I was always so worried that I would weird you out. I meant it when I said Eric had a crush on you. He told me a long time ago that he would love to try it with you, but the opportunity never really presented itself until this weekend. We both knew we wanted to test the waters with you, but I had no idea it would happen so quickly.”

“I never imagined it would happen at all,” I said honestly.

“Did you like it, though?” she asked sheepishly. “Or was it too much for you?”

I pondered the question for a moment. I had been so afraid of ruining my friendship that I hadn’t yet stopped to ask myself how I actually felt about the whole situation. The sex had been amazing, and not just because I was drunk and horny before we even started. Watching Tara play with herself while her husband fucked me was incredibly sexy, and I couldn’t stop thinking about how good his cock felt inside me. I didn’t know if I could tell Tara that, but I could at least share my opinion after she had been so open with me about all of this

“I loved it,” I admitted finally. “Everything about it was so crazy, so taboo, but so hot, too. I was worried you were going to get mad at me for letting him fuck me without a condom, though. I had convinced myself that you wouldn’t want that, even if you wanted him to have his way with me.”

“That was probably my favorite part, actually,” she said with a giggle. “We almost always use protection, especially with someone new, but sometimes he will go without it if we’ve been with the same person a few times. He asked me last weekend if I would want him to use it with you, and I told him it would be your decision either way. I was a little disappointed when you said yes to the condom, but it was even hotter to see you pull it off in the heat of the moment and just go for it!”

I blushed a little when she reminded me of that moment, but I was glad she had enjoyed it as much as I had.

“You weren’t very shy about sucking him afterward,” I noted.

“Well, on the few occasions when he has gone bare with a girl, I usually go down on her and clean it up. It’s just another part of the game for us, but I thought that might be too much for you. I figured that was a good compromise.”

I remembered looking over at her last night and thinking about how fun it would be to play with her breasts. I don’t know how I would have responded if she had tried to go down on me, but I was glad she hadn’t.

“Yeah, that might have been a lot for me to handle on top of everything else,” I admitted. “Now that I know about all of this, it might be a different story, but I was pretty confused last night.”

“And now that you know?” she asked. “Are you still confused?”

“No, it’s all a lot clearer now. I think it’s great that you two have this dynamic, and it seems to really work for you. I’m just not sure where we go from here. I don’t even think I could look Eric in the eyes right now.”

“Maybe you should find some time to talk to him one-on-one without me there,” she suggested. “You two can clear the air, and maybe get to each other better without me there. I’m sure after a year without getting laid, last night probably just made things worse.”

I gave Tara a puzzled look, and she burst out laughing.

“I know,” she sighed. “I said I always have to be there, but that’s more because I don’t want to miss any of the action. We have all week, and if things feel right, then I’ll probably have plenty of opportunities to watch the two of you together. Eric is insatiable, and he can stay hard for a long time, even after an orgasm. I think you passed out last night, but he actually came a second time for me.”

I stared out at the water, letting the thoughts roll around in my head. She was right that last night had opened the floodgates, and I was already craving more. If it was fun for everyone, then why not just go with it? Quenching my thirst would make it easier to avoid getting into another bad relationship when we went home. If I just went with the flow and had fun with it, then maybe we could all make some really crazy memories together.

“Okay, so what are the rules then?” I asked her. “I’m down to make this a fun week, but I also don’t want to get you upset. Is there anything that you don’t want me to do?”

“The only rule that Eric and I have ever discussed was that I would have to be there, and I already told him that I was okay overlooking that rule with you. Beyond that, whatever happens will happen.”

Tara smiled at me and shrugged. That was all there was to it.

We lounged on the beach for a few more hours, drinking in the warm rays of sunshine. We finished off our six pack just before lunch, so we gathered out things and headed back to camp to grab lunch and some more beer.

Eric threw some burgers on the grill, and the three of us enjoyed a quiet lunch around the picnic table. I was still a little on edge around him, but the beer had given me a nice little buzz that helped me forget about it for the time being.

As soon as we were done eating, Eric set to work on gathering wood for the campfire. It would be several hours before it was dark enough to actually light it, but he seemed to derive a certain comfort from always being prepared.

Tara and I sat down in a couple of the seats around the fire pit and watched him work while we had another beer. It was cooler in the shade, so she had slipped a t-shirt on, but I stayed in just my bikini. A part of me was hoping to catch Eric’s attention, and it seemed to be working. Every now and then, I would catch him glancing in my direction, trying to get a glimpse of me without looking too obvious.

I had been thinking about him all day, and watching him work on the fire didn’t help. He was dressed in just a pair of shorts and a tank top that showed off his sculpted chest nicely, and his muscles were on full display as he hauled the larger pieces of wood into place.

I wanted to play with him more, to feel his hands on my body. I wanted him to touch me and kiss me with that same burning passion I had felt the night before. I was so spaced out thinking about it that I didn’t even notice Tara get up and disappear into the camper until she came back out with a towel and a bag of clothes.

“I think I’m going to head up to the main building for a shower,” she said to me while Eric was off grabbing another big log. “If you’re tired, feel free to take a nap in our camper. It’s probably a lot more comfortable than that air mattress.”

She gave me a knowing smile, but it took me a minute to understand why. Then the answer dawned on me: she knew exactly what I wanted and she was trying to help me out.

A minute later, she was gone up the hill and Eric was back at the firepit arranging the logs to maximize the burn. I looked at him, then back at the camper, and I knew this was my moment. I stood up and strolled over to it, pausing in the doorway to look back.

“Hey, Eric,” I called out to him. He stopped and looked up from his work. “I’m going to take a nap. You’re welcome to join me, if you’d like.”

Without waiting for his answer, I reached up and pulled at the tie holding my bikini top in place. It fell loosely from my body, and I tossed it aside before stepping inside and letting the door close behind me.

I laid down on the bed, and a few seconds later, the door opened. Eric stepped inside, filling the camper with his musky scent. I was lying on the edge of the bed, and he approached me with a lustful look in his eye. It was just us now. With his wife gone, he could be himself. This wasn’t about putting on a show for her anymore. It was all about the electrical attraction that we had been fighting to suppress all day long.

I laid there in just my bikini bottom and let him enjoy the view of my half naked body. As he stood over me, he peeled his shirt off and tossed it aside to give me the same view, and it made me weak. You could see the outline of every muscle in sharp detail. He was perfect in every way.

I reached up to feel them, running my hands over his flesh, as he leaned down and kissed my lips. It was a soft kiss, slow and tender, but also brief. Then he stood up again and looked down at me as he began unbuttoning his shorts. His crotch was right in front of me, and I knew exactly what came next.

I propped myself up on my elbows and began helping him. I pulled the zipper down, then tugged at the waistband until they slid off and fell to the ground. I had only felt him with my hand and my pussy last night, and all in the dim light of the lanterns. This was the first time I had gotten a real look at his manhood, up close and personal.

He was still soft, so I took his flaccid shaft between my lips and began sucking it slowly, yet forcefully. It had started to swell before my lips even touched it, but his growth hastened in my mouth. I loved feeling his body respond to my touch.

A part of me even wondered if he would respond the same way if it was his wife in front of him, but I quickly chased the thought away. This was her husband, her man, and here I was, giving myself to him. I was glad that she got enjoyment out of it, but what I really wanted was to feel his incredible prowess again. I wanted him to make me cum the way he did the night before.

I reached up and cupped his balls, feeling his cock stretch even more. I could barely fit the first few inches in my mouth, but Eric seemed to be okay with that. He was moaning loudly every time my tongue slithered up his length.

I didn’t know how long we had until Tara returned, but Eric certainly didn’t want to waste any time. He grabbed my legs and spun me on the bed until I was lying in front of him with my feet up in the air. He slipped my bikini bottoms off and parted my legs so that my pussy spread open before him.

“Do you want to start with a condom again, or can we just get straight to it?” he joked, a wry grin on his face.

“No condom,” I purred. “I just want you to fuck me like you did last night.”

Eric leaned down and kissed me, his body pressed against mine, then slipped his cock into my waiting pussy in one smooth motion. I was much more sober than I was the first time, and that made a big difference. I could truly appreciate how amazing he felt inside me, here in the bed he shared with his wife, just the two of us together.

We continued to kiss as he thrust himself deep inside me. His hands reached under me and grabbed my ass, giving himself the leverage to get even deeper. Every inch of my body throbbed with desire,

He pulled back for a minute, and I rolled over onto my belly and got up on all fours. Eric followed me up onto the bed and got behind me, where he grabbed my hips and guided himself into the wet warmth of my sex. The new angle allowed him to touch places that he hadn’t reached before, and my eyes rolled back as I cried out lustfully.

After dozens of strokes in that position, I pulled away. I grabbed his hand and pulled him down onto the bed, then straddled his cock. My mind returned to the night before, when I watched Tara ride him just like this after he had finished with me. Another evil thought went dancing through my mind: I wanted to ride him better than she had. In fact, I wanted him to think of me and how good I felt every time his wife tried to get on top of him.

The thought felt so wrong, but I couldn’t help myself. I started bouncing up and down on him frantically, grinding my entire body into him. As much as I wanted to turn him on, I ended up arousing myself. The result was an explosive orgasm that consumed my entire body.

“Oh my god,” I cried out as my fingers dig into his chest and every muscle in my body contracted violently.

I started to roll off to the side, but Eric wasn’t done with me. He grabbed me and flipped me onto my back, then mashed his lips into mine. He pushed into me slowly at first, letting me come down from my sexual high, then began pressing himself deep inside me.

“I want your cum,” I pleaded, knowing that he had to be close.

His hands clutched my head and he began slamming into me with everything he had. I could feel it coming, his cock growing harder inside me. With one final thrust, he pushed as far as he could go and exploded forcefully inside me.

When he was finally done, Eric fell off of me onto the bed beside me and we both stared at the ceiling as we waited for our breathing to return to normal.

“You seem pretty happy with our arrangement,” he said after a few moments of silence.

I knew he meant it in a cheeky way, but I realized the idea had been weighing heavily on my mind. Was this something that Tara really enjoyed, or was she just going along with it to keep Eric happy? Now seemed as good a time as any to get his point of view.

“I haven’t really decided yet,” I said honestly. “I mean, I get why you enjoy it, but why does Tara like it?”

Eric laughed a little at my pointed comment, but he thought for a moment and came back with a very well-reasoned answer.

“It’s not just about sleeping with other women, if that’s what you’re implying,” he said. “I’ll admit that I do sometimes feel attracted to other women, but that’s just a natural instinct. It doesn’t mean I need to act on that desire. That’s what differentiates men from pigs, and if Tara came to me tomorrow and told me that she no longer wanted me to sleep with other women, I would have no problems controlling myself. It’s not something I need to be happy.  In fact, most of the time I prefer sex with her over the women we bring in the bedroom. We do what we do because it satisfies a need for both of us, not just me.”

“What need would that satisfy for her, though?” I interjected. “I guess that’s the part I’m struggling to understand.”

“That’s a little tougher to explain, because it’s something that’s developed over a long period of time between us. It’s not the kind of thing that you can really encapsulate in a few words, and it’s continuously evolving.

“The first time it happened, she really wanted to see me fuck another woman. I think she was curious, and trying to understand her own sexuality a little better. I was actually more unsure about it than she was that first time, but she was so adamant that she wanted to try it, so I went along with it. We had a lot of fun, but I figured it was just a one time thing.

“Then it happened again, and again after that. Eventually we both hit it off with one of the girls, and it became a regular thing for a while. Tara wanted to see more, though, so she pushed me to get more physical. She wanted to see me flirt with her, or kiss her in public, or hold her hand on the way back to the car. The sex was still fun, but I could tell that she was more focused on the buildup rather than the climax at the end of the night. Each time it happened, we would talk about what she liked, and she would ask me what I liked about the girl. We were communicating better than we ever had before.

“After a while, the regular thing became a problem. The girl started asking me to meet with her without Tara there, and I really wasn’t comfortable with that. I told Tara about it, and we cut things off pretty quick with her. We became even stronger after that, because she knew she could trust me to be open about it. As a result, she started to want more from it.

“That was when we really got into what I call the ‘girlfriend’ experience. When we would go out with someone new, she wanted me to pretend that the new girl was my girlfriend. I could do anything I wanted with her, from full on flirting to making out in public. As long as she was there to see it, then I had a free pass to be as bad as I wanted, and the further I took it, the more excited she would get.”

“That’s great, but I still don’t see what she would get out of all of that,” I said.

“Every time we went out, she would watch me with these strange women who thought they owned me. They thought they were stealing me from my wife, and in a way, they were right. For a night, my attention was on them. But Tara and I both knew that at the end of the night, she would steal me right back from them. And the deeper things would get with the cuckcake, the more fun it would be for her to capture my attention all over again.”

“So where do I fit into all of this?” I asked. “Am I just another toy in the cat and mouse game?”

“Yes and no. See, with you, the stakes are a little higher. Last year, she asked me if there were any of her friends that I would want to bring into the bedroom, and yours was the first name out of my mouth. I probably shouldn’t have told her that, but I was a little drunk at the time and it just slipped out. We’ve talked about you in bed, and she sees how worked up I get when she mentions your name in the heat of the moment, so it’s no secret to her that I like you. That makes the thrill that much more intense for her.

“At the same time, you’re her best friend. She knows you aren’t going to try to steal me. It’s almost like you’re in on the game, so we can be as bad as we want.”

A devilish smile danced across his lips as he said it, and I knew that he wanted to push the limits of the game.

As much as it made me blush to know that I was a part of their bedroom fantasies, I was still a little confused as to why this would be a turn on for Tara. Despite my hesitation, Eric seemed to have the best intentions, and if I had gone this far with it, then I might as well continue to reap the benefits. I was still worried that she was doing it just to please him, but maybe I was wrong.

“Then I guess I’m your girlfriend for the week,” I said as I rolled toward him.

I cuddled up against his naked body with my right arm and leg draped over him. Eric slipped his arm around me and pulled me in close, letting me feel that intimacy that I had been craving for the past year. It felt safe, because I knew it was temporary. I could enjoy his company for now, and when we returned home, he would be Tara’s again.

There was a cool breeze passing through the screened windows around us, and mixed with the alcohol, it felt calm and serene. I drifted off with Eric beside me, finally getting that nap I had wanted.

When I woke up, I looked around and realized I was all alone in the bed. The sun has set, but there was a hint of light in the sky. I had slept for much of the afternoon and into the early evening.

I stepped outside after slipping on one of Eric’s shirts, and saw the campfire burning bright. Eric was sitting in one of the chairs with his back to me, but there was no sign of Tara. It had to have been at least a few hours since she had gone up to shower, so I had no idea where she might be.

As I approached the fire, I quickly realized that I had been mistaken. Tara has come back, and she was on her knees in front of Eric, sucking his cock. She must have come back and found us cuddling in bed and felt the urge to reclaim him.

I paused to watch her for a moment.

Tara was a beautiful woman. If she hadn’t met Eric, she could have easily had any guy she wanted. As I watched her pleasure her husband, I began to see a different side of her, though. It wasn’t that she didn’t think she was good enough for him. It wasn’t that she thought he deserved other women.

The truth was much simpler than that: she enjoyed being submissive. Ever since I first met her, Tara had always been in control of every aspect of her life. At work and at home, if she wanted something, then she made it happen. I had always wondered how she could keep herself going like that without growing exhausted, and the truth was that she wasn’t always like that. In this, her most intimate relationship, she loved to give up control and submit to her husband’s most primal desires.

I knew from our conversation earlier that Eric loved her and would never do anything to hurt her. I realized now that Tara knew that as well. The possibility would always exist at the back of her mind, though, and that was where the thrill came from. It was a gamble, and for her, it was a way of surrendering her control of her world. Eric was her best friend, her partner, and the only one she trusted enough to surrender that control. It was her way of letting go, if only for the moment.

I tried to move closer, but Tara noticed me finally and released Eric’s cock from her mouth. She hopped up and pulled him to his feet, then headed straight for the camper.

“It’s my turn now!” she giggled excitedly as she pulled him inside and closed the door.

Part of me was curious and wanted to watch them through the window, but Tara had given me privacy with him earlier, and it was only fair of me to return the favor.

For the next few hours, I sat by the dwindling campfire drinking beer while I listened to the amorous sounds of the two of them fucking. I was glad the campground was still deserted, because anyone walking by could clearly hear them. I found myself wondering if I had been that loud earlier today. I probably was.

They grew quiet after a few hours, and I eventually retired to my own tent and air mattress to try and get a few hours of sleep. The past two days had been interesting, but I was ready for a break.

I woke up the next morning, still dressed in just Eric’s shirt, with a renewed sense of purpose. If Tara wanted me to be their cuckcake, then I would revel in the role. I wanted to do everything I could to tease her with her husband’s open infidelity.

I got up and headed up to the main building to shower, then slipped on my sexiest bikini. It was a red two-piece with little ruffles along the edges, but it was by far the most revealing one I owned. The triangles of fabric on the top were barely enough to cover my breasts, and the bottom had a high cut that showed off the curve of my ass.

When I got back, Eric and Tara were waiting for me. He had decided to take a break from his usual cleaning rituals this morning, and that fit perfectly with my plans. We gathered our things and headed down to the water.

As we made our way down, I pulled Tara a little ahead of Eric so I could talk to her alone.

“I feel like being bad today,” I said with a sly grin.

“Oh, yeah?” she replied. “I can’t wait to see it!”

I could sense the excitement in her voice, which was all the confirmation I needed.

We got to the lake and found out we weren’t alone. There were two other groups on the beach, an older couple lounging in the sun and two guys who were working on getting their boat put together for a trip out on the water. My excitement surged at the idea of being naughty in front of an audience, even if they had no idea what was really going on.

I started off innocently by asking Eric to put tanning oil on my back. He complied, kneading my muscles and giving me a massage as he rubbed the oil in. When he was done, Tara perked up and asked him to do the same for her, and he willingly obliged.

We laid out in the sun for a bit, and I could feel both of their eyes on me. The attention made me smile, but I wanted more.

“Hey, Eric,” I said. “I’ll race you out there?”

I pointed to a small wooden platform about a hundred feet out on the water, built for the kids to jump in the lake. Before he could answer, I took off and leapt into the water.

I was able to maintain my lead most of the way, but Eric caught up and passed me just before we got to our destination. As we pulled ourselves out of the water, we were laughing like teenagers.

“Looks like I beat you,” he said cockily. “What do I win?”

“Hmm, how about a kiss?” I replied with a playful smile.

I slipped my arms around his shoulders and pulled myself up, letting his lips find mine. His hands came up to my back and held my wet body close, then slipped down to cup my butt. Apparently he approved of my sparse swimsuit.

My heart raced knowing that four other people could see my making out with my best friend’s husband. Best of all, I knew Tara was surely watching us from her beach chair and feeling that submissive jealousy that she seemed to love.

The kiss lasted a few minutes, and then I jumped back into the water. He was close behind me, splashing around just as we had on that first night. I swam up to him and let my body wrap around him, then kissed him again as we bobbed in the water. It felt fun and playful, the perfect way to spend a beautiful summer day.

When we finally swam back to shore, I walked out of the water and saw Tara biting her lip anxiously.

“Are you okay?” I asked her as I sat down in my chair next to her.

“I’m good,” she muttered. “I just really want to touch myself, and I think that couple other there might have a problem with it.”

She chuckled lightly while I looked around at the rest of the beach.

“Probably,” I said, “but the guys over on that boat would love it, I bet.”

We both burst out laughing, and it felt like the tension of the moment dissipated. There was plenty more that I could do to tease her here, but I decided to hold off until we got back to camp and had a little more privacy. I would behave for now.

We hung out at the water until around noon, then decided to head back up to the camp to have some lunch. Tara and I were both getting a good tan, but I could feel my belly starting to rumble.

As we made our way up the hill, Eric showed up beside me and slipped his hand into mine. It caught me off guard, as it had been ages since I had held someone’s hand, but I remembered what he had said about Tara enjoying the little things. I tightened my grip and looked back at her, trailing behind us with a smile on her face.

Eric tugged my arm and my attention was back on him as we trekked up to the campsite. When we got there, he led me over to the picnic table, where I sat down on the edge of the tabletop. He moved between my legs and cozied up to me.

“You are such a tease,” he said as he leaned in and kissed my lips softly.

I felt his hands on my back, and it was as if my body just melted into him. His shirt was off, so I could run my hand over his muscles and feel the warmth of his body next to me, even in the shade of the trees around us.

Behind me, I could hear Tara moving around. I had no idea what she was doing, but I was sure she was trying to keep herself busy and distracted while still watching the two of us. I could only imagine how much we were driving her crazy with lust.

Eric’s hand came up and slipped under the right cup of my bikini, pushing it aside until my breast popped free. His hand enveloped it and squeezed lightly, while his fingers zeroed in on my nipple and gave it a light pinch. His lips left mine and moved down to my neck, making my entire body tingle as he played with me.

We had tucked the picnic table back a little behind the tent and camper so you couldn’t see it from the main road, but it was still possible that someone could see us. The road curved around above the campsite, and anyone walking up there might catch a peek of us through the trees. That made the game even more fun for me, knowing that a stranger might walk by and see me with my friend’s husband.

As Eric continued to explore my body with his hands and lips, I looked over to see what Tara was doing. She had pulled out the bread and condiments for lunch, but now she was just standing at the far end of the table with her arms wrapped around herself. I could see one of her hands gripping her own breast, touching it in the same way her husband was touching mine.

“Come here,” I said to her.

Tara moved toward us cautiously, taking a seat on one of the benches along the side of the table just a few feet away. I wanted her close enough to see, so she could enjoy the experience as much as I was. I wanted her to feel the thrill with me.

Eric’s mouth found my nipple and he began sucking on it as his hands pulled me in tightly. I moaned softly, trying not to draw the unwanted attention of anyone passing by us.

Tara’s hand slipped down between her thighs as she began touching herself more openly. I watched chest rise and fall with every labored breath, and I knew she was as turned on as I was in that moment.

My hand reached for Eric’s cock. He was already as hard as a rock. I was torn between watching Tara play with herself and wanting to please him, when I was struck by a sudden moment of lustful inspiration.

I pushed Eric away so that I could stand up, then pulled the other cup of my bikini aside to leave both breasts exposed. The fact that someone might see me didn’t bother me anymore. If my best friend could take a gamble with letting her husband be so open with me, then I could do the same to put on a show for the two of them. It just added to the excitement.

I wasn’t done, though. My heart raced as I slipped my bikini bottoms off and bent over the table with my face just a foot away from Tara’s. I wanted her to see my expression as her husband fucked me right here in broad daylight.

Eric saw my ass jutting out and knew exactly what to do. He moved behind me and pulled his own shorts down, then guided the tip into the folds of my pussy. I couldn’t believe how wet I felt as he glided into me with minimal resistance.

I gasped and looked at Tara with lust-filled eyes. Her hand pressed harder between her legs and she was biting her lip again. I was starting to realize that was the perfect way to tell when she liked what she saw. Her eyes fluttered for a moment, but she continued to watch my face intently. Every moment of pure ecstasy was there for her to see.

Eric was more forceful than before, and his powerful thrusts made it even harder to stifle my cries. Still, I bit my tongue and tried to stay quiet.

Watching Tara wasn’t helping, either. The higher my mind went, the more aroused I was by the sight of her. My eyes drifted down to her ample cleavage, barely restrained by her heavy bikini top. All of my inhibitions faded away, and I reached out.

My hand slipped around her breast and felt the weight of it. I had never touched another woman in this way, never felt a breast other than my own. It felt firm, and her stiff nipple pressed against my hand, even with the layer of fabric between them.

Tara reached up and pulled her own bikini aside, then placed her hand over mine and squeezed it tightly. Her eyes fluttered again, but this time they closed for a second. When they opened again, she was beaming eagerly at me with the most beautiful smile I had ever seen. I wanted to kiss her, and I probably would have if Eric didn’t interrupt our moment together.

The sight of his lover touching his wife must have been too much for him. He slowed himself down a bit, but it was too late. His orgasm came quick and hard, sending a stream of cum into me as his fingers dug into the flesh of my hips. My entire body contracted in an apex of arousal, fueled by my grip on Tara’s bosom.

Our climaxes spilled over to her, and her legs tightened around her hand as she peaked as well.

Eric stepped back and his cock flopped against his thigh with a wet slap. My fingers relaxed their grip and I managed to stand up tentatively, steadying myself on the table. Tara looked like she wanted more, but I wasn’t sure exactly what she was craving. I couldn’t be sure, but it felt like she wanted more of just me without Eric there.

I looked around to see if anyone was watching, but the forest around us seemed to be clear. I replaced my bikini and grabbed a tank top from my tent to cover myself up a little bit while Eric set to work on firing up some burgers. For the next ten minutes, there were no words between us. We all just basked silently in the afterglow of a very intense moment together.

We enjoyed a mellow lunch, then parked ourselves around the fire for the rest of the afternoon. You could feel the exhaustion, and it was clear that we all needed to just relax for the rest of the night with a few beers.

My mind kept drifting back to Tara. As much as I loved being with Eric, it felt like there was an attraction developing between us. It almost felt as if she had a crush on me, and it was starting to become mutual. I found myself thinking about more, about kissing her and touching her. I thought about her telling me that she would often go down on women that Eric had fucked, and I wondered if that would happen before the week was over.

My thoughts were interrupted just after dark by footsteps coming toward our fire. We all looked up and saw two guys coming into camp with a case of beer.

“Hey, guys,” one of them said. “My name is Chris, and this is my buddy, Mike. We just wanted to see if you wanted some company.”

“If you brought beer, then you’re welcome here,” Eric piped up.

The two of them looked like average guys out for a boy’s weekend of camping and fishing. They were both good-looking, but they weren’t in the best shape. Still, they made up for it with glowing personalities.

As they pulled up some chairs by the fire, I recognized them as the two guys from the boat who had witnessed my antics with Eric earlier that day. I knew Tara recognized them as well, because she looked at me wide-eyed, but her husband didn’t make the connection.

“My name is Eric,” he said, “and this is my wife Tara and her friend, Jessica.”

I saw the puzzled look on Mike’s face, and I knew what was coming next.

“Wait, that’s your wife?” he asked. “I thought I saw you making out with the blonde earlier down by the beach.”

Tara turned bright red and Eric fumbled for words, but I figured the quickest way around it was the truth. It wasn’t like we were going to ever see these guys again.

“She’s his wife, and I’m his girlfriend,” I said.

Tara turned even redder. Having two strangers know that she was a cuckquean might seem intense in the moment, but I knew she would appreciate it later.

The two guys laughed nervously, then quickly realized I was serious. While Eric and Tara sat back speechless, I explained that they had invited me along for the weekend and Tara let me share her hubby with her. I left out the parts about her being submissive, because they really didn’t need to know that. Instead, they would just assume we were having threesomes together all weekend, which wasn’t far from the truth.

“You’re the man,” Chris said, giving Eric a high five. “Not many guys could land two hot women like this. You have to fill me in on how you did it.”

We all laughed and chatted for a while, moving on from our odd arrangement to other topics. The boys were indeed out for some fishing, but they had seen us and thought we looked fun. I was sure they had assumed I was with Eric and that one of them might have a chance with Tara. Mike especially seemed to show a strong interest in her.

By the end of the night, the guys had invited us to go on their boat the next day, and we all decided that would be a fun way to waste some time. They said their goodbyes, and the three of us decided to turn in as well. Tara invited me to stay in the camper, but I knew that we would never get any sleep, so I declined the invite with a promise to join them the next night. The moment my head hit the air mattress, I was out like a light bulb.

I was up bright and early the next morning, excited for a day out on a boat. Tara and I decided to head up for a shower while Eric cleaned his grill. Before we left, I saw her whispering back and forth with him. Whatever they were talking about, he seemed pretty excited about the idea.

As we walked up the hill to the main building, she filled me in on why he was so amped up.

“So I need your opinion on something,” she said. “Eric and I were talking last night before we went to bed, and he was saying that he thinks Mike has a crush on me. I told him that was ridiculous, but he was convinced.”

“I think he’s right,” I agreed. “He was definitely giving you the eyes last night. I’m pretty sure they came up to find us because they thought Eric and I were a couple, and you were available.”

“Really?” she asked, clearly surprised. “I guess I’ve been married way too long. I didn’t even notice.”

“So what’s the big deal? Eric wasn’t mad, was he?”

“No, not at all,” she said. “That’s the thing… he doesn’t want to go on the boat today. He wants me to tell the guys he isn’t feeling well. He said he’s going to nap for a bit and maybe run to the store for a few things, but he wanted me to go out alone with you and them.”

I gave her a puzzled look. I wasn’t sure where this was going, but two women out on a boat with two guys sounded like a recipe for a crazy adventure, and not the kind that would be good for a normal marriage. That being said, Tara and Eric weren’t exactly normal.

“Are you saying what I think your saying?” I asked.

“He wants me to go out and flirt with Mike. He said if something happens, I have a free pass to do whatever I want out there. I told him he could still come along, but he thinks I’ll hold myself back if he’s there. He doesn’t want to see it, but I think he likes the idea of flipping our roles and trying something new.”

“So what’s wrong with that?” I asked incredulously. “That sounds like it could be a lot of fun. Please tell me you aren’t feeling guilty about this?”

“Maybe a little,” she said meekly.

I stopped in the middle of the road and turned Tara toward me so that I could look her straight in the eyes.

“Your husband has been fucking me every day for the last three days. We’ve kissed in front of you, we’ve fucked in front of you, we’ve done so many crazy things in front of you that most people would never even consider. He’s telling you to do this because he wants you to do it. I could see it on his face this morning, before I even knew what the reason was. I want you to go out on that boat with me today and just go with the flow. Whatever happens, just say yes and let it happen. Trust me, if I’ve learned anything from you two this week, it’s that. Just go with it.”

Tara smiled at me and nodded, then gave me a big hug. She needed me to tell her it was okay so that she wouldn’t feel the weight of it, because deep inside, she knew she deserved to have as much fun as Eric. It didn’t have to mean an end to her fun. It just meant opening the door to a different kind of fun. She might not want to do it ever again, but she wouldn’t know unless she tried.

I felt proud of myself for convincing her to let it happen, but the second she stepped out of the shower, I realized that she had already been preparing herself well before she had asked me.

Tara was wearing the skimpiest two piece I had ever seen her wear. It was less revealing than the one I had worn yesterday, but that was because her bigger breasts required more support. You could clearly see the beautiful curves of each globe though, and I was shocked to see my conservative friend so ready to show off her assets.

“I brought this to try and show off for Eric this week, but last night he insisted I wear it on the boat,” she admitted. “You think it looks okay?”

“Tara, you look stunning!” I blurted out. “You should dress like that more often!”

She shook her head and giggled as she slipped a pair of shorts on to cover her lower half a little more. As crazy as her private life was, she always tried to be the good girl out in public. Maybe if I gave her just the right nudge today, I could help her find her wild side again.

We headed down to the dock, where Chris and Mike were already working on getting the boat ready to go out. It was a beautiful 24 foot bayliner with two seats and a bench in the back, and a huge bow that would be perfect for laying out in the sun.

The boys were excited to see us, and Mike was especially glad to see Tara. I saw him do a double take when she walked up in her sexy top. He even feigned disappointment when he heard that Eric wouldn’t make it out with us.

Tara and I took a seat on the back bench while Mike took the boat out for a spin. We went up and down the lake, checking out all the little inlets and looking for a good spot. We finally found one that offered some privacy, and we dropped anchor so that we could lay out and have some beers.

Both guys were on the soft and pudgy side, but their skin was well-tanned from being out in the sun all day. After seeing Eric’s cut physique, I knew that Mike was a bit of a step down for Tara, but he was a funny guy and the two of them seemed to be vibing pretty well. After hanging out for a bit, I decided that laying out to tan on the front of the boat could offer a good opportunity to push Tara’s boundaries and perhaps make something fun happen.

Chris and Mike had a set of fishing poles, and they set them off the side of the boat while Tara and I made our way out to the front. We spread out our towels and kicked back under the warm rays of the sun while we sipped cold beers.

It didn’t take the boys long to lose interest in their poles and join us on the bow. I could feel their eyes appreciating our half naked bodies, and it made me want to push the boundaries a little more.

I rolled over onto my stomach to get some color on my back, but I also realized I was giving them a nice view of my ass as well. Tara followed my lead, and we laid with our heads on our towels and our faces turned toward each other. I gave her a brief smile, and I could see the worry on her face. She knew I was up to something.

“Would you guys mind helping us out and putting some tanning oil on our backs?” I said, passing the bottle to Chris.

“Not at all,” he said, then moved beside me. “Mike, why don’t you get Tara’s back for her?”

Tara narrowed her eyes at me, but didn’t object. Mike sat down beside her and Chris passed the bottle to him before he set to work on covering my skin.

I reached back and pulled the tie on my bikini to give him better access to my entire back. I was still flat against the boat so that I didn’t reveal anything more than a hint of sideboob. Tara didn’t follow my lead though, so I reached over and pulled the tie on her top for her.

Her eyes narrowed a little more, but the second Mike’s hands were on her, her eyes rolled back and fluttered closed. It was probably the first time she had been touched by a man other than her husband since the day she was married.

By the time they had finished applying the oil, Tara and I were in a state of relaxed bliss. Both guys were great with their hands, and they had turned the activity into a full-blown massage. They were respectful and didn’t go below our waists, but I could sense Chris wanted to push the limit when his hand grazed the upper edge of my ass a few times.

We laid out for a bit and chatted some more, until our beers were empty. Chris and Mike went down to check on their poles and grab another when I was struck with another flash of inspiration. Tara saw it in my eyes.

“Oh god, what are you planning now?” she asked quietly.

“Just follow my lead,” I replied with a playful wink.

I got up and pulled my bikini top the rest of the way off, dropping it on the towel beside me. The guys had their heads buried in the cooler looking for drinks, so neither one of them noticed when I hurried down the length of the boat topless and leapt over the rear bench into the lake.

The water was cool and refreshing, and I wiped it out of my eyes as I bobbed to the surface. Mike and Chris were both on the back of the boat looking down at me, but there was no sign of Tara. I thought she had chickened out, until she came barreling past the boys and jumped in after me. The fact that she was just as topless as I was as she crashed into the lake beside me made me feel incredibly proud of her.

I looked around and saw a small section of rocky beach lining the interior of the cove, not too far from where we were anchored. I pointed in that direction and Tara nodded in agreement.

“We’ll be back,” I called to the boys, and we swam toward the coast.

Luckily there was no one around, so we were both completely unabashed about our nudity as we came out of the water. I once again admired how beautiful Tara’s breasts were, especially out in the open daylight when she wasn’t trying to hide herself. I wanted Mike to be able to see how nice they were, but I figured she would probably try to hide herself once we got back to the boat.

We found a big, flat rock that was wide enough for us to both lay down, and enjoyed a quiet moment of peace.

“I can’t believe I just did that,” Tara giggled. “You’re such a bad influence.”

“It was fun, though, wasn’t it?” I said. “I’m sure Mike appreciated the brief glimpse.”

Tara smacked my arm playfully as her face turned bright red, but she didn’t complain.

“He seems like a nice guy,” I continued. “Have you thought about what Eric said?”

“I haven’t stopped thinking about it,” she admitted.

“You should do it, then. Remember, just let it happen.”

As she looked out across the water, Tara bit her lip. I knew that meant that she was thinking about it, and that she liked the idea.

We hung out for a little longer, then swam back to the boat. There was a ladder off the back end, and the guys were there to give us a hand.

I was pleasantly surprised when Tara didn’t immediately run up to the front to grab her top. Instead, she lingered at the back of the boat and took a beer that Mike offered her. Not only was she standing proudly, but she made no attempt to cover herself. Mike tried not to stare, but I noticed him trying to catch a fleeting glimpse of her breasts, and I could tell he approved. I decided to follow her example and keep my own top off, which seemed to make Chris happy.

We eventually made our way back up to the front of the boat, where we both laid out again to get some sun in those hard to reach places. Tara still made no attempt to cover herself, but that may have been because she was distracted by Mike. The two of them stayed close to each other as the tension grew more palpable.

Our beers ran dry again, so Mike got up to make a run to the cooler. Chris looked like he was about to join him when Tara popped up.

“I’ll help him,” she chirped excitedly as she stood up, her breasts swaying with the movement of her body and the boat.

The two of them disappeared to the back of the boat and I smiled inside. I sat up and talked to Chris, taking a moment to get to know him better. I found out he was an architect, and that this trip was an annual ritual for the two of them. He seemed like a really nice guy, and I felt a connection with him, but there was a part of me that had no desire to get too close to anyone. Still, I went with the flow and let myself enjoy his company, knowing that I probably wouldn’t see him after today.

I was so lost in the moment, I didn’t even realize how long Tara and Mike had been gone until Chris looked over my shoulder toward the back of the boat and smiled.

“I hope your friend’s husband isn’t the jealous type,” he said.

I whipped my head around and my jaw dropped. Tara and Mike had forgotten about the beers. They were sitting together on the rear bench making out like teenagers. Tara’s arms were around his neck, pulling herself close to him, and his were around her body, with one hand cradling a naked breast.

I wanted to clap with excitement, but I didn’t want her to stop because she had an audience. I shushed Chris and slid up beside him so I could watch the action unfold.

Tara’s hand moved slowly down his body to his crotch, where she wrapped her fingers around the growing outline of his shaft. She stroked him slowly, feeling the size and shape of it, then finally pulled away from his lips. Her hands went to his waistband to try and get his shorts off, and he stopped to help her slid them off of his hips. His cock sprang free, swaying like a tree, and she took it in her hand to give it a few test strokes. Then she leaned down and sank her lips around it.

Tara began sucking his cock with an impressive passion. I had seen the way she cleaned Eric’s manhood after he had fucked me that first night, but even that seemed mild in comparison to what I was watching. One hand slipped around his balls and squeezed gently while the other worked the base of his shaft and her lips slithered up and down the length. There was an excitement in her movements, an urgent desire to misbehave.

“I’m feeling a little jealous of Mike,” Chris said jokingly beside me.

I looked at him and rolled my eyes, but then I hesitated. Chris was a cute guy, maybe a step below the kind of guys I was used to dating, but not too far from my type. After encouraging Tara to relax and go with the flow, I decided it would be good for me to follow my own advice.

I leaned in and found his lips with mine, my hand reaching for his shorts almost immediately. It only took a moment before I felt the familiar swelling as his cock responded to my touch. We kissed softly and slowly, but just for a moment. I didn’t want to miss too much of the action.

My attention returned to Tara and Mike while my hand absently stroked his crotch. Tara was still sucking him, but his hand was reaching between her legs so he could play with her pussy through her bikini.

Chris moved closer to me, kissing my neck as his hand came up to my breast. His touch felt good, and I felt myself getting wet. When he leaned down and started sucking on my nipple, I finally felt the tingle of arousal spread through my body.

Tara stood up in front of Mike and slipped her bottoms off so that she was completely naked. Then she straddled him on the bench and kissed him as his cock bobbed just below her pussy. I watched with breathless anticipation as she reached down and guided it inside her with one quick motion.

I gasped sharply, living vicariously through my friend’s actions. She had done it. She was fucking another man while her husband waited dutifully back at the camp. She had given in to her most primal desires and taken the leap.

I was so turned on, I knew I needed my own release. I turned back to Chris and kissed him, this time with more spirit than our first little smooch. I got up and pushed him down onto his back, using the blankets as a cushion. I moved myself into position and swallowed his manhood with my hungry lips.

Even in the moment, I couldn’t stop thinking about what Tara was doing. I began fondling Chris in the same way I had just watched her with Mike, trying to copy her motions. Chris didn’t seem to mind being my guinea pig as I pleased him with my newfound skills.

When I finally came up for air a few minutes later, Tara was still riding Mike. Her entire body was grinding against him, and his hands were clutching at both of her naked breasts. The two of them were in a constant kiss, their lips glued together.

I knew Chris wanted to fuck me, but I wasn’t sure if I was in the mood for that. He reached between my legs and started rubbing me, but it felt almost clumsy and awkward. I let him keep going so that I could keep watching, but the only reason I was wet was because I was so turned on by what Tara was doing.

She climbed off of Mike and leaned over the back of the boat with her ass out. He got behind her and slid his length inside her, then started slamming her hard and fast from behind. I could hear her lustful cries, even across the boat, and I wondered if any of the boats passing by could see the show she was putting on as well.

There was a flurry of action as Mike stepped back and Tara dropped to the floor in front of him. He grabbed his own cock and began stroking furiously as he sent a stream of sticky white cum flying across her chest and neck. It seemed almost intentional, like she wanted to return to her husband smelling like another man.

Tara climbed back up onto the bench while Mike grabbed a towel from nearby for her to wipe herself off. The two of them sat together again and resumed their kissing, clearly infatuated with each other.

I turned my attention back to Chris, who seemed to be pushing himself harder on me. I knew he would stop if I told him no, but I also felt bad leaving him with aching balls. Instead of giving myself to him, I decided that it was time to finish him off.

I pushed his hand away and dropped back to his lap. My mouth surrounded his manhood with wet warmth and I resumed my passionate oral ministrations. I took him all the way to the back of my throat, swallowing his full length. Luckily he was a little smaller than Eric, so I was able to take the entire thing. It only took a minute or two before his nails began digging into the back of my head.

“I’m gonna cum,” he muttered, clearly hoping I would stop and climb on top of him.

Instead, I dug in and went harder on him. His cock erupted in my mouth in spastic spurts, and I swallowed every drop until I felt his tension fade away.

When I lifted my head, Chris grabbed me and gave me a firm kiss. I was impressed, as most guys would shy away from kissing me after a blowjob for fear of tasting themselves, but he didn’t even hesitate. I kissed him back, and when he let me go, there was a wide grin on his face. Even though he hadn’t gotten to feel my pussy, he seemed pleased just the same.

Once the sexual desires had been quenched for both couples, there wasn’t much left to do. The boys gathered their poles while us girls slipped their tops back on before returning to the busier parts of the lake. Chris drove us back and I took the passenger seat while Tara got a few more snuggles and kisses from her partner.

When we got to the dock, I could sense Tara was eager to get back to camp. She took a moment to say her goodbyes and get one last kiss, while Chris and I shared a less amorous goodbye. I gave him a kiss and gave him my number, even though I knew I would likely never see him again.

As Tara and I made our way up the hill, she couldn’t stop talking about what had happened. .

“I really hope he’s not mad at me,” she said, vacillating between excitement and fear. “He said I could do whatever I wanted, right? He even told me to wear this super revealing bikini. You can't tell a woman to do that and expect nothing to happen. It was so hot, though, wasn’t it? Did you see the way I just went for it? Did you see me with him? God, he felt so good when he was behind me. I think I came at least twice, and we weren’t even fucking for that long.”

I stopped in the middle of the road and pulled Tara’s hand so that she was facing me. I looked her dead in the eyes.

“You need to relax,” I said. “Eric loves you and he’s not going anywhere. I told you this morning, I could see how excited he was when he sent you out. He’s going to love hearing about it as much as I loved watching you. I’m proud of you for letting go. Now it’s time for you to own the moment.”

Tara launched at me and wrapped her arms around my neck, hugging me as tight as she could.

“Thank you,” she said. “Thank you for being here, and going along with all of our craziness, and for pushing me to just let go and be crazy. I’m really glad I listened to you.”

I hugged her back, pushing away the thought of how soft her body felt in my arms.

“Anytime,” I said.

When we got back to camp, Eric was doing his usual busy work around the site. He heard us walking up, and looked up at Tara expectantly. She walked up to him and said a few words, and that was all it took. A huge smile blossomed across his face, and he grabbed her by the hand and pulled her into the camper without a moment of hesitation. It only took a few minutes before I started to hear loud moans emanating from inside.

Eric has started a fire, but it was already dying down. I had a feeling he wouldn’t be out to tend to it anytime soon, but I sat down to enjoy what was left of it while I contemplated adding another log. Something was bothering me, that feeling of wanting something more, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on what it was I needed.

Instead of stoking the flames, I decided to go for a walk. I grabbed some shorts and a tank top to go over my swimsuit, then set out around the campground.

Part of me was a little miffed that Eric had pulled her inside without even a second thought to me. As absurd as it sounded, I was upset that he had chosen his wife over his girlfriend. I had to remind myself that our relationship wasn’t real, that it was just a game to make the week more fun. I was being selfish, and what was happening right now was a very intimate moment in their relationship and their lifestyle. Still, I had wanted to be in that camper with them, and instead I was out on an adventure by myself.

I had no idea what I was looking for until I stumbled upon Chris and Mike’s campsite about a half hour later. They were still getting set up after returning from the dock, but they already had a roaring fire and some food on the grill. As soon as they saw me, they invited me to join them. Mike threw some more burgers on, Chris grabbed me a beer, and we all pulled up a seat around the firepit.

After our bellies were full and our minds were buzzed from a few drinks, someone suggested a game of truth or dare. It seemed like a good way to chase off whatever was eating at me, so I agreed.

At first, the game started off pretty tame. We did a few truths, and I discovered that Mike had only slept with three women in his entire life, the last one being Tara. I also found out that Chris had lost his virginity at 15, and I had to admit that Eric wasn’t the first married man I had ever slept with.

Things got a little racier when Mike dared me to go topless for a full minute. It seemed pretty tame given the fact that the two of them had spent the day staring at my naked tits, but I obliged their curiosity and took my shirt and bikini top off. After a minute, it just seemed easier to leave it off, so I got to enjoy the cool night air making my nipples extra perky.

I could tell they both wanted to fuck me, especially since every other request was something sexual. Chris dared me to kiss Mike, which I did. Mike dared me to give Chris a lap dance. I went along with it and followed every one of their suggestions, because I was enjoying the attention. I was starting to feel impatient, though.

When it finally came around to my turn to make a suggestion, I decided to just go for it.

“How about a dare?” I asked. “I dare you both  to take turns fucking the shit out of me.”

I wasn’t sure how I had gotten from not wanting to fuck Chris on the boat to asking both of them to take me right then and there, but there was no objection from either of them.

Chris stood up and pulled me out of my chair, then started kissing me. Mike came up behind me and ran his hand over my ass, feeling the curve while I made out with his friend. I wanted them both to get their time with me, so I pulled away from Chris and started to kiss Mike.

It felt amazing to have both of their hands on me, both of them wanting me and craving me. There was only so much we could do standing up, though, and I didn’t think there would be enough room for all three of us in either of their tents.

Chris pulled me back to him and told Mike to grab a blanket out of the tent. They led me to the picnic table, where Mike spread the blanket out on top. I sat down and laid back, ready to be used.

Chris unbuttoned my shorts while Mike came up beside me and knelt on the bench. He reached out and grabbed my breast, feeling it as he rubbed his crotch. I looked up at him with my mouth slightly open, and he knew exactly what to do. He unzipped his pants, pulled out his cock, and pushed it into my waiting mouth.

His cock was nice, bigger than Chris but still less than what Eric had to offer. I couldn’t help thinking that he had been deep inside Tara’s pussy earlier that day. Just as she had sucked my juices off of her husband’s manhood, now I was tasting her on Mike’s member.

As he grew harder between my lips, I felt Chris pull my shorts off. He pushed my legs apart, and then his tongue was on my clit. I was already dripping wet in anticipation of taking two men at the same time, but it still felt nice for the few minutes he was down there.

Then his tongue was gone and I could sense him standing over me at the foot of the table. I let go of Mike and looked up at him. His cock was in his hand.

“Fuck me,” I whispered.

That was all he needed to hear. He stepped forward and lifted my legs onto his shoulders, then slid his cock inside me.

He moved slowly at first, like he was already close to orgasm. I turned back to Mike, not wanting him to feel neglected, and let my mind drift in the moment.

I found it hard to stop thinking about Eric and Tara. I remembered Eric bending me over a table just like this one and fucking me in broad daylight while I fondled Tara’s bulbous chest. I thought about how much I had wanted to kiss her right then.

Mike’s cock disappeared, and then Chris was gone too. Suddenly Chris was in front of me while Mike moved between my legs. I felt his cock press into me and I gasped sharply. He was definitely bigger, and his movements seemed smoother. I could see why Tara had liked him so much. I giggled inside as I realized that I had now become his fourth.

The two of them took turns switching off a countless number of times. Chris was thrilled to finally feel my tight pussy, and Mike was excited to get laid twice in the same day with two beautiful women. They flipped me over at some point so they could take me from behind, and that was when they both decided they couldn’t hold back any more.

Mike was the first to go. He was slamming into me pretty hard while Chris shoved himself into my mouth.

“I’m gonna cum,” he grunted as he neared his climax.

“Don’t stop,” I begged, letting go of Chris for the moment.

I didn’t need to tell him twice. He grabbed my hips and started slamming me with the full force of his body until I felt the sudden warmth of his seed filling my pussy. The pure force behind his thrusts had brought me to the brink myself, and his climactic eruption carried me over the edge.

I didn’t think Chris would want to fuck me after his friend had just unleashed inside me, but once again he surprised me. He pulled me up off the table and sat me on the edge, then slipped inside as he pulled me close to him. Our lips met and he wasted no time in pounding my sex relentlessly. It only took a few minutes before he was adding his seed to his friends.

We looked around, still embracing each other, and realized that Mike was gone. He had his moment, then disappeared to give us some time alone.

“I’m a little disappointed that he was the one to get you off,” he said between languid kisses.

“Oh, don’t worry,” I giggled. “You did plenty.”

“You know,” he continued, “if you want company tonight, you’re welcome to stay with me.”

I pondered it for a moment, then decided that sounded better than sleeping alone. Besides, Tara and Eric were probably still being noisy.

We retired to his tent and snuggled on an air mattress, where I quickly drifted off to sleep.

The next morning, I woke up early and remembered the crazy events of the night before. Rather than facing Chris and Mike, I quietly slipped out of the tent and headed back to my site.

When I got there, Tara was up and sitting around the dead fire. Her eyes were closed and there was a grin on her face. She looked like she was having a great daydream.

“You’re up early,” I said as I took a seat nearby.

She gave me a puzzled look when she realized I hadn’t come out of my tent, but she decided not to ask.

“It’s a beautiful morning,” was all she said.

“So I take it that means Eric was happy when we got back yesterday?”

“All I said to him was ‘I fucked another man today,’ and he pulled me inside and ravished me. The sex was incredible. I’ve never felt anything like it. We went all night long. Every time we tried to take a break, I would start telling him what happened and he was back at me again. It was like he couldn’t get enough of me.”

I was happy for her, but there was still that something gnawing at the back of my mind. Something I wanted to do, something I wanted to try. I kept spinning it around in my mind, trying to find the answer and coming up blank.

“Is he still in bed?” I asked.

“Yep! I think I wore him out,” she beamed excitedly. “Where were you all night?”

“I went out for a walk and stumbled across Chris and Mike. I stayed in Chris’s tent.”

I decided to leave out the details of my lascivious orgy. As crazy as we had been with sex this week, I wasn’t trying to make myself look like a slut, and I didn’t want to make Tara jealous by telling her that her boy toy hadn’t hesitated to fuck me, too. I didn’t want her experience with him to feel any less special.

“You naughty girl,” she said with a smirk. “Looks like we both had a good night.”

I smiled in agreement, but in reality, I felt like I was done with the conversation.

“I think I’m going to head up and take a shower,” I said.

“Okay, have fun. I would join you, but I’m exhausted. I don’t think I could walk that far right now.”

She rolled her head back, letting the sunlight dapple her skin as it poked through the trees. I grabbed some things from my tent and disappeared for a bit again.

When I came back an hour later, Eric was working around the site to get things cleaned up. Tara was nowhere in sight.

“Where’s the wife?” I asked as I dropped my bag in my tent.

“She’s taking a nap in the camper,” he said. “Hey, before she wakes up, I just wanted to thank you. Tara and I were talking last night, and she said you really pushed her to let go and have fun. She needed that, and I don’t think she would have done it if you weren’t there.”

“Of course,” I said affably. “I’m always happy to help.”

“I was a little disappointed that you weren’t here last night,” he continued. “I popped out after a little bit to invite you in, but you weren’t in your tent. I hope you were okay?”

I immediately felt my stomach tighten. I left because I felt neglected and forgotten, but apparently I was just impatient. If I had waited a bit longer, then the night might have ended up differently.

Eric approached me with a concerned expression on his face, and I felt my anger start to dissipate. I could see why Tara was so obsessed with him. He had this look that could melt your heart. I felt like a hopeless school girl being confronted by her crush. Even my pulse was racing.

“Yeah, I’m okay,” I said nervously.

He was right in front of me, looking down into my eyes without saying a word. His hand slipped around the back of my head and he pulled me toward him and into a kiss. It was a soft one, light and sensual, his lips brushing across mine. After everything we had done together for Tara, this was a moment just for us.

“I should probably get back to work,” he said when he finally let me go. “If you’re feeling tired, I’m sure Tara wouldn’t mind if you joined her in the camper. That bed is plenty big enough for the both of you.”

A nap on a real bed actually sounded pretty tempting after a night on a crappy air mattress. I nodded and headed toward the camper.

I found Tara inside, lying on top of the covers. She was stretched out on her side, dressed in a cute lacy bra and panty set. I usually preferred to sleep in loose shirt and my panties, since anything more was usually uncomfortable, and there was no reason to be modest when she was sleeping half naked. Even if Eric walked in, it wouldn’t be anything he hadn’t seen before. I slipped my shorts off and pulled my bra out from under my shirt, then crawled onto the bed next to her.

The second I laid down beside her, Tara stirred slightly. Her eyes fluttered open, and as soon as she saw me, a wonderful smile crossed her face. I had always taken her beauty for granted, but her soft green eyes were entrancing. I couldn’t look away.

And that was when I suddenly realized what had been bothering me.

I wasn’t jealous that Eric had chosen to take her into the camper last night. I was upset because she had left me behind. I had pushed her to let go of her inhibitions, and I had wanted to be a part of the aftermath. It wasn’t him I was wanting. It was her.

I thought back to all those times we had come so close to connecting. I remembered leaning over the picnic table while Eric fucked me, and reaching out to feel her breast. I remembered how close I had been to kissing her that day. I remembered watching her with Mike, and although I hadn’t realized it, I wanted her to give herself to me in the same way.

I remembered what she told me about going down on other women after Eric was done with them. She hadn’t done that with me because she didn’t want to scare me off, but we were way past that now.

All those times I had fucked Eric, I wanted her to know. I wanted her to be turned on, and I wanted to be the one who turned her on. I wanted her to crave me. All of a sudden, it all made sense.

When she looked back at me in that moment, I could tell it wasn’t just me. She looked at me with a hunger that begged for me. There was only one thing I could do. I kissed her.

At first, I was leaning into her. Her lips pressed back, and I could feel her desire. I moved my body closer until I was lying against her. My hands reached around her and pulled her toward me, and her arms enveloped my body. We pulled into each other and kissed harder, letting our tongues dance together.

Even though Tara had always been the timid one, she suddenly found her confidence with me. She pushed me onto my back and straddled my waist, then pulled away from my lips and sat up. Her beautiful body towered over me as she looked down at me. Her hands reached behind her back and the bra fell loosely from her body. With a swish and a flick, she tossed it aside and gave me a full view of her luscious breasts. I reached up and took them in my hands, and she rolled her head back lustfully.

“Oh god, I’ve been waiting so long for this,” she cooed, then lowered herself down and started kissing me again.

I could feel her hands pushing my shirt up, so I stopped and pulled it off. Tara immediately went for my right breast, taking the nipple in her mouth and playing with it. I sighed longingly as her tongue swirled around the nipple, the perfect mixture of soft, yet firm.

She slid off me while her tongue continued to explore my body, and I felt her hand slither between my legs. Her fingers pressed firmly against my panties and down onto my clit. My entire body squirmed under her touch.

Time drifted by as we continued to explore each other. Everything turned into a blur of touching and kissing, rubbing and petting. I tried to take her panties off a few times, but each time she stopped me with a whisper.

“Not yet,” she would say as she brushed my hand aside.

I thought we were alone until I saw Tara glance over at the bench. At some point, Eric had snuck inside and was watching us. I could only assume he had heard the moans coming from inside and decided to investigate. Tara saw him and smiled, then looked down at me with a mischievous grin.

“It’s my turn to be in charge now,” she said.  “I want Eric to fuck you again.”

I let myself go with the moment. He grabbed my legs and dragged me to the edge of the bed, then peeled my panties off and lined up his cock. This time, Tara wouldn’t just be watching. She resumed her amorous kissing as her husband buried himself inside me once again.

Eric moved slowly, despite the fact that I was dripping wet from playing with Tara. She got up on her knees beside me and slipped off her panties, and that's when things went to the next level.

Tara swung her leg up and over my head, straddling my face. I had never been close to another woman’s pussy, and now hers was inches above my face. I knew exactly what I had to do. I reached around her hips and grabbed her ass, then pulled her down and buried my tongue in her sex.

Eric’s pace quickened. He was no longer trying to pleasure me. It was as if he was in a race to finish, and I knew exactly why. Within five minutes, he pulled out and shot his load all over my mound and my labia, then stepped back to watch the show.

Tara dove into my pussy, licking up the sticky goo from my body. As she lapped it up, her tongue brushed lightly across my clitoris. I was still between her legs, reciprocating her oral pleasures. I could feel the orgasm swell inside me, and I pulled her beautiful naked body against me as I exploded in an intense climax.

As she rolled off of me, Eric grabbed his wife and hauled her to the edge of the bed, then slammed his still hard cock into her pussy. I summoned all of my energy to lift myself up and kiss her while he railed her body mercilessly.

His movements were frenetic and powerful, and within moments, she cried out in trembling orgasm. We had all been satisfied, and Eric could finally sit down on the bench to catch his breath.

I scooted to the far edge of the bed, pulling Tara close to me. That left enough room for him to join us on the bed, where we all basked in the warm afterglow.

I felt the same breeze that had blown over my body after I had had fucked Eric alone in the camper, and it reminded me how much things had evolved this week. We had started off as drunken lovers, and here we were now, sharing a tender moment together.

I ran my hands over Tara’s naked skin, finally unashamed to explore her naked body. The softness was different than what I was accustomed to with my male partners, and it felt soothing. She smiled back at me and gave me a soft kiss, before the three of us drifted off for an afternoon slumber.

Later that day, the three of us headed down to the water for a bit to enjoy the quiet before the weekend. It was Friday, which meant the crowds would be returning soon. Afterward, we spent the rest of the day lounging around the campsite and munching on burgers. There was a very chill vibe in the air, and it continued well into the evening as the weekenders began showing up at the sites around us.

On our way back from the lake, we passed by Chris and Mike on their way down to spend another day on their boat. There was a moment of awkwardness, both with me seeing Chris after sneaking away that morning, and with Tara meeting the man she had fucked while her husband was beside her. Still, we all exchanged hugs and chatted for a moment.

I pulled Chris to the side and apologized for my exit.

“It’s all good,” he said. “I had a fun time last night, though. You have my number, so hopefully we can stay in touch.”

“I would like that,” I replied. “Maybe if you two are around tonight, you can come by our camp for a bit.”

“I’ll talk to Mike and see what we can do.”

Sure enough, the two of them showed up with a large case of beer just after sunset and pulled up a few chairs around the campfire.

Chris and I sat off to one side, and Eric and Tara were off to the other side, with Mike in the middle. Tara seemed a bit on edge, but Mike and Eric were seated next to each other and got along swimmingly. In fact, Eric seemed pretty excited to get to know her new friend, and I was sure he was replaying all sorts of fantasies in his head as the two men chatted. After a few beers, I could see her finally start to relax a bit.

Chris and I were off in our own world, once again talking about our lives. Things were pretty normal, until he suddenly segued into a more risqué topic out of the blue.

“You know, I’m fascinated by this dynamic you three have going,” he said. “I don’t think I’ve ever met someone so open minded that she would sleep with her best friend’s husband.”

“Yeah, it’s a bit crazy,” I answered. “It’s pretty new, though, and I doubt it’s something that will happen again once we get back to the real world. It’s just been a great way to escape from my life.”

“That’s too bad,” he said with a hint of disappointment in his voice. “I definitely understand where Tara is coming from. I keep looking over at Eric and thinking about how hot it would be to watch the two of you together.”

I gave him a puzzled look, but I quickly brushed it away. I had no room to be judgmental of another person’s desires in my current situation. I wanted to know more, though.

“Have you ever watched something like that?” I asked.

“No, never. I don’t think the idea had ever crossed my mind before you told me about it, and now I feel like I can’t stop thinking about it.”

“Maybe you’re a cuckold,” I said bluntly.

“A what?” he replied quizzically.

“A cuckold is a guy who likes to watch his woman with other men. It’s kind of like the opposite of what Tara likes. I’ve heard about it, but never actually met one in real life. Maybe I’m wrong, but it could be that you’ve just never been in a situation where it has come up.”

“Maybe,” he said, pondering the idea. “I mean, I didn’t mind watching Mike take his turn with you last night, but I just assumed I was turned on because I was finally getting my chance to fuck with you. Maybe there’s more to it than that.”

“There’s a really easy way to find out,” I said, glancing across the fire at Eric sitting between Mike and Tara. “Follow me.”

I stood up and rounded the fire, taking Eric by the hand and pulling him out of his chair. I figured Tara wouldn’t mind being left alone with Mike for a bit, so I hauled her husband toward the camper as Chris followed eagerly behind us.

As soon as we were inside, Eric tried to ask what was going on, but I shushed him by planting my lips on his. I pulled my body against him and he returned the kiss, no longer concerned about why we were doing this while Chris sat on the bench nearby.

He peeled my clothes off until I was completely naked, and then I pushed him back onto the bed. His shorts came off easily so that Chris could see how truly magnificent Eric’s cock was. When I looked over at him, he was rubbing himself through his shorts. I took that as a clear sign that he was enjoying himself.

I climbed on the bed next to Eric and sank my lips around his cock. He reached down to play with me, feeling how wet I was already. There was a perverted thrill in the way Chris was looking at me, the way he was watching me pleasure another man. I felt so excited.

I took my time sucking Eric’s cock, making it deliberate and sensual. I would stick my tongue out and run it slowly up the shaft, making sure Chris could see it. I wanted him to know exactly where my mouth had been the next time he kissed me.

It wasn’t long before I was craving more. I wanted to get to the big moment, so I swung my leg over Eric’s lap. I was facing away from him so I could keep my eyes locked on Chris as I hovered over another man’s cock.

“Is this what you wanted to see?” I asked him as I rubbed Eric’s head into the outer folds of my pussy.

“Yes,” he said breathlessly. “Show me.”

“You show me first,” I said.

Chris obeyed my command willingly. He unzipped his shorts and pulled out his manhood, then started stroking it. I smiled back and lowered myself down.

Nothing could compare to the feeling of Eric’s cock. It reached deep inside me, touching places that made my entire body tingle. I was sure that Chris could see that carnal lust on my face, and the throbbing erection in his hand betrayed how much he enjoyed it.

Eric wanted more of me, though, so he grabbed me and flipped me onto the bed. He climbed on top, cutting off my view of Eric, and then slammed his length into me. He was done being a playtoy, and he wanted to fuck me for real. Our lips came together and he took my body with a ferocious desire that made me forget about Chris for a minute. He pounded into me hard and fast, our bodies clapping together with each thrust.

I felt my orgasm begin to swell, growing more intense with every second.  Eric didn’t let up, carrying me to the edge and pushing me over into an earth-shattering climax. He finally released me and pulled away, but he wasn’t done. I was still his for now.

Eric ordered me onto my hands and knees, then directed me to face Chris. Now that he had taken proper care of me, he was ready to show me off to my cuckold. He got behind me and slipped through the wetness as he pulled back on my hair.

He once again took me hard and rough. I could feel him trying to exert his dominance, to show Chris how much better he was. I had only slept with Chris once, and I was pretty drunk at the time, but I could tell Eric was a better lover. That didn’t make it any less exciting to have him watching me.

Eric didn’t last long in that position. He seemed to enjoy being the bull, and his forceful nature brought him to his own climax. I felt him growing harder inside me, and I knew he was close. I wanted Chris to know, too.

“Oh, yes,” I cried out. “Give me your cum!”

My words triggered a cascade. Eric started grunting as his cock filled my pussy. Chris lost control of himself, and his cum sprayed up into the air and landed on his lap around the base of his shaft. I smiled at him, delighted by the naughtiness of it all.

I wanted to share the experience with Chris, to feel a connection. I pulled away from Eric and dropped to the floor in front of Chris, where I wrapped my lips around his cock and sucked all of the cum off of it. Then I went to work around it, licking up the globs like a wanton slut. When I was finally finished, I looked up at him and he pulled me into a kiss. My entire body was vibrating from the most intense sexual high.

I climbed onto the bench and snuggled against Chris, smiling over at Eric. We were all very pleased with ourselves, and lost in the moment.

That was when we heard the quiet moans coming from outside the camper.

The three of us moved to the windows to see what was going on. At first, I just saw Tara sitting on the edge of the picnic table with her arms around Mike. It looked like they were engaged in a simple kiss, but I soon realized it was more than that. Mike has his cock stuffed inside her and was slowly sliding in and out.

For Chris and me, it was nothing new, but for Eric, it was a life-changing moment. It was the first time he was actually seeing another man fucking his wife. Based on the grin on his face, he loved it.

The only problem was that I was sure we weren’t the only ones watching them. Tara’s moans would certainly draw unwanted attention. There wasn’t enough room for all five of us in here, but that was okay.

“Tara!” I called through the dark.

As soon as she heard me, she pushed Mike back and stopped.

“You two get in here!” I called out, then hurried to find a t-shirt I could slip into to cover myself.

Chris tucked himself away and followed my lead as I pulled him out the door and left Eric behind to watch his beautiful wife get deflowered. I ran into her just as we were stepping outside.

“I think you’re husband wants to see more,” I said to her as she stepped inside with Mike in tow.

Just as the door closed, I caught her parting line to Eric.

“You can watch, but he wants me to himself first.”

And then we were gone. Chris and I sat by the fire for another hour, listening to the faint moans coming from inside while we talked about what had happened.

“That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” he admitted.

“I think that’s pretty much how it goes,” I said. “At least, that’s what I’ve read. I’ve never actually done any of this until this week. Typically, the guy will ‘reclaim’ his girl at the end by taking a turn fucking her. I guess it’s a little different, since I’m not really your girl.”

“I wouldn’t mind trying to reclaim you, anyway,” he said with a smirk.

I could feel myself getting excited again, so I moved to his lap and gave him a long, deep kiss.

“Make me yours, then,” I said.

He scooped me up in his arms and carried me to my tent, then made love to me all night long. It wasn’t as comfortable as a real bed, but we made it work, and he was a very passionate lover. For the first time, it was just me and him, without anyone else there, and I realized I kind of liked that.

The night would be the pinnacle of our trip, but it was far from the end of the craziness. The next day, we all decided to head out on the boat together. Tara agreed that we should both behave with the larger crowds on the weekend, but we both knew that it would be difficult to follow through with that.

I spent a lot of the day close to Chris, often sitting on his lap and keeping him company. Tara didn’t completely ignore Eric, but it was obvious that her attention was drawn to Mike, and her husband spent a lot of time to himself watching his wife flirt with her new interest. He didn’t seem to mind, though. In fact, I got the impression that he was enjoying the show.

We were really good for the first few hours. Chris would sometimes put his arm around me or sneak a feel of my ass, but that was the extent of it.

Tara was a little more adventurous. She spent a lot of time sitting in Mike’s lap and whispering in his ear. Every now and then, I would catch them kissing, but she would always cut him off before it got too hot and heavy.

As the day ticked along and we had more beers, the two of them got a little friskier. Their kisses lasted longer, and Mike’s hands began to wander around her bikini-clad body. It was late in the afternoon when they fell into a full make out session, completely oblivious to the rest of us watching.

I was sitting with Chris, and I saw Eric adjust his growing erection to try and release some of the pressure. His hand stayed in his lap, where he would occasionally give himself a light squeeze. He looked both aroused and tortured at the same time.

Tara and Mike grew even more passionate, and I could tell that she was forgetting our agreement. I didn’t mind, because that meant I could misbehave, too. As soon as she slipped out of his lap and onto her knees in front of him, I knew things were about to get even more interesting.

When she began sucking Mike’s cock, I could see the anguish on her husband’s face. He was sitting on the back bench right next to them, with the perfect view of her mouth on another man. His cock swelled up until it was like a tent pole in his shorts.

My deviant mind looked at the three of them and came up with a mischievous solution. I gave Chris a quick peck on the cheek, then stood up and crossed the boat. I sat down next to Eric and gave him a brief kiss, then slipped down onto my knees in front of me.

Tara looked up just as I pulling his manhood out. Our eyes met and she nodded at me with a playful smile. The race was on to see which one of us could make our victim cum first.

I put everything I had into pleasuring Eric, but I had a distinct advantage. While Mike certainly enjoyed Tara’s skill, Eric was enjoying both the physical delight of my mouth and the visual enjoyment of his wife taking Mike in hers. It was a deadly combination that overcame his self-control in a matter of minutes.

I let his cum course down my throat, swallowing the warm liquid as it filled my mouth. Once I had every lay drop, I climbed up onto the seat next to him and cuddled up close to enjoy the rest of Tara’s performance.

I glanced at Chris, who was now watching happily from one of the front seats. I knew I should probably show him some attention, but he seemed content. Besides, I could always let him reclaim me again in my tent later that night.

With our game over, Tara decided she wanted to do more than just taste Mike. She worked her bottoms off and slid up on top of him, straddling him on the bench just as she had done the first time she fucked him. Then she lowered herself onto him with an audible gasp.

As usual, Eric hadn’t gone soft. I was stroking him when Tara moved off of the floor of the boat, and I felt him twitch as she began grinding her pussy down onto her lover. There was no reason to let a beautiful erection go to waste, so I pulled off my own bikini bottoms and climbed on top of him. He looked away from his wife long enough to pull my top off as well, then turned his attention back to her as I used his cock like a dildo.

We were anchored in the same small inlet, so thankfully there wasn’t too much traffic around us. Tara and I tried to remain quiet, but both of us were in a heightened state of arousal, which meant we were even more primal than we had been all week. While Eric watched Tara, I looked back and saw Chris watching me with lustful eyes. He had pulled his cock out and was stroking it in sync with my motions, which turned me on even more.

Tara pressed down and bucked even harder on Mike, and I could hear him start to grunt. As his cock erupted inside her, I felt Eric begin to climax at the exact same moment. The two men filled us with their seed simultaneously.

We all dressed ourselves and the guys readied the boat to return to shore. I took a moment to make sure Chris was still okay, and when I gave him a kiss on the cheek, I let him know that I hadn’t forgotten about him.

“You can have me all to yourself tonight,” I whispered to him. “I want to be yours now.”

Chris looked at me for a moment. I hadn’t meant it to be a deep statement, but I could see it caught him off guard. I was about to correct myself when he grabbed me and kissed me in a way that I hadn’t felt in a long time. It wasn’t just the passing kiss of a guy who wants to fuck you again. It felt like there was more to it, and a part of me didn’t want to argue with that. That part of me couldn’t wait to get back to the tent with him.

We all returned to camp to enjoy a few beers around the fire, but there was still that sexual tension in the air. I was eager to get to bed with Chris, and I could tell that Eric was eager to reclaim his wife. Tara had other plans, though.

“Are you staying with Chris tonight?” she asked me when we had a moment alone.

“Yeah, why?” I asked.

“I just asked Eric if Mike and I could spend the night alone together in the camper,” she said. “We’ve fucked a bunch of times, but always with someone watching us. This is our last night out here, and we were hoping to maybe get a little time alone. Eric said I could, but he wanted to know if he could use your tent so he can at least listen to us. I was hoping you two could go up to his site and stay in his tent.”

I had no problem with that plan, as long as I got to spend my last night with Chris. I felt a little sorry for Eric, but I reminded myself that this was a one-time thing. As soon as we returned to the real world, he would have every opportunity to enjoy his wife’s sexual attention.

“Absolutely,” I replied.

Chris and I finished our drinks and decided to head to bed a little early. As we headed out, I stopped to give Eric another quick peck on the cheek. Tonight, he would be the odd man out, but he still had a cheery disposition about it. Perhaps he had discovered that he could find equal enjoyment in being both a dominant lover and a submissive cuckold.

Chris made love to me all night long, and I fell asleep with a smile on my face and happiness in my heart. Somehow, this stranger had become really important to me in a matter of days, and all while surrounded by these crazy sexual machinations. It spoke a lot to both his feelings for me and the strength of his character that he could see me through all the noise.

We left camp pretty early the next morning. That week would forever change our lives, but it also set the dynamic for our relationships for years to come. The five of us would go on to be a very unique group of friends, with some interesting benefits thrown in there.

Chris and I stayed in touch. What I had once thought would be a weekend fling developed into a romance, and eventually into marriage. We are far from monogamous, though.

Tara and Eric are still happily married. She still enjoys watching him with other women, although I’m usually the other woman most of the time. As much as I love my husband, Eric is a very capable lover, and he’s often better at getting me off than the man I married. Any time I’m craving a little fun, I can call him up and he will swing in to give me a mind blowing orgasm.

Chris doesn’t mind. He discovered that he’s very happy being a cuckold. Most of the time he is there to watch it all unfold, but he still gets all of the details when he’s not. I’ve even asked Eric to help me make videos for him, which seems to be his favorite birthday present each year.

Eric has also embraced his latent cuckold nature. Tara doesn’t often sleep with other men, with one exception. Any time Mike calls her, she is there to satisfy him. They usually let Eric watch.

On the rare occasion when Tara isn’t available, Mike will sometimes call me. It might sound far-fetched, but he was there the first time I slept with my husband, so I don’t mind helping him out. He was even the best man at my wedding, where he got to sleep with both the maid of honor and the bride. It was a special occasion, after all.

Tara and I have continued to share a special relationship, both as friends and lovers. It turns out she had a crush on me since we were in college together, and I had no idea until that weekend. We occasionally enjoy a nice quiet night to ourselves, and our girl’s weekend getaways are a little out of the ordinary.

Not many people can say that they have four different lovers, but then again, most people don’t feel as much love as I do on a daily basis.
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Anya walked into the quiet downtown bar and took an empty seat. The bartender was in front of her moments later, pouring a healthy glass of white wine to calm her nerves before her date.

There was really no reason for her to be nervous. Despite the fact that she was a married woman with a loving husband waiting eagerly for her at home, she had been on dozens of first dates over the years. Her husband loved the fact that she was a hotwife, and encouraged her to go out with other men and let the evening go as far as she wanted. He knew she would always return to him when she was done, and her naughty behavior made him even more attentive when he would retake her at the end of the night.

This time was a little different, though. This wasn’t exactly a first date. Anya was meeting with an old friend from college named Steve. They hadn’t seen each other in almost ten years, but she clearly remembered him being quite a hunk. When he messaged her a few weeks ago to let her know he would be in town, she readily accepted his invitation to grab dinner and catch up. In fact, she was hopeful that she could get an invitation back to his room after a few drinks. She had shaved herself baby smooth, squeezed into her tightest little black dress, and curled her long blonde hair into sexy, cascading curls.

The bar they had chosen was a sexy place in the heart of downtown, with dim lighting and a wide array of wines. As Anya savored her first glass, she realized there was a guy sitting a few seats down from her looking solidly in her direction. When she made eye contact with him, it took her a moment to recognize him. That was when her heart sank.

The guy watching her was indeed Steve, the man she had known at college, but he looked quite different that he had looked back then. His hairline had completely receded, leaving a perfectly smooth top surrounded by a bushy ring of hair. His teeth had grown crooked over time, his skin was sallow, and his face was covered with a scruffy, uneven beard.

“Anya, is that you?” he asked, getting up and gathering his coat to move closer.

“Steve! How are you?” she replied with an affable smile, hiding her shock.

He gave her a hug, and his potent cologne almost made her eyes water. It was in that moment that she knew there was no way she was going back to this man’s hotel room.

Despite her physical repulsion, Anya remained polite and friendly. In fact, she had a great time catching up on everything that had happened to them since the old days, and reminiscing on stories of their glory days. They ordered a full bottle of wine to split, but even the alcohol wasn’t enough to convince her to sleep with him.

After a few hours, their conversation wound down. Anya didn’t feel ready to go home yet, but she felt done with Steve, so she decided to plan her exit.

“I should probably get going,” she said, pulling out some money.

“Me, too,” Steve agreed. “I have a big meeting in the morning. It was great seeing you, though! Here, let me take care of the bill.”

Anya smiled politely and thanked him. They walked to the door together, where she paused.

“I’m going to use the ladies room before I head home,” she said.

“Okay, I’m going to get going. Thank you again for coming out!”

He gave her a polite hug, and didn’t push for anything more, not even a kiss on the cheek. As she turned toward the bathroom, she felt a moment of relief.

When Anya emerged a short time later, there was no sign of Steve. She looked around, and decided she could stay for one more glass before she headed back to the suburbs. The bartender served her another, and she pulled out her phone to text her husband.

“Tonight was a bust,” she said. “I’m going to have one more drink before I head home.”

“Sorry to hear that, babe,” he responded. “Hopefully I can put a smile on your face anyway when you get here. Drive safe.”

“You always put a smile on my face, honey,” she replied with a happy smile. “See you soon.”

As she was putting her phone down, the restaurant host was walking by and saw her all alone. He was a very bulky man, with powerful shoulders and a thick neck, dressed to the nines in a finely tailored suit with a light pink tie that was somehow masculine on him. He looked a little older than her, perhaps in his mid-thirties, except for the peppering of grey in his thick black hair. She hadn’t noticed him before that moment, but apparently he had seen her.

“Your date left you behind?” he asked incredulously, pausing behind the chair next to hers. “Is he crazy?”

Anya giggled and blushed, feeling the wine.

“I let him go,” she admitted. “He wasn’t what I was looking for tonight.”

“Well, that’s too bad,” he said. “Keep your eyes peeled, though. A beautiful young woman like yourself will have plenty of men to choose from.”

“Young?” Anya said impishly. “How old do you think I am?”

“I know better than to answer that question, but I’m sure you can’t be past your mid-twenties.”

Anya couldn’t tell if he was serious or just flattering her, but she was enjoying the attention.

“I’ll be 32 in a few months,” she said.

“Oh, you’re still just a baby,” he said, waving her off. “I just turned fifty last month. I could be your father!”

“No way!” Anya snapped back. It was her turn to be shocked.

“I am, indeed. Working out and eating well keeps me looking young. I probably have some pretty good genes, too.”

“Well, you look amazing for your age,” she admitting, letting her eyes look him up and down.

“Be careful,” he joked back. “With a look like that, a guy might start to think he’s what you’re looking for!”

Anya broke out in a giggle, but before she could respond, he had to head back to the podium to seat a couple that had just walked in. Over the course of the next hour, however, he returned several times, leaving her with a smile on her face every single time.

She learned his name was Derek, and that he was single and lived in an apartment nearby, right in the heart of downtown. Perhaps tonight wouldn’t be a total loss.

“What time do you get off work?” she asked him after several passes. “Maybe you can join me for a drink?”

Derek smiled at her forward offer, and then glanced at his watch.

“The restaurant side closes in fifteen minutes, but I think they will be closing the bar, too. I have an amazing Chardonnay back at my place that I think you would love, if you’d care to join me?”

He raised his eyebrows expectantly, and it was clear that they were both thinking the same thing.

“I would love that,” Anya beamed back.

Derek disappeared again to wrap up for the night, while she returned to her phone to update her husband.

“Change of plans,” she messaged him. “I met a guy who wants to take me to his place, so I will be home later. I will wake you up if you’re asleep when I get there.”

“Okay,” he replied. “Have fun and be safe, my love. I can’t wait to feel you in my arms again. I love you!”

“I love you, too!” she replied, then tucked her phone away in her purse so she could finish off her last glass.

It took Derek a little longer to finish up his work, but it was less than a half hour before they stepped outside on the way to his place. They talked as they meandered down the street, laughing and giggling in the cool night air. Derek moves closer to her, and she let him take her hand as the attraction between them grew stronger.

Anya was pleasantly surprised when he turned into the lobby of a beautiful high rise just off the park in the center of town. The interior of the lobby of the building looked plush and luxurious. They stepped onto the elevator and he punched the button for the 25th floor.

As the doors closed and they stated their trip upward, they grew silent for a moment. That was when Anya realized why the sexual tension between them felt different than her previous experiences. Derek was twenty years older than her, and that was a first. Most of her studs were younger than her, and a few had been around her age, but never older, and never that drastically older. The thought made her squirm a little, and the feeling in the air grew even stronger.

When the elevator doors opened, Anya looked out on the penthouse apartment, high above the city. The far wall was made of full glass windows with the most amazing view. She stepped slowly toward them, in awe of the beauty of it all, while Derek went to the wet bar to fetch the drunk he had promised her.

“How can a restaurant host afford a place like this?” she asked disbelievingly.

“Oh, I’m not a host,” he said with a smirk as he pulled the cork from a bottle. “It’s cute that you thought that, though. I’m the owner of that restaurant and five others across town. They all do quite well for me.”

Anya narrowed her eyes angrily at him for teasing her, but her own smirk betrayed her amusement.

“So you were holding out on me then,” she said as she approached the windows.

“At least I know you’re here because you like me, and not because you want me for the money.”

Anya shrugged and took the glass he passed to her.

He stood with her near the window, looking out. They stayed there long enough for her to finish her glass of wine while they chatted aimlessly, but with every sip, the tension grew more intense.

“It’s just amazing,” Anya muttered to herself as she looked out over the city.

“So are you,” Derek chimed in behind her.

He stepped closer and slipped his arm around her waist, pulling her body against his. He was strong and controlling, and she liked that in a bull. She tilted her head to offer him her neck, and he leaned down and kissed her skin softly. His touch made her entire body melt. It wasn’t long before one of his hands moved up her body and cupped her breast through the thin fabric of her dress.

Anya set her empty glass done on the table and spun around in his arms to face him. He looked at her with a dreamy air that made her knees weak, so she closed her eyes and kissed him. His fingers flexed, tightening around her body, and she pulled herself up against him as their kiss deepened.

They embraced for a several minutes before Anya pulled back and looked up at him, her eyes smiling. She suddenly felt the urge to make a cheeky comment.

“You know I have a husband at home waiting for me,” she said, wiggling her wedding ring at him.

“If that doesn’t bother you, then why should it bother me?” he replied smoothly.

Anya felt her hormones surge. There was something sexy about a bull that didn’t care that she was a married woman, a man whose desire for her superseded the rules of propriety.

She kissed him again, even more fervently this time. Her pussy was already dripping wet when his hand slid down and squeezed her ass.

It took all of her resolve to pull herself away from his lips, but she wanted more of him. She planted her hands on his chest and pushed him back abruptly, while still staring intently into his eyes.

Anya had fully intended to get fucked tonight, so she had chosen a dress that was easy to remove. A single zipper ran down the entire length of the front, and Derek rubbed his growing bulge as she slowly dragged it downward. The fabric parted a little more with every passing inch until the two halves popped apart and she peeled the whole thing off of her body. She stood proudly in a matching bra and panty set made from black and red lace.

A small clasp between her breasts held the top in place, and she popped it open with one swift movement. The bra fell to the floor, and her pert breasts stood proudly on display for the man she had met just a few hours before.

The outline of Derek’s cock became clearer as he looked her over. She could see him growing right before her eyes, and that made her hunger even more for him. Still wearing her panties, she moved closer to him and dropped to her knees while keeping her eyes securely locked on his.

Anya didn’t reach for his manhood yet, though. She slipped one hand between her legs and pressed firmly on her clit, while the other came up and played with her fleshy breast.

Derek looked down at her and knew exactly what she wanted. He unbuckled his belt and lowered the zipper. His thumbs hooked into the waistband of his boxers and he pulled them down while his pants remained hooked on his hips. His entire suit stayed in place except for the thick member that he dragged out from its hiding place.

Anya smiled gleefully and pinched her nipple. His cock was a little above average, but it was thick and meaty. Girth was much more important to her than length, so the sight added to her arousal.

Without a word, she leaned forward and took it in her hand, then slid her lips around the purple head. She could feel it throb in her mouth, and she moaned hungrily as soon as she tasted him.

Derek sighed and placed his hands on the back of her head. He didn’t push her, but cradled her as she served him. It was enough to let her feel his strength without feeling controlled.

Anya placed her hands on his thighs and focused on sucking his cock with just her mouth. She could feel the silkiness of his slacks under her fingers. There was something erotic about being almost completely naked in front of a man who was almost completely clothed. When she finally moved her left hand up and gripped the base of his shaft, she could also feel the pressure of her wedding ring pressing into the flesh of his cock. This night just seemed to get hotter with every passing second.

Derek must have felt the same way, because he wasn’t content to just let her suck him. He pulled her to her feet, then scooped her up in his arms to carry her into the bedroom.

Her bull tossed her onto the bed, then quickly removed the rest of his suit. Anya writhed around on the bed as she touched herself, both teasing him and preparing herself. When he finally climbed onto the bed and crawled between her legs, she was dripping wet.

His tongue grazed the outer lips of her pussy lightly. Most men were unable to eat her pussy with the same enthusiasm with her husband, but she had the momentary thought that an older, more experienced man might have something to offer her. She spread her legs wider and let him savor her smoothly shaved labia.

Her assumption turned out to be correct. Derek’s tongue moved in a way that gave even her husband strong competition. He didn’t rush like most men tended to do, instead traveling in a slow, looping figure-eight that danced around her clitoris. After every third or fourth loop, he would slide lazily across her delicate button and draw a deep moan out of her. It felt like pure heaven.

His tongue left her slit and she felt his lips kissing their way up her body, first on her belly, and then between her breasts. When he reached her collarbone, her breathing deepened in anticipation. Then his lips were on hers and they kissed passionately.

Anya felt the head of his cock brush across her pussy. Whenever she was with a stranger or someone she wasn’t very familiar with, she would typically ask them to wear a condom. Considering Derek’s age and experience, it probably would have been a wise choice. The only problem was that she hadn’t brought any, because the man she had intended to sleep with was someone familiar to her. Now she was in a stranger’s bed, ready to give herself to him. She could have asked him if he had his own supply, but his skilled cunnilingus had put her in a mood to be as naughty as possible.

“Fuck me,” she pleaded when he finally broke from the kiss.

“What about your husband?” he asked with a sly grin, turning her own words back on her.

“He can have his hand tonight,” she beamed back. “My pussy belongs to you.”

Derek kissed her again and drove his hips forward, sinking his cock into her wetness.

Anya’s entire body tensed as she felt him fill her pussy. His cock, thicker and longer than her husband’s, stretched her pussy in ways that only the best lovers could. His first thrust had been abrupt, but he immediately changed to a slow, gentle pace that loosened her up and made her body melt into the sheets below her. It was such an exquisite feeling.

Derek was a big man. Instead of lowering himself onto her, he held himself up on his knuckles as if he was doing a push-up. His upper body would occasionally brush against her breasts when he leaned down to kiss her, but she spent most of the time appreciating his godly form. She could never have imagined that his tailored suit was hiding such a perfect physique.

Their bodies moved together in perfect synergy. He would push into her just as her hips rose to meet him, then grind his body against hers to press his cock even deeper inside. Anya moaned helplessly, lost in the sensation of his body. His experience showed in every little movement he made.

Derek grabbed one of her legs and rolled her onto her side, all while keeping his length inside her. His cock found new erogenous zones that she had long forgotten about, and it was enough to bring her to the brink of orgasm. When his hand reached out and squeezed her breast firmly, that carried her over the edge.

Derek slowed down to let her feel her climax. He pressed himself firmly inside and held himself there for a moment as she erupted in a powerful orgasm. As the wave subsided, he pulled out and fell onto the bed to let her catch her breath.

Anya wasn’t done that easily, though. She moved quickly across the bed and sank her mouth down onto his cock, tasting her own sweet juices on his flesh. It took just a couple strokes to clean him off, and then she swung her legs over his lap and lowered herself onto his erection.

With the help of gravity, Derek’s cock once again pressed into those deep, dark places. If only her husband’s cock was a little bigger, then she wouldn’t have to be such a whore for other men. Luckily for her, her husband loved the fact that she was in another man’s bed. When she got home, he was going to reclaim her with the zealous desire of a cuckold, fueled by his own jealousy and angst. .

Anya could feel her breasts bounce as she rode her lover. Her moans were growing louder again, and she could feel a second climax approaching. She planted her hands firmly on his chest, and as her fingers curled, her nails dug into the hard flesh covering his powerful muscles.

Her swelling orgasm made Anya press herself down onto him even harder, grinding her pelvis against him forcefully. Derek’s strong hands gripped her waist and guided her movements with an indomitable control. The combination lit her body on fire, and she cried out as the hormones surged through her like a tsunami.

In a flash, the feeling was gone and she fell limply on top of her lover. Derek wasn’t finished with her, but he gave her another moment to catch her breath. Then he guided her down onto the bed and onto her belly.

Once again he climbed into his push-up position, but this time with her facing away from him. Her cute little bubble butt stuck up in the air, and he moved behind her to guide his cock into the crevasse where her thighs came together. It took him a moment to find her opening, but then he was once again inside her pussy with his massive manhood.

As soon as he was behind her, plunging into her with long, languid strokes, his demeanor changed. Anya had gotten hers, and now it was his turn. He grabbed her hair and pulled her head back, then leaned in close.

“Does my cock feel better than your husband’s?” he growled in her ear as his pace quickened.

“Yes,” she panted. “So much better. He’s half the man you are.”

Derek let out a triumphant cackle, and then his tone changed again.

“Your poor husband is probably at home, playing with his little dick and thinking that his wife loves him so much that she will fuck other men to make him happy. You and I both know the truth, though. You call yourself a hotwife,” he said, sneering the last word, “but you’re just another dirty whore.”

His body was slamming against her so forcefully that she couldn’t respond. He wasn’t done, though.

“You think you’re different from those other women because your husband says it’s okay, but we both know that doesn’t matter. If he told you to stop, you’d still be fucking other men, because that’s what whores do. You’re just one of the ones lucky enough to have a husband who gives you his blessing to be a slut.”

Anya wanted to argue, to tell him he was wrong. His words made her blood boil, and for a moment, she considered pushing him off and telling him to stop. But then she realized that she had never felt so wet in her entire life.

He was right. It had been her husband’s idea to let her see other men, but she didn’t argue. It sounded exciting. And even though she always told him that she would stop if he ever changed his mind, she knew that was a lie. She needed other men now. She needed to feel a real cock in her from time to time. As much as she loved Paul, she knew she would end up cheating on him if he ever told her to stop seeing other guys.

None of her bulls had ever spoken to her like that. Most men were appreciative of having the chance to be intimate with her, but Derek wasn’t like all of those other men. To him, she was just a fucktoy to use and throw away at the end of the night. She was just a notch on his bedpost, and for some reason, that turned her on more.

Derek’s cock grew harder inside her, and she knew what was about to happen before he even said it.

“I’m going to send you home to your dear little hubby with a present, just like I do with all of the other dirty whores who end up in my bed.”

Anya pictured the countless women that had been in her exact position, lying on his bed as his bare cock fucked them. Maybe some of them had husbands waiting eagerly at home, and others had husbands who were completely oblivious to their bride’s wanton behavior, but in the end, they were all the same. They were just women who wanted to feel the satisfaction of being fucked and owned by a powerful bull with a big cock.

Derek’s cock exploded forcefully inside her. She could feel his cum spurting out and spreading toward her womb. It was enough to ignite her own explosion, as she erupted in yet another orgasm under the forceful pressure of his body.

Derek rolled to the side and his cock disappeared from inside her. Anya struggled to catch her breath, panting loudly into the sheets. The two of them lounged next to each other for a few minutes, but Anya didn’t want to stay too long. Paul was waiting for her at home, and Derek had no use for her now that she had served her purpose. She slid off the bed and headed to the living room to collect her clothes.

Anya scooped up her dress off the ground and was sorting out which side was in and which was out, when she looked out the expansive windows and noticed someone watching her.

Derek’s apartment was on the top floor of his building, but there were several buildings that reached almost as high as his. In one of those buildings, she could see a well dressed gentleman standing in his living room, looking up at her.

Anya was still stark naked, but she felt no shame. Plenty of men had seen her naked, and having a stranger admire her was actually one of her turn-ons. She slipped the dress onto her body, but paused before zipping up the front. The stranger didn’t look away, and when he realized she knew he was watching her, he became bolder. He pulled his hand from his pocket and grabbed his crotch, massaging a growing erection through his pants.

Anya mirrored his motion by letting one of her hands slide down between her legs.  Her pussy lips were swollen and tender, and when she pressed her fingers into the folds slightly, she could feel the warm, slippery sensation of Derek’s cum dripping out of her pussy. With her free hand, she pulled her dress off of her breast and hooked it to the side so he could appreciate her body better.

For a moment, Anya completely forgot the fact that she was in another person’s home. She was still rubbing herself when she heard footsteps coming toward her from the bedroom. She looked back and saw Derek walking toward her, still completely naked with his half-hard cock swinging back and forth.

As he came up behind her, his eyes looked out and saw the stranger across the way. The other man pulled his hand back for a second, but Derek just smirked and reached down between her thighs. His hand displaced hers, and he began kissing her neck as he touched her.

With his hands on her body, Anya removed her dress again to let the spectator see all of her. The stranger smiled at her. Once it was clear that they wanted him to watch, he became much bolder. He casually unzipped his pants and pulled out a cock that was below average.

Anya didn’t care about his size. She just loved the fact that she was teasing a stranger. For a moment, she imagined that the stranger was her husband, watching another man touch her. That was enough to fuel her lust.

“Bend over,” Derek growled at her.

Anya bent forward and placed her hands on the glass window, pushing her ass out behind her. Derek was still hard, and his cock glided easily through the dripping mess of her pussy. The stranger was stroking his own cock in rhythm with her lover’s thrusts, probably imagining himself in Derek’s place behind her.

Derek’s hands held her firmly, but as he became more forceful in her thrusts, he needed a better grip. He reached out and grabbed her hair, then yanked her body back until his cock reached those depths that she loved so much. As his strong, dominant personality resurfaced, every stroke carried her closer to orgasm.

Anya opened her eyes and watched the man across the street. His face was tense, and she knew he was close to his own orgasm. He slowed down for a moment, and then suddenly his cock began firing strings of thick cum across the floor in front of him. Behind her, Derek laughed at the other man’s rapid finish. It wasn’t long before he was close to finishing himself, though.

“Cum on me,” Anya whimpered as her fingers clawed at the glass. “Send me home to my husband with your seed all over me.”

Derek pulled his cock out of her and pushed her roughly to the ground. Anya got onto her knees in front of him while he stroked his cock rapidly. Moments later, his own thick seed launched across her body, landing on her neck and breasts before rubbing down her body.

Anya felt like a total whore, but she loved it. She had given in to her every desire tonight, and more than anything, she felt naughty and sexy. Derek had taken control of her, but she had given him that power. It was her decision.

Her host grabbed a towel and let her wipe herself down. As she slipped her dress on, she glanced over and saw the stranger was gone. He had played his role and enjoyed the show, but it was time for both of them to move on with their evening.

With a final peck on the cheek, Anya quickly hurried out the front door. She could smell the fresh scent of semen on her body, but she didn’t mind smelling like sex. It would be a nice gift for her doting husband when she got home.

She stepped into the elevator and smiled happily to herself. She couldn’t wait to see her husband when she got home. As much as she loved strange men and their thick cocks, having her cuckold at home was the cherry on the sundae.

She loved being a hotwife.
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