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Chapter 1

I stepped over an exposed root and braced my hand against a tree. Maya navigated her way through the underbrush with calm confidence, never looking back to check on me. If I stayed here, she would be miles ahead before she realized I was missing.

I was losing her, in more ways than one, and it’s all my fault. I know that. My hope is that this week away from the hospital and all my unreasonable responsibilities will provide us with a chance to reconnect. I was offered an administrative role at the hospital, which would mean a huge reduction in my hours worked. I told Maya, thinking she’d be impressed, but when I mentioned I intended to decline their offer she got quiet. Real quiet. For days. I sensed her spirit fade. I sensed her giving up. I needed to do something, right now, or there may be no hope for us.

Hence, a week at the cabin.

I love my wife, Maya, with all my heart, but I have allowed my career to trample that relationship to the point where it feels like we barely know each other anymore. She has detached from me, and rightfully so. I married her, but for the last six years or so I’ve been married to my vocation. What’s the point of being a world-renowned cardiothoracic surgeon if it costs you everything you hold dear? What’s the point of saving other lives if it costs you your own? I have gone weeks without even acknowledging her. We move through our lives and our home like strangers. We don’t fight and yell at each other but maybe we should. Maybe that would at least be a display of passion. Sadly, the passion in my life has died. No, that’s not accurate. The truth is I have passion only for my profession, and honestly, that’s no way to live. Life is about joy and connections to others. It’s about the people you love and the times you share. I’m saving all these lives, and the people are so intensely grateful because they have connections which I do not. I need to get connections like that for myself.

I pushed off the tree and started hiking again. This cabin I reserved is far off the grid. No television, no cell phones, no electricity at all. Just me and Maya for one week. I have one week to save my marriage and save my life.

A deep rumble from far away brought my head up. Maya turned to say something and noticed how far I’d fallen behind. She pivoted to come back to me. I watched her walk, poised and balanced, strong and coordinated. She somehow managed to look graceful while clambering over rocks and roots.

“Thunder?” she said once she was close enough. “Or gunshots? Maybe someone’s blasting not too far away?”

“I vote thunder,” I said.

“Did you check the weather reports for this region before you made the reservation?”

“I can’t say that I did. I had too many other things to do.”

She sighed. Her shoulders sagged.

“David.”

That was all she needed to say. Just my name. That word carried all the disappointment she wanted to convey. This trip had been my idea, and I’d refused all her offers to help, believing I needed to show her I cared about her by handling every detail. My mistake was not realizing I’d missed yet another opportunity to do something as a couple and show my wife I trusted her at the same time. Someday I’ll get the hang of what it means to be interdependent. We start life dependent on others, and then we learn to stand on our own as independent individuals. But there’s a third stage, and interdependent stage, where you let your guard down and let someone else truly into your life, where you share things, rely on each other, and learn to trust.

I’ve yet to master that one.

Maya tried to see the dark clouds through the dense tree cover. She made a sour face.

“Not good,” she said. “Let’s hope the coming storm misses us.”

Storm? What storm?

“Let’s hurry,” she suggested. “These packs will only get heavier.”

She turned and hurried through the trees, setting a pace I struggled to match. We angled down the hillside and picked up an overgrown trail. We followed the river, which already looked to be rising from rain falling higher in the mountains.

A flash of light and a crack of thunder almost knocked me off my feet.

“Shit,” Maya said, doubling her pace.

Rain began to fall. Then it rained harder. Then, some sky-fucker upended a bathtub and dumped a constant deluge on our heads.

“There it is,” Maya shouted, wiping water from her face and pointing at a dark log cabin. “Just in time.”

Just in time?

I felt the proper moment was long past, like before we got soaked down to our bones. We hurried across a narrow wooden bridge and soon reached the cabin. We discovered the front door unlocked, which surprised me. A colleague had offered me this get-away spot at no charge, but he was a stickler for detail. An unlocked door was not his style.

We entered, leaving out packs on the sheltered porch, and stamped the water off our bodies. We looked around. Dusty, unused for years, with cobwebs linking some of the kerosene lamps to the walls. I noticed a bare spot in the dust at my feet. The floorboards creaked when I walked on them and the air felt like it hadn’t moved in years. I opened a few windows despite the storm outside but instantly regretted it. The winds whipped through stirring up dust. Maya sneezed and I quickly closed the windows again.

“Let’s unpack,” she said. “I’d like to change into dry clothes.”

She grabbed her pack off the porch and headed for one of the back bedrooms. I moved around the front room cleaning and straightening. Maya soon remerged, dressed in baggy sweatpants and sweatshirt. I grabbed my pack and moved to the bedroom to do the same.

Outside, the storm seemed to double in strength.


Chapter 2

I lit a fire in the big brick fireplace and Maya pulled her latest book and started to read. I unpacked all our gear, checking the cupboards and the propane feed. The wind howled through the tiny gaps around the windows, filling the cabin with a concert of varying whistles. The storm doubled again and Maya raised her head out of her book.

“I hope the roof stays on,” she said.

I turned my eyes upward.

“It’s lasted this long,” I answered. “Why not a little longer?”

Darkness was falling so I lit a lamp and dragged out some patient files. I began to read too. I think an hour passed but it may have been two or even more. I hated doing this to us, but the benefit would be that when I returned, I would have more insight into the surgeries scheduled in my absence.  I promised myself that I wouldn’t let it ruin my time with Maya but the weight I carry for the lives of those who look to me to restore their health, or even save their life, is as addictive as it is damning. My note making is intensive and can consume my whole being. I worry about my patients. Too much, perhaps.

I looked up and discovered Maya had left the couch and entered the small kitchen area to prepare a cup of hot chocolate. I smelled the cocoa powder from where I sat thanks to all the air current moving around.

“Make me one?” I asked.

“Too late,” she said. “I’m finished in here. You should have answered when I asked you earlier.”

“You asked if I wanted a hot chocolate?”

She nodded, her expression mildly frustrated.

“Yup,” she said. “Three times I asked. No answer.”

“Sorry. I was focused on patients.”

“Well, they need you.”

“Thanks for understanding.”

She left the kitchen and sat, sipping her cocoa and reading again.

The loud thump at the door made us both jump. She stood and I did too.

“What was that?” she asked.

“I don’t know. Let me check.”

“Be careful, David. What if it’s a bear?”

“Probably just a branch or something caught by the wind and hitting the door. Maybe a bird.”

“Right.”

I approached carefully, trying to use the window first to see but it was already too dark outside.

“Hello!” a voice called out. “I’m freezing out here. Can you help me?”

I looked at Maya. Concern etched lines into her forehead. She hated the idea of opening the door to a stranger, but she also hated the idea of turning her back on someone in need. I opened the door.

He was younger than us, early twenties maybe, with a weird Van Gogh cut to his closely trimmed beard. His blonde hair, plastered to his head by the rain, was as soaked as the rest of him. He wore shorts and sandals and a tank top and stood there dripping and shivering on our porch. The outside temperature had dropped like an anvil off a cliff. The wind whipped around, gusting under my shirt and raising goose bumps.

“Invite him in,” Maya said, standing right next to me. I never noticed she approached. “I’ll grab a blanket.”

I stepped aside.

“I’m David,” I said, extending my hand.

“The— Theo,” he answered, shivering uncontrollably as he entered. “I just went out for a little walk in the woods. Then I got turned around. This storm caught me totally unprepared, like usual.”

We shook hands. Maya approached holding a blanket spread wide and she wrapped Theo, but he still trembled wildly.

“You need to get out of those wet clothes,” she said. “You’re soaked to the bone. David, throw another log on the fire. Theo, come with me.”

The young man gathered the blanket around him and followed my wife down the short hall. She guided him to the small bathroom.

“Get inside and peel those clothes off. I’ll bring you some of my husband’s things to put on. They might be a little big on you.”

Theo tried to thank her, but his teeth were chattering too much. She shoved him inside and turned to me.

“You have some sweats he can have?”

“Of course,” I said.

I moved around her on the way to the bedroom. She followed and stayed behind while I took Theo sweatpants and shirt. I knocked and told him it was David and he opened the door halfway. He’d stripped and stood naked with the blanket around his feet. I stuck my arm inside and he turned to take the clothing, and I saw all the way down the front of him. He was skinny and pale, with ribs showing, and he had several tattoos on his chest of sea turtles, like a mama and her babies. His abs were concave, but what stood out to me, what drew my eye the most, was his penis. He was too long and fat for his body and looked strangely disproportionate. Same for his scrotum: a large pouch carrying twin chicken eggs.

“Thank you,” he stammered.

“No worries.”

I handed off the clothing and closed the door. I returned to the bedroom.

“He needs to stay with us,” Maya said. “He’ll die out there.”

I nodded, distracted by what I’d seen. I felt like I should tell her, but I also felt like that would be weird.

“He has turtle tattoos on his chest,” I said, leaving the rest unsaid.

She nodded. We heard the bathroom door open and went out to meet him properly. Maya made him some hot chocolate and sat him by the fire. My clothes were too big for him but even so the sweatpants frequently outlined his large penis. I doubted Maya noticed. I only did because I knew where to look.

Theo told us he was a musician, guitar and piano, and played in a folk band called The Sprinkles.

“The band name was not my idea,” he quickly added. “I wanted Good Tunes. I went for a stroll in the forest to reconnect to nature and got lost. The storm caught me unaware. I saw your light at the last minute and made my way towards it. I’d just about given up hope. I was prepared to sleep under a log and pray I did not get eaten. The river is rising fast. You guys are probably safe here, being on a big island delta and all.”

“What do you mean?” Maya asked. “Safe from what?”

“I’m no nature expert, but you now have the river on both sides of this cabin. It keeps raining. In fact, it’s raining harder and harder. Pretty soon the water will be too fast and too deep to cross. It probably already is. We will be cut off, with water on all sides. We are stuck here until the rain stops and the river drops low enough.”

Maya and I looked at each other.

“We’re stuck for a while. I came this direction because I was forced to come this direction. The island we’re on is big. Really big.”

This was not the vacation I planned. How can Maya and I reconnect with a stranger living with us? I’d looked at the map a million times while planning this getaway and I knew exactly what Theo was describing, I just never thought we’d get hit by such a storm as this.

“Well,” Maya said, smiling. “I guess we got a new roommate. You hungry? We packed enough food to share.”

“Starved. Are you sure?”

“Absolutely. Come with me.”


Chapter 3

Theo followed Maya into the kitchen area. My eyes were drawn to the outline of his cock, a little bigger than before. My sweats worked wonders on the man, showing off the goods like he was posing for a centerfold. Was Maya turning him on? Did he find my wife attractive? I leaned back to watch them go through the various meals we’d brought with us, cans of this and that, freeze-dried packets. They were laughing and joking about the pros and cons of each flavor. I envied his instant connection to her. They chatted like old friends. I tried to put myself in his shoes, looking at Maya the way he saw her. All I saw was my wife of many years.

They decided on a meal and Maya lit the propane stove. They continued talking as my wife prepared his food. They returned to the living area to eat, and I noticed the bulge at his crotch was even bigger, running several inches down his inner thigh, almost stiff. They sat across from me, and we all talked about our lives and what we did for a living.

A hard knock at the door scared the shit out of all of us.

I got up to answer it.

Two more men stood on our porch, water running off in sheets. One was black and about our age, squared shoulders and stiff posture like he was a cop or ex-military, and the other looked Hispanic. He had an expensive-looking camera hanging around his neck which he had managed to keep mostly dry at the expense of his coat. Both men were drenched and freezing.

“Come in,” I quickly said. “Welcome. I’m David. The woman over there is my wife, Maya.”

The men shook off the rain and then stepped inside and. The black man stuck out his hand.

“Marcus,” he said.

“Santiago,” said the other, doing the same. “But call me Santi.”

I shook their hands and quickly learned that they did not know each other. Marcus was a hospital administrator on his way to a conference when lightning split a tree in front of him and forced him off the road. His car got stuck in the mud, so he set out on foot, quickly got turned around, crossed the same bridge we did, and then wandered until he saw our light. Santi had planned his trip carefully, determined to photograph some of the rare birds in the area but he was surprised by the storm too. He also saw our light in the forest.

“You saved me,” he said, breathless.

I ushered them inside and closed the door against the whipping wind and pounding rain. The outside temperature had to be close to freezing. Maya and Theo were on their feet and moved closer to welcome our new guests. The last hope I had that Maya and I could connect on this trip, died. The men walked around the furniture to shake hands and say hello, but Santi stopped right in front of Maya, looking starstruck.

“You are lovely,” he said. “I mean, really lovely. What a pleasant surprise. Your eyes and cheekbones belong on magazine covers. Do you model?”

Maya turned bashful.

“No.”

“Well, you should. May I take your photograph?”

His request caught Maya by surprise. My wife backed away a step.

“Truly beautiful,” Santi continued, his Spanish accent slowly charming Maya. “I’m sorry if I embarrassed you. I am a passionate artist. I sometimes act before I think.”

“It’s all right,” my wife said. “Go ahead.”

He lifted his camera, popped the lens cap, and focused on her face.

“You are gorgeous, Señora,” he said. “No makeup. Such natural beauty.”

Maya blushed. Santi snapped several pictures and then lowered the camera, running his eyes appreciatively over her body. There wasn’t much to see given her baggy clothing, but he made his appraisal anyway. Maya turned away. Marcus asked what I did for a living and we launched into a long conversation about the American healthcare system and all the problems with it. By the time we finished I noticed everyone was seated and Maya had them all covered in blankets and drinking hot cocoa.

“Sorry,” I said, for neglecting my wife.

She shrugged.

“We were just discussing sleeping arrangements since we are going to be here for a while.” A loud boom and rumbling thunder punctuated her sentence. We all jumped. “There are bedrooms enough for everyone,” she continued. “We have enough food to last for days, although if our entrapment goes on too long, we will need to ration how much we eat. We won’t starve but we might be hungry in a week.”

There was nodding all around with everyone agreeing to do their part. Santi yawned and Theo followed suit and I suggested we kill the lamp and get some sleep. Everyone agreed. Maya and I headed for bed.

“Sorry for how things turned out,” I said. “I hoped this would be a chance for us to get closer.”

“That’s sweet,” she said. “But we can do that anytime and anywhere. We just have to actually do it.”

We brushed our teeth and got in bed. I killed the light.

“They all seem like decent men,” I said.

“They do. Santi embarrassed me so much, but his response was so genuine I couldn’t say no. Nobody has complimented me like that in a long time.”

“I’m sorry about that, Honey.”

She shrugged in the dark.

“I’m not as young as I used to be,” she said.

“I know Theo finds you attractive too,” I said.

“How can you possibly know that?”

“I saw the proof. He grew a little woody from talking with you.”

“What? No, he did not.”

“He did. It’s true. He has a large penis, so it was easy to notice. I first saw it when I brought him the change of clothes. It started large and then it started to swell while he was talking with you. I think he has a crush on you or something.”

“I don’t believe you.” She rolled over and put her back to me. “How long do you think we’ll be trapped here?”

“A few days, I guess. A day or two for the storm and then another day or two waiting for all the rain falling on the mountains right now to pass us by. Then we can hike back to the car and go home.”

“We should help Marcus get his car out of the mud.”

“True.”

Noise from the front room caught our ear.

“What’s that?” she asked.

“I’ll go find out.”

I pulled on a pair of boxers and returned to the living room. A man stood there, broad shoulders and thick arms. He carried a massive pack on his back and a huge knife strapped to his leg. His floppy hat barely contained his wild black hair. He wore well-worn outdoor gear and stroked his equally bushy beard.

“I sleep here,” he said, his voice deep and gravelly. “Sometimes.”

I made the connection.

“The bare spot,” I said, pointing to the patch at his feet where the dust had been disturbed.

He looked down, not understanding.

“This cabin is always empty,” he said. “I stay here if I’m in the area. I stocked some of the cabinets. It’s a hard rain. I’d like to stay the night.”

I waved him farther inside.

“No problem,” I said. “Get comfortable. There are five of us already, so we’ll be a little cramped. The bedrooms are taken so the only open spot left is on the couch.”

“I sleep on the floor,” he said.

“As you wish.”

“What’s your name?” Maya said, standing close, again sneaking up on me without my noticing.

“Jake,” he replied.

“I’m Maya. This is my husband, David. In the bedrooms are Theo, Marcus, and Santiago. Welcome. We’ll share what we have with you.”

Jake eased his enormous backpack off his shoulders and to the floor, muscular arms rippling.

“Thank you, Maya. Thank you, David. I will do the same, sharing what I have with you. I have plenty for everyone and I can hunt if we need more. This storm is powerful. We’ll need this shelter for three or four days. No one ever comes here.”

“I’m friends with the owner,” I admitted. “It was supposed to be just Maya and myself, but those plans flew out the window when this tempest hit. Have a seat. I’ll answer any questions you have.”


Chapter 4

After a long conversation, we got Jake settled in. The other men heard our voices and left their bedrooms to join us. Everyone shared their story. The time was well after one in the morning when Maya and I finally crawled into bed again. We chatted about our crazy day and how far off the rails our plans had gone. I thought we would simply fall asleep but then I felt her hand gently reach across the bed and touch my thigh. There was no mistaking that signal. I couldn’t even remember the last time Maya and I had sex and despite feeling exhausted, I rolled over and softly kissed her lips.

We both wanted it, but we were tentative and unsure after so much time had passed. I continued kissing her but rolling over and jamming my hard dick inside felt wrong. I hit upon a compromise and began kissing a trail down her body. She quickly figured out what was happening and tried to keep the kissing alive, but I wanted to taste her. As I drew closer to her pussy, she relaxed, accepting what I wanted to do to her.

I kissed all around her sweet slit, slowly moving closer. When my lips touched her labia, she moaned. When the tip of my tongue parted her inner lips and began probing deeper, she gasped and spread her legs, granting me full access. I dove in. It felt so good to hear her make those sounds again. It had been so long. When she sounded ready to orgasm, I drove her to it, delighted to hear her muffled cries, thrilled to feel her writhe beneath my tongue and my roaming hands. I moved higher on the bed and cuddled my wife, allowing her to drift off to sleep after a satisfying climax. I soon followed, slipping into a deep dream.

I awoke what felt like a few hours later and discovered I was alone in bed. I waited, thinking Maya had gotten up to pee. After several minutes I grew concerned and left the bed, donning my boxers again to hunt for my wife. Our room was at the end of the hall, so I stopped at the first room on the right, Theo’s room. I heard voices, one masculine, one feminine. Actually, not voices, more like soft moans. The door was ajar, so I pushed it open less than an inch and pressed my eye to the gap with a surge of anxiety churning my guts. Maya was the only woman in the house. Those feminine moans could only come from her. But why would she be in Theo’s room?

The younger man had his lamp on, casting a golden glow over everything. A book sat face down on the bed. Maya was on her back, her head fallen onto a pillow, her dark hair spilling around her face like ink. Her eyes were closed. Her mouth was open. She was naked, her pajamas discarded on the floor. Her breasts moved with the motion of her body. I realized with a jolt that I couldn't remember the last time I'd seen her breasts. When had I stopped looking? When had the woman I'd once undressed with trembling hands become furniture, become background noise, become someone I passed in the kitchen without really seeing?

Theo, also naked, was between her legs, hips slowly thrusting. He was lean, with wiry muscles that came from carrying musical equipment up and down stairs, from setting up a stage and then breaking it down later. He was beautiful, I guess, but in a way that made me feel my age. I’m admittedly a little soft around the middle, with my hair retreating from my forehead like an army losing faith in its commander.

He withdrew his penis fully to position his knees closer to her, and I saw that he was enormous. The large cock I’d seen earlier had grown and stiffened, turning into a formidable, curved weapon. He pushed the shaft down to place the head at her entrance and sheathed himself in her body. Maya covered her mouth with both hands to silence her moan. I saw the way he moved inside her, the folding of her legs around him, the way her knees gripped his hips as if she needed to anchor herself to Earth. He fucked her leisurely, deliberately, his hips rolling in waves that spoke of self-control, of stamina, of the arrogance of a young man who believes he has all night. He reached the depth of her and moaned, telling her how gorgeous she was.

"Quiet," she whispered, and her voice was thick. "Theo, please, we have to be quiet. The others."

The others. Not: My husband will hear. No, I was lumped in with all the men in this cabin. I was one of them.

"I know," he murmured. “Sorry. You feel amazing.”

She lifted a hand to touch his face tenderly.

“I love the way you look at me,” she whispered.

“You’re so beautiful.”

His voice was different from earlier: deeper, roughened by desire. He leaned down, bracing himself on one arm, and kissed her. I watched my wife open her mouth to him, watched her tongue meet his, and something twisted in my chest that felt like a hand closing around my heart and squeezing. I realized my emotional reaction had been delayed a long time. I had been standing and merely watching another man fuck my wife. Frozen. Incapacitated. Such a response should have been unthinkable, yet here I was, eye pressed to the gap, watching his thick and rampant cock stretch her pussy wide and fill her. Why? Why was I still motionless, allowing it to happen?

I knew why.

I turned away from the awful truth of it, but it arose again.

The truth was, I deserved this.

It was terrible that Maya was cheating on me, but I deserved to have Maya cheating on me. For years and years and years all that I’ve provided this marriage was money, and Maya makes plenty of that on her own. She has never needed mine. I have been so singularly focused on myself and advancing my career, building my reputation as a world-class surgeon, that my wife gradually turned invisible to me. I wanted her to listen when I spoke, but I rarely listened when she did. Even tonight, just hours ago, she tried to make love with me, but I had a different plan and followed it, ignoring what she tried to tell me, ignoring what she tried to show me she needed. She wanted me inside her, but I had a different idea, so I gave her what I wanted her to have instead of giving her what she wanted and needed. She wanted us to make love. I wanted her to orgasm.

Theo withdrew again, his cock in the amber light a great gleaming golden tusk, topped by a flared and tapered head. He moved over her, kissing all over her face and then her mouth.

“You are so beautiful,” he murmured. “I’m sorry I keep saying the same thing over and over, but you are.”

“You can tell me I’m beautiful all you want.”

Maya soaked up his attention like she needed it to live. I gazed at his impossibly stiff and throbbing erection, straining to reach her. That cock symbolized his desire for her. Theo lusted for Maya. I saw his longing personified in the throbbing of his big cock. When had I lost my desire for her like that? When had I stopped seeing her as beautiful? Most men would be furious at the scene before them, but I felt I had no right to be.  This was the punishment I deserved for years of neglecting the woman I love so terribly. Other husbands would have burst through the door, would have shouted, would have demanded explanations and apologies and started a fistfight, serving divorce papers when they got home. I knew I’d do none of that. I couldn't.

I deserved this.

Maya is a beautiful woman and has suffered at my hands for too long. This punishment was fitting. Theo’s hard cock showed me how worthy she was of desire. I caught a glimpse of her the way he saw her. I used his eyes to see her anew. His lust for Maya reawakened mine.

Her skin was flushed rosy gold in the lamplight, her collarbones sharp and elegant, her stomach soft but flat. Her breasts were smooth and tight, peaked with stiff nipples. Theo shifted his hips and pushed inside her again, driving deeper, and her back arched off the bed. A sound escaped her, a whimper, high and desperate. It was a sound that I'd never heard before from her. His thick inches glided through her wet arousal and his big balls drew closer and closer to her puckered sphincter.

I'd forgotten the way her face looked when she was truly aroused, the way her brow furrowed and her lips parted, the way she lost herself in sensation. When had I last tried to get such a sound out of her? We'd become roommates, co-managers of a household, two people who filed taxes jointly and fought about the dishwasher and went to bed at different times to avoid the awkwardness of intimacy neither of us knew how to initiate anymore.

But Theo knew. Theo looked at her like she was art. Theo listened to her like she was music. Theo gazed at her body like she was something to be worshipped.

Now he murmured things I couldn't hear, his lips against her ear, and Maya nodded, her eyes still closed, her hands moving up his back, her nails digging into the wiry muscles there. She was responsive to him in a way that made my mouth run dry. His every slow thrust was met with a roll of her hips. His every kiss was returned with a hunger for more. Every touch was amplified and given back.

At last, the pain arrived. I felt a dagger, sharp and crystalline, pierce my heart. It was physical and emotional, and it made me grip the doorframe to stay upright. This was my wife. My Maya. The girl I'd proposed to all those years ago, who'd cried when I slipped the ring on her finger and said yes before I could even finish the question. The woman who'd held my hand through my father's funeral, who'd believed in and supported my extensive schooling and rigorous training, who’d loved me when I was nobody and nothing and struggling with all my might to become something more, with no guarantees I’d succeed. She was giving herself to someone else. Someone who cared. Someone who saw her with fresh eyes, not as a collection of disappointments and resentments and frustrations. Theo saw her for who she was, uncluttered. Maya wanted to be wanted. Maya wanted to be something special to someone.

My hand moved before my mind caught up. I was hard, achingly, embarrassingly hard. My cock strained against the thin cotton of my boxers. I touched myself through the fabric, just enough to acknowledge the betrayal of my own body, and the sensation was electric, shameful, undeniable.

Theo was speeding up, his control slipping, his hips thrusting with less grace and more need. Maya's head was thrown back now, her neck exposed, sweaty, and vulnerable. Her breasts bounced with the rhythm of their fucking. She was biting her lip hard enough to whiten it, her hands clutching his shoulders.

I saw the moment she started to orgasm. I saw the building tension in her thighs, the flutter of her eyelids, the way her mouth opened in a silent cry. I was rocked to my core. I’d never seen such a sight without being a participant. Now I was a distant spectator, and able to watch the whole of the event, and it was spectacular. Epic. Possibly the most beautifully erotic thing I’ve ever witnessed. Maya clutched at him with desperate need. His pulsating cock was the center of her universe, the source of her pleasure, the author of her release. Every muscle clenched. Her body bowed. Her toes curled and a ragged gasp poured from her throat. 

"Fuck," Theo groaned, and then he was kissing her, swallowing her sounds, their bodies moving together in a collision that seemed to transcend the physical, that looked like connection, like communion, like the thing Maya and I had lost somewhere along the way years ago and couldn't find our way back to.

I watched them fuck. I watched him fuck her, fuck my wife, and I felt my balls tighten. I felt sperm begin to rise. I pressed my forehead against the doorframe and released my penis. Shooting a load would be humiliating. This moment was transcendent. Eye-opening. It was painful yet perfect. I savored my hurt but did not allow it to absolve me.

I stifled a gasp when Theo’s body went rigid and his convulsions became erratic. I was hit by a stunning enlightenment. He was pumping semen into her! Right now! His fat balls contracted over and over as he forced out one hot bucketful after another. His orgasm tore through him with a violence that made my knees weak, that left me gasping against the wood frame. I felt grief and relief and some terrible, exquisite awakening all at once.

Inside the room they moved with a slow rhythm, coming down, whispering things I couldn't hear. Maya snickered: a sound I hadn't heard in months, bright and genuine and happy. Theo said something that made her bashful and made the color rise from her chest to her cheeks. She smacked his ass playfully, and he kissed her shoulder and I saw her melt, saw her soften, saw her become the woman I'd fallen in love with long ago.


Chapter 5

I stepped away from the door. My legs were shaking. The sweat on my back was cooling, uncomfortable, and a physical reminder of my complicity in this moment. I should have felt emasculated and destroyed, and maybe a distant part of me did, but another part of me, the part that was still standing in the dark hallway with my heart hammering and my skin alive with electricity, that part felt something else. Recognition. Desire. The sudden, devastating realization that I could still want her. That I'd never stopped wanting her but had let the wanting get buried under bills and silences and the slow erosion of daily life. That I'd stopped seeing her, I’d stopped trying.

Theo would still be here in the morning, but so would we. Three or four days, in fact. Would they try to have another encounter? I found myself hoping they would. I felt like his lust for her could lead me back to my own forgotten desires, like a surfer riding a wave all the way in.

I returned to the main bedroom on silent feet. I had no idea what I would say to her in the morning. I didn't know if I would confess that I'd seen, that I'd watched, that I'd almost climaxed from the sheer intensity of their mating. I didn't know if we would scream and cry and finally say all the things we'd been avoiding, or if I would simply make her coffee and look at her, really look at her, and hope she saw something new in my eyes, something that matched the hunger I'd seen in Theo's.

But I knew I wouldn't sleep.

I climbed into bed and put my back to the door, helping her to return discreetly and avoid shame. I lay in the dark, staring at the wall, my body still humming with arousal and shame and something that felt dangerously like hope. I thought of Maya's face in his lamplight, the arch of her back, the way she'd bitten her lip to keep from crying out. I thought of the distance between us, the miles of silence and resentment, and I wondered if it was possible to cross that distance, to find my way back to the woman who was currently resting in another man's arms.

I wanted to. God help me, I truly wanted to.

I spent an hour with thoughts whirling in my head like chickens in a tornado. At last, I heard the soft patter of her feet. She was dressed in her pajamas again. I heard the rustle of the satiny material. She lifted the covers and slid underneath, oh so carefully so as not to wake her husband.

Something surged inside me. Some undefined need boiled over. I pretended to turn in my sleep and slid an arm over her. She tensed but then relaxed. I maintained my fake stupor and then, for reasons I do not understand, I kissed her arm and began a sleepy trail of kisses down her body, just like I had hours ago. She tried to stop me, lifting my face in her hands.

“No, Baby,” she murmured. “No, no.”

I ignored her protests. This was a need. Was I extending my punishment? Maybe. But it also felt to me like I was putting her first, after a very long time. I kissed all the way down her body and then pulled her pajama bottoms out of her clutching fingers. She was probably terrified she was about to be exposed, that her infidelity was about to come to light. I did not want to get her in trouble. I wanted to give her pleasure; pleasure stacked on top of what Theo had just given her. I covered her mons with my mouth and pushed my tongue into her salty slipperiness like a small, wiggling cock. She groaned deeply and I was gratified. I found her clit and gently licked and then pushed a finger into her soupy cunt.

Her flooded pussy was marvelous, a testament to her lusty nature and her desire to get what she needed no matter what. She has never seemed sexier. I saw her in an entirely new way. Against Theo I bore no animosity. She came to him in his room. He did what any young man would. No, I held him blameless. He had made no sacred vows to me. It was Maya that did that. Theo had done nothing wrong.

I feasted on my wife. She was now the sexiest woman that had ever lived. Tonight she was certainly the sexiest I’d ever seen her. She squirmed and writhed and feared she’d be caught at any second, until the things I did to her became too pleasurable and she stopped worrying. She grabbed my head and held my mouth against her cheating cunt and ground her pussy on my tongue. She used me and my mouth and when she came, it was thunderous, as stormy and violent as the tempest raging outside. She covered her face with her pillow and howled. I destroyed her.

She was asleep in minutes. I joined her, hugging my wife tightly.


Chapter 6

As the first faint gray light of dawn began to creep through the curtains, I made a decision. I would fight for her, but not in a traditional sense by forbidding her from seeing him, and not by demanding fidelity as if it were a debt she owed me. No. I did not need to come at this from her direction. I needed to come at this from my direction. I was the one with the problem. I was the one that needed to change. This was on me, and I could use Theo to force my change. I would use Theo just like she did to get what she needed. Theo, with his runaway desire for Maya, would guide me back to my desires for her too. I already knew what watching her take cock did to me. I would use that to punch through my marital lethargy and rekindle the fire inside me.

I considered that I might be too late. The thought sat heavy in my chest, like a stone weighing me down. She might already be gone. Physically, she had taken a step away from me when she fucked Theo, but emotionally, she might still be mine. She could still love me even though she fucked him. That was my desperate hope. I sensed Theo was the first time she’d ever crossed the line, so now was the right time to put my plan into motion.

Standing in that doorway, watching my wife be desired, I had remembered how to desire her myself, and that was something. That was a start.

She stirred and rolled over to face me. I kissed her shoulder and acted like I was going to go down on her again. Her eyes grew large. I laughed and she did too. I pulled her close, simply holding her.

“What got into you last night?” she asked, probing by making light conversation.

I shrugged.

“Horny from the hike? I’m not sure. I just knew I had to have you.”

“I wanted to make love.”

“I realized that too late,” I admitted. “Sorry. But the day is young.”

“Not now. There are four other fully awake men in the cabin. They’ll hear us. Too embarrassing.”

“What? Are you worried a line will form?”

Her shocked expression made me laugh. I studied her face and she studied mine. I knew what she was looking for. She hunted for any trace that I was aware of what she’d done. I considered admitting I’d watched her, but some instinct told me now was not the time to reveal what I’d seen. I saw the regret in her eyes. I saw her disappointment in herself, her remorse over a moment of weakness and the breaking of her vows.

“It doesn’t sound as windy outside,” I said, changing the subject and steering her away from her own guilt.

“No, it doesn’t.”

“Maybe we can go outside and survey the damage? See what the storm did to the forest?”

She exhaled long and slow. The awaker she got, the guiltier she felt. I could relieve her of that guilt with a word or drive a sharp stake through heart with the same. I did neither. Despite watching Theo fuck her last night, my emotions were still unsettled on the subject. My full reaction was very slow in coming indeed. I know that meant something, but, like everything else I was feeling, I was unsure what exactly.

“I’ll get dressed,” she said.

“I’ll meet you in the living area with the others. I think I hear them moving around out there.”

“Okay.”

She was meek, crushed by shame. Her movements were lethargic. It took me a moment to realize she was dreading a meeting with Theo again after what they’d done. I left the bed and threw on cargo shorts and a T-shirt and went out to meet the men.

Four shirtless men greeted me. They had breakfast waiting and stood around drinking coffee. Maya joined me and her eyes went a little big when she saw all those bare male torsos.

“Good morning,” Theo beamed, bringing us two cups of coffee.

The other men echoed his hello. I took the cup Theo offered and watched Maya from the corner of my eye, but she avoided looking at Theo. He understood and kept his face blank, handing off Maya’s cup but darting a glance at her T-shirt stretched across her tits. I was sure he enjoyed a flashback to those babies wobbling in his bed as he pumped her.

“I did an outside survey,” Jake said, idly scratching his chest through his chest hair. “The bridge is out and there’s no other way to cross the river. We’ll need to wait for the water to go down.”

We all gave a nod of agreement. I glanced at Maya and found her staring at the man’s chest. He was built by hard labor, rugged and strong. The pack he lugged around looked about eighty pounds, but he handled it with ease. His abs and arms were as hairy as his chest.

Breakfast was freeze-dried eggs, beef jerky, and orange slices. Delicious. Every man there cast sideways glances at Maya whenever the opportunity arose. Even dressed in baggy shorts and a baggy T-shirt, the outlines of her body were unmistakable. Like Theo last night, I tried to see what they saw. I looked at my wife the way other men looked at my wife.

“Are you homeless, Jake?” Marcus asked.

Jake shook his head.

“Not at all. I have a home. I live between Baker peak and the Pacific. I range from the Columbia River to Fort Worden. My home is vast. My home address is always changing. Why do you ask?”

Marcus pointed at the huge backpack leaning against the log cabin wall.

“You’re like a turtle,” he joked. “You carry everything you need on your back. It’s impressive.”

“It sure is,” Maya added.

As each man fell silent, I became acutely aware of the power a woman’s opinion carried in a group of men. If any one of us had uttered that sentence it would have gone unnoticed. Those words from Maya’s mouth carried weight and meaning.

“I’m headed back out to check the river farther upstream,” Jake said. “The flow is too slow and that worries me. The rain is manageable right now and the lighting fair. Who’s coming along?”

“I will,” Maya said.

“Count me in,” I quickly added.

If Maya was headed out into the wilderness with Jake, I was going to be there too. Marcus, Santi, and Theo looked away. Not exactly mountain men.

“Make haste,” Jake said. “This break in the storm may not last. We might be gone overnight.”

Maya and I gathered our hiking gear and met Jake on the front porch.

“Lead the way,” I said. “You know these woods far better than us.”

Jake swung his big pack onto his shoulders and fastened the buckles. I caught the glint of a steel axe head and the jagged edge of a saw blade in a large pocket. Maya and I wore our packs too. He checked our straps and made a few adjustments, which helped a lot, surprisingly, and then he set a fast pace, leaving the cabin behind. He stopped after about a hundred feet and told us to check our compasses. He pointed out a mountain peak on each side of the valley.

“The cabin is south of us,” he said. “If you get lost, use those peaks and your compass as your guide. The river brackets us, which will help steer you right. Just follow it downstream. Just keep moving south and don’t cross the rivers and you’ll find the cabin again.”

“The cabin sits on an island in the middle of the river?” Maya asked.

“Yes, but only when flooded. Normally, the river runs to only one side, the bridge side. Hopefully the waters do not rise any higher. If they do, we may have trouble. We may need to seek higher ground and abandon the cabin to its fate.”

Maya and I looked at each other, worried.

“Let’s get moving,” Jake said.

The man can hike. He slowed because of us, but it was still difficult going, uphill always uphill. He has a Billy goat gene, I think. We clambered over rocks and fallen trees, always checking on the river. We found a game trail for a while but lost it under dense brush. We stopped for water and a snack. Our clothing was plastered to us from the constant mist and rain. I noticed Maya’s dark nipples showed through her shirt and sports bra, but I said nothing. Why embarrass her? There was nothing she could do about it out here. Jake noticed too.

After a few hours we stopped for a meal.  We engaged in light conversation, but Maya and I were too winded to talk much. Jake announced he needed to pee and Maya said she did too, so we all walked off in different directions.

“Keep this spot in sight,” Jake warned. “It’s easy to get lost out here.”

I took an angle away but then angled back, moving quietly to spy on Maya. I don’t normally want to watch my wife urinate, and I didn’t want to now, but something was nagging me about the way she looked at Jake. The soft, loamy ground silenced my footsteps as I approached her from behind. My hunch was right: Maya had chosen a spot which allowed her to spy on Jake. He held a thick cock in his hand, tucking himself and then his shirt back into his cargo shorts when he finished.


Chapter 7

I returned to our lunch spot and waited for them. They returned and we packed up and continued our hike. Soon we stepped into a clearing about eighty feet across. The ground was level here, covered in short grass. Jake checked his watch and his compass, then studied the clouds. 

“We need to keep going, but that means we won’t make it back to the cabin before dark. My tent holds four so we have no worries there, but I thought you should know we’ll be sleeping outdoors tonight. Maybe in this spot, maybe farther on. If we get separated, wait for me here first.”

“Why are we out here, Jake?” Maya asked. “What are we looking for?”

He moved closer.

“I know this river well. The river is high but not as high as it should be based on all this rain. I believe there’s a problem upstream. I’ve seen it happen before. A lot of fallen trees and debris get washed downstream and natural dams form. If that’s the case, then the cabin could be in danger. If the woody dam breaks, and it will sooner or later, the resulting wall of water could wash away everything in its path. Glacial ice can do the same thing, up on the snow-capped peaks. It’s best to check for problems down here.”

“What if we find a dam?” I asked. “What can we do about it?”

“Depending on how much water is already trapped, I do my best to tear it apart. I carry axe and saw. If it’s too dangerous, I race back to the cabin and warn the others and seek high ground.”

Maya looked at the man like she wanted to eat him.

“Let’s get moving,” my wife said.

We did, only this time we moved with purpose. We had an important job to do, and the others didn’t even understand it. On and on we hiked, watching the rivers. Finally, we entered another clearing, smaller, and Jake went through his checklist again.

“I’ll set up the tent here,” he said. “The cloud cover hides it from us, but once the sun moves behind a mountain peak, it will get dark fast. Better to use the small light we have to tie things off and get settled.”

He shrugged off his pack and we did the same. The man moved masterfully, stringing lines and setting stakes. The domed four-man tent was ready in mere minutes. He tied our packs up high in a tree away from the tent and sprayed them with something to disguise any smell of food. We watched him, mesmerized, amazed by his outdoor skills. He caught us staring.

“You learn some things out in the wilderness,” he sheepishly explained.

He got back to work.

“Goddamn he’s so hot,” Maya muttered.

“What did you say?” I asked.

Maya stumbled.

“I said, Goddamn I’m hot. Overheated from all the hiking. I’m glad we’re stopping and setting up the tent. I need to rest and cool off.”

Terrible lie. It was cold and getting colder.

The sky was even darker when Jake held the flap open and gestured us inside. He entered and zipped the flap closed behind him.

“I always sleep alone,” he said. “Sorry. The pad fits the whole floor, and the thermal blanket does too. We’ll all need to sleep under it together. I hope you’re not prudish.”

“Why prudish?” Maya asked.

“We need to sleep naked,” he said.

Maya and I looked at each other. If she was waiting for me to argue with the man, she was going to be disappointed.

“He’s the skilled outdoors man,” I said.

Jake casually removed clothing until only his boxers remained, then slipped under the bedroll. He moved around and soon set his underwear aside too.

“Sleep nude,” he reiterated. “It’s how these thermal blankets work. You’ll freeze without the reflected heat.”

He cracked a couple of warmth-generating sticks and placed them around next to the tent walls. He laid down. I started to strip and so did Maya.

“My bra is wet,” she muttered.

I felt a trickle of adrenaline.

“Take it off. Sleep naked. I’m going to.”

“What about Jake?” she whispered, jerking her thumb at the man trying to fall asleep. “Naked? Under the covers? With another man?”

I shrugged.

“Who cares? We’re all adults here. We’re in a difficult situation. Remember that nude beach we went to twenty odd years ago? People saw you naked then. Just pretend we are back on the beach.”

“That’s a dumb idea,” she said. “I am not twenty years younger.”

“Then sleep in a wet bra,” I replied.

I finished taking off my clothes and got under the blanket. Maya hesitated but then removed the last of her clothing. Her big tits swayed as she shuffled her legs under. I’d kept myself against the other tent wall, so Maya was forced to lie between us. I laid my head back.

The tent smelled of nylon and pine needles, that particular musk of synthetic fabric pressed against earth that never quite dries, no matter how many times you air it out, and I doubted Jake ever aired this tent out. I suspected he lived in it every day. I lay on my back, staring up at the dim gray dome where the heat-sticks glow barely reached, listening to the wind rush through the trees around us like some not-too-distant waterfall.

Maya was to my right, her body a careful six inches from mine, maintaining that invisible border we'd drawn somewhere around year three of our marriage. Jake was to Maya’s right, his bulk taking up more than his share of the ground pad, his breathing already deep and even, asleep or maybe only pretending to be. The thermal blanket covered us all, wall to wall. One blanket, three bodies. I don’t know how cold it was expected to get overnight, but I knew it would be frosty.

We're all adults here, I’d said, so then why was my heart racing?

We all settled in. A little time passed. The tent was four-person, yes, technically, but that fourth person would have to be a child. Jake was big. Jake took up a lot of room. In his late thirties or maybe even early forties, with hands that looked like they'd been carved from the same granite as the exposed peaks around us. His black beard sat atop the blanket’s edge, his ponytail coiled like a black pine snake against his makeshift pillow. I’d noted his green eyes earlier when I caught him looking at Maya, looking at her like he was unsure what to do with the feelings she caused. I'd seen that look before. I'd worn that look before, in another life, when Maya and I had been new and I couldn't believe she'd let me touch her.

"David," Maya whispered. "Are you awake?"

"Yeah."

"Your elbow is in my ribs."

I shifted, the blanket pulling taut over us. The thermal material was silver backed, reflecting body heat, and in the darkness, any move made it rustle.

"Sorry."

She didn't answer. I heard her breathing, controlled and careful, the way she breathed when she was trying not to feel something, like anger or sadness or maybe the overwhelming disappointment that had settled over our marriage like dust on furniture no one uses anymore.

Jake shifted. His shoulder pressed against the tent wall, pulling the fabric taut. I suddenly realized how insane this was. Maya and I were naked with another man under a blanket. I understood the necessity of what we did but holy shit, this was crazy. I felt Maya’s tension from six inches away.

"Just go to sleep," I suggested, trying to help. “One day at a time until we are back home.”

Maya made a small sound. It might have been a sigh, resigning herself to our fate, or it might have been a strangled gasp. I turned my head to look at her, but the descending darkness was now absolute. I moved my leg and the amber glow from the heat stick partially revealed the interior. My eyes adjusted slowly, enough to see the shape of her face turned toward the ceiling, the line of her nose, the shadow where her hair had come loose from its braid. I realized with a start that today I had once again fallen into my bad habit of not really seeing her. Was there any hope for me? She'd become like a piece of furniture to me. Background noise. The hum of a refrigerator you stop hearing until it stops running. I’d spent the day brushing aside her concerns and her worries.

Jake shifted again. His arm moved under the blanket, and I realized he'd turned toward Maya. Toward us. Under the thermal blanket I felt the heat radiating off him, the solid mass of his body separated from me by only my wife.

"Maya,” Jake murmured. “Your feet are like ice."

"Sorry," Maya said, and there was something in her voice I hadn't heard in years. A note of playfulness, a note of teasing.

"A woman like you,” he continued, “should never have cold feet. I see you in little fuzzy slippers and holding a martini. I see a penthouse with a view of Central Park."

“That sounds lovely,” she chuckled. “Tell David to buy me all that.”

A woman like you, he’d said.

He certainly sees her. That brief exchange carried more mirth and playfulness than anything we’d said to each other all day.

I should be angry. I should have felt the hot surge of possessiveness, the territorial rage that I'd read about in books and seen in movies. The caveman instinct. That's my wife, fucker! Back off! 

Instead, something else happened. My breath caught. My skin felt too tight. I was acutely aware of Maya's body next to mine, the curve of her hip under the blanket, the way her chest rose and fell with each breath.

Jake's hand moved. I couldn't see it, but I felt the shift in the blanket, heard the subtle rustle of fabric.

"There," he said. "Warmer now?"

Maya exhaled every ounce of air in her lungs.


Chapter 8

My wife didn't answer right away. I turned my head to look at her and, in the dimness, I saw that her eyes were wide open, staring up, her lips slightly parted. She looked frightened but strangely excited too.

"Jake," she said again, but it wasn't a protest. It was just his name, breathed into the dark. “What are you doing?”

"Your husband doesn’t mind," Jake said. It wasn't a question. It was a statement. A conclusion based on evidence. "He let you fuck that young man, Theo, and he hasn’t said a word about it. Do you mind, David? Do you mind if I use my hands to warm your wife?"

I should have said yes. I should have said get your hands off her. I should have claimed her, told him that she was mine. I should have taken a stand.

But I didn't.

Because the truth was, in that moment, the moment the terrible truth was revealed, with Jake's rough voice filling the small space of the tent, with Maya's body radiating heat and tension beside me, I was harder than I'd been in a long, long time. My arousal was sudden and shocking, a physical response so intense it almost felt like panic. My heart hammered against my ribs. My mouth was dry.

I looked at Maya. Even in the darkness I saw her shocked expression. She teetered on the edge of panic, her secret exposed, trapped in the wilderness with a man she didn’t know and a husband, she’d just learned, who had watched her cheat and done nothing.

"David?" Jake prompted. “I’m waiting. Maya is too.”

"No," I heard myself say. My voice sounded strange, distant, like someone else was speaking. "I don't mind if you use your hands to warm my wife."

Maya’s head snapped around. My wife stared at me.

“David?” she whimpered, and there were a million questions wrapped inside that single word.

“I love you,” I said, talking fast. “But I’ve been a shitty husband for years and years. I did watch you with Theo and I did not stop you because I recognized the way he looked at you. He looked at you the way I used to. He reminded me of me. I used his eyes to see you again for the first time. His desire reminded me of my own.”

Maya gasped at something Jake did to her right then.

“I let it happen,” I continued. “You looked so beautiful, Maya. So sexy. His lust awakened something buried in me, something long forgotten. I’m sorry. I’m sorry for all the crap I put you through while I thought only of myself.”

My wife gasped again and then softly moaned. Her eyes were wide, reflecting what little light there was, and I saw confusion there, and something else. Curiosity? Fear? Hope? I couldn't tell. I'd lost the language for reading her. We'd been speaking in silences for so long that full sentences felt foreign, dangerous.

Jake's hand was under the blanket, but I couldn't see where it was or what he was doing. I could imagine though. I could imagine his rough fingers, fingers that could build a fire in the rain, fingers that could field-dress a deer, that could carve a life out of wilderness, manly, masculine fingers touching my wife's leg, her thigh, the soft skin behind her knee. I heard Maya's breath catch, catch the way it used to catch when I touched her in those ways, before I'd stopped touching her anywhere that mattered.

"She's soft," Jake said, admiring, his voice intimate. “Such a lovely soft woman. I watched her all day. She’s strong, determined, and fearless. You’re lucky to have a woman like her. You don’t even recognize how lucky you are.”

“I caught you looking,” Maya gasped. “So many times. I loved it.”

“Of course you did. You saw the way I looked at you. I looked at you the way a man is supposed to look at a gorgeous woman.”

I swallowed hard.

"I am lucky," I said, but the words came out hoarse.

"Feels like maybe you forgot," Jake said, and there was no judgment in his voice, just observation, simple and brutal as gravity. "When a man forgets a woman like this, he's bound to lose her. Bound to wake up one day and find she's gone, gone from his life or maybe just gone to the room down the hall where another man sees her for what she is, like Theo, or me."

Maya made a sound, a small, wounded noise, and I felt tears well behind my eyes. He was right.

The tent poles suddenly flexed and rattled from a gust of wind. Outside, the guy-lines sang in high, taut notes that cut through the nylon walls. The temperature had plummeted out there, but in here, temperatures were soaring.

Jake was a big man in every sense, not just physically. He had a presence in a room. Yes, he was tall, with shoulders like a cliff face and hands that could crush stone, but his personality also filled that tent. His persona. Maya had been drawn to him immediately and not just for his size, but by the way he moved, deliberate and powerful, like the mountain itself in human form. I'd watched her watching him, seen the way her eyes lingered.

The heat sticks cast everything in amber shadows. Jake's skin looked bronze in that light, stretched tight over slabs of muscle that shifted as he positioned himself up on one elbow, lifting the blanket with him. Maya looked small next to his body. The contrast between them drew a gasp from me. His hairy, rough skin next to her smooth polished porcelain looked almost obscene. His bulk versus her delicacy. His weathered hide against her city-soft flesh. He used a knuckle to slowly turn her face towards him.

"You want this?" he asked, voice all gravel and honey. “You want my hands on you?”

My wife’s answer was to turn slightly and arch her back, pressing her breasts against his hairy chest, her nipples quickly turning hard as they dragged through his coarse chest hair.

Maya and I almost certainly have a long conversation in our future about her, and Theo, and my voyeurism, but this was not the time or place for it. That she knew I’d watched and said nothing, that I’d done nothing, told her all she needed to know right now. I’d opened the door to whatever she did next.

"I need this," she whispered, and I saw her hand slide between them, headed towards his crotch.

I was hard. This wasn't about my humiliation. It wasn’t about replacing me. This was about watching my wife come alive under the hands of a man who worshipped her, who truly saw her for what she was. He lifted his hips to swing a leg over her body, and I saw he had become fully erect. I saw her dainty fingers curled around his veiny girth. That thing was going to stretch her. I'd seen him tucking it into his pants when we'd stopped earlier, but he was soft then. This was the man fully engorged.

Jake began kissing all over her neck and breasts and soon made a move like he was going to go down on her, but she stopped him.

“I have my husband for that,” she murmured. “I need you for something else, something more urgent.”


Chapter 9

She tugged his arms, moving him into place over her body, staring down at his meaty spear aimed right at her. She grabbed his stiff cock again and guided him to her opening. Now, watching him press that plump head and thick, veined length against Maya's entrance, watching her outer lips part as he began to push inside, I felt a surge of pure, electric arousal that made my cock twitch and jump against my stomach.

"Ohhhhh," Maya moaned, her head falling back, her throat exposed.

Jake accepted the invitation, lowering his mouth to her neck, scraping his teeth across her tender flesh. His beard scratched her collar bones as his unyielding cock slowly, inexorably, sank deeper.

"Take every inch," Jake growled. "Take all of me. God, I want to be in you."

She was eager. I saw the way her body yielded to him, the way her legs spread wider, her knees drawing up to cradle his hips. The thermal blanket had slipped down to their waists, and I saw the point where they joined perfectly, despite the dim light. He withdrew a little and then pushed again, the glistening shaft disappearing into her, inch by inch, until he was fully embedded. Maya was panting, her eyes wide and focused on the ruggedly handsome face of this man taking her. She turned her head towards me, an expression of concern.

"David," she panted, worried.

I sat up, my back against the tent wall. My erection pointed at the domed ceiling and Maya saw it. Confusion crossed her face, but Jake’s slowly sawing cock swept that away. I know she wondered what was happening, how all this could be happening, and why I was so obviously okay with what was happening. Her eyes locked on mine, and I saw love there. I saw trust. But, damn, did she ever want this man’s cock.

“I love the way they want you,” I croaked, choosing my words carefully.

They, not he. Theo, Santi with his camera, Marcus with his surprise at her beauty. The men of the cabin all saw her and instantly wanted her. I needed to get that back. I need to find in me what they had.

Then Jake pushed his cock deep, really deep, and Maya's eyes rolled back in her skull. I was forgotten. Jake moved slowly all the time. He needed to, given his thickness. Maya frequently shifted her hips to adjust to being so completely stretched wide and filled. Each time he withdrew I saw how wet she was, how her pussy clung to him, unwilling to let him go. Each thrust made her moan with deep satisfaction, a sound that cut through the outside storm's howl.

"You’re incredibly tight," Jake muttered, his restraint obviously fraying. “I must fight to maintain control."

Maya made pleased noises, her hands roaming his back, nails dragging across his skin, leaving trails. Both hands came to rest gripping his firm ass.

"You’re so thick," she groaned. “I feel you everywhere inside.”

He gave her more dick, sliding deeper as she turned wetter, moving faster as his cock began to glide. Their rhythm increased, the sound of their bodies meeting becoming wet slaps under the blanket. The tent felt smaller, hotter, filled with the scent of sex and sweat. Outside, lightning flashed close enough to brilliantly illuminate the interior, revealing them in bold black and white and burning an image into my memory forever. Jake's ass was clenched like a fist, his beefy lance fully impaled. Maya's breasts were succulent half-orbs topped with stiff nubs yearning to be sucked. Her face was contorted in ecstasy at his profound penetration. The pounding crack of thunder shook us all.

I stroked myself faster. The sight before me was stunning, mind-melting, powerful enough to turn my whole world upside down. I stroked lightly to avoid cumming too fast. My balls were tight and hot. I wanted to cum when she did, if I could, to share that moment even if I was only watching.

"Touch my cock in you," Jake commanded her, his voice ragged. "Use your fingers. Feel me moving in and out. Touch my cock and tease your clit. Feel how wet you are. Make yourself orgasm with my cock in you. I want that."

Maya seemed to melt. His words fired a strong passion in her. Her hand slipped between them, and I saw her fingers working her clit, slow, but then frantic and desperate. The change in her was immediate. Her back arched higher like she was trying to get her breasts up to his mouth. Her moans turned to wails that seemed to harmonize with the wind.

"That's it," Jake grumbled.

He was pounding into her now, no longer gentle, no longer slow. He was taking her away from me, claiming her, fucking her exactly the way he wished. Maya gave herself to him completely.

"Do it, Maya,” I rasped. “This is so hot. Do it, Baby. Let me see you cum. Give him your orgasm. Cum on his fat cock."

I was turning all of us on. I had no idea what inspired me, but I desperately wanted to see my wife climax. I loved what his thick cock was doing to her. I’d forgotten she was even capable of so much passion and lust. My mind suddenly sprang forward.

“Shoot inside her, Jake,” I said. “Pump her full of your sperm.”

I had planned on saying more but my words triggered my wife.

"Yes!" she screamed, her voice cracking. "God, David! Jake!"

Her back arched so much I feared she’d hurt herself. Her hands clawed the sleeping mat. Her open mouth issued a piercing wail and then her orgasm really hit, tossing her head side to side. Her ankles crossed behind the man, and she rocked her hips on his erection. She climaxed like an avalanche, like the storm outside, sudden and violent and unstoppable. I watched her body seize, her legs locked around Jake's waist, her stretched labia gripping his buried shaft. He continued to thrust through her orgasm, extending it, drawing it out until she was sobbing his name, then my name, then words that weren't words at all.

I released my penis, realizing I’d missed my chance to orgasm with her. Jake shifted his knees and kept going and the utterly perverse thought of cumming with him entered my mind. How twisted. How wicked. How could a loving husband think such a thing? But I did. I did love her and I did want to shoot my load as he shot his. In a bizarre way I felt like I was joining them in this hot fuck.

Jake rolled them over, somehow keeping them connected, and suddenly Maya was on top, straddling him, impaled on him, her hair a wild tangle around her flushed face, her big tits jutting upward and forward, begging for someone to suck them. She seemed dazed, still recovering, and placed both hands on his hairy chest to balance herself. Her eyes drifted my way and seemed surprised to see me masturbating to the sight of her royal fucking.

“Tell me you love me,” she slurred.

“I love you so much,” I groaned.

She started to ride him, hesitant at first, because fucking is not the same as being fucked, and she worried how I would feel to see her do it. But soon she rode him with growing confidence, finding her rhythm, using him to chase another peak. Jake’s big, strong hands came up to caress her breasts. Maya closed her eyes at his touch.

"Look at her, David," Jake said to me, and I did. "She's magnificent."

I was looking. I couldn't stop looking. Maya had never been more beautiful than at that moment. She was wild, uninhibited, taking her pleasure from this rugged mountain man, yet who touched her with such care, such reverence. Maya ground her hips against his, stirring her insides. She opened her eyes.

"Come here," she panted, reaching for me.

I crawled closer until my knee touched her calf. I was close enough to feel the heat radiating off their bodies, close enough to hear Jake's cock slide in and out, glistening with her arousal. She kissed me, messy and desperate, her tongue tangling with mine while Jake continued to thrust up into her from below, the motion making her gasp into my mouth. She took my hand and guided it back to my erection.

"Jerk yourself,” she said. “Are you close?"

"I’m so close," I confirmed.

My hand moved faster, leaking precum making my grip slick.

"Wait," Jake said, his voice strained. "Wait for me. You cum when I cum."

He sat up and wrapped one massive arm around Maya's waist, the other hand tangling in her hair to pull her head back, exposing her throat. He fucked her like that, upright, their bodies pressed together, his hips pistoning with a power that made the sleeping bag slide around beneath us.

Maya was quickly incoherent, penetrated so far up into her body, over and over. A constant stream of whimpers fell from her lips. I saw the concentration on Jake’s face, the absolute focus on the woman in his arms, on giving her everything he had. Inside the tent was sweltering despite the freeze outside.

"I’m close," he groaned. "You ready?"

I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I was timing my ejaculation to his ejaculation inside her. The thought sent my heart racing. It was an insane thing to agree to do but it turned me on so much. In a strange way it showed me I had far more freedom to do what I wanted than I’d ever realized.

“Yeah,” I croaked, stroking faster. “Cum in her. Cum in my wife.”

My own words thrilled me. Jake closed his eyes and drove his cock over and over. Maya was a mewling kitten, helpless, impaled. Jake drew a huge breath and then let it out slowly. Somewhere in there his breathing turned ragged.

“Here it comes,” he groaned. “Unnngh!”

He convulsed and I did too. My blast shot across the thermal blanket and splattered the nylon tent wall. I groaned and he groaned louder, pushing out one bucket of sperm after another, filling Maya’s insides. My wife was sobbing, possibly climaxing again as she felt him claim her. My cock spat ropes of hot milk, and I was forced to lean on Maya’s shoulder or fall over as my head spun. The whole time my mind screamed at me, howling that he was inseminating my love, my wife, my woman. No thought has ever come close to the excitement I felt at that reality. White noise filled my ears. My orgasm crashed over me, hot and relentless, spilling over my fist as I watched Jake bury himself to the hilt and hold, his massive body shuddering, his head thrown back in a silent roar as he emptied himself into my wife.

Now I saw Maya cum a second time, triggered by the pulse of his release, her body milking him, her cry lost in the storm's crescendo outside.

They collapsed in a tangle of sweat, falling to the side with him still fully buried inside her. Neither moved. I teetered, fighting to stay balanced. I looked down at my cock in my hand and marveled that it could provide so much pleasure. Why had I not known about this?

Outside the storm still raged, but inside the tent, there was only the sound of three people breathing hard, coming down from a high that had nothing to do with altitude. I spooned my wife. Maya lay between us, but her hand crawled around slowly until it found mine, slick with spilled seed. Her other hand rested on Jake's hairy, heaving chest. I kissed her nape, feeling sated and strangely at peace. This was the second time I’d seen another man fuck my wife and I’d enjoyed it even more. I thought about the men back at the cabin, Marcus and Santi, and decided right then if I could, I’d have them fuck her too.

“I want you to fuck Marcus and Santiago,” I mumbled.

I felt her body stiffen and then relax.

“Okay,” she murmured contentedly. “I’d like that.”

“They will too,” Jake muttered. “We all heard you with Theo. We all saw David watch. We all heard David go down on you after. Marcus and Santi want you as badly as I did. They’ll make it easy.”

We lay in silence for a time, each lost in their own thoughts. Jake’s breathing turned deep and slow.

“Is he asleep?” I whispered.

“Yes,” she murmured.

“Is he still inside you?”

“Yes.”

“Are you okay?”

“I’m wonderful, David. I don’t know what’s happening between us, exactly, but I somehow feel closer to you than I have in a very, very long time.”

“Me too. It’s a mystery. I think these men are leading me back to you. I lost track of you and I’m so sorry I did. These guys are helping me to see you again.”

“Maybe you see them as a threat and that makes you want to cling to me tighter?”

“Could be. But it’s also sexually exciting. You look so hot being fucked.”

She pushed her body against mine, seeking greater contact.

“I’ve never been with a black guy,” she said, and I heard the sexual tension in her voice.

She had already leaped ahead to our return to the cabin.


Chapter 10

The river spoke differently this morning. Not the full-throated rush we'd grown accustomed to the past two days or so, but a congested, asthmatic gurgle that spoke of obstruction. I stood on the bank with my boots still dark from morning dew, listening to the water struggle, while behind me I heard the tent flap whisper open and the particular rhythm of Jake's heavy footsteps followed by Maya's lighter, quicker ones.

"Storm's done more than knock down branches," Jake said, his voice carrying that peculiar morning roughness I'd come to recognize.

He moved past me without meeting my eyes, but there was no hostility in the move, just the careful navigation of a man who'd spent hours inside another man's wife.

I turned to watch him shoulder his pack, the muscles in his back shifting beneath the worn flannel. He was a specimen; there was no denying that. He was all corded strength built by decades in these mountains, with hands like bear paws. Maya emerged from the tent next, and I watched Jake's eyes track to her automatically, possessively, before remembering himself.

She looked radiant in that particular way women do after being thoroughly fucked. Her dark hair was tangled, her lips slightly swollen, and when she caught my gaze, a complex smile played across her face, part apology and part invitation and satisfaction all braided together.

"Good morning, husband," she said, pressing a kiss to my cheek.

Her lips smelled like semen, and I wondered if I’d slept through a second encounter.

“Good morning, wife,” I replied.

“Did you sleep well?” she asked.

"Well enough," I lied.

The truth was I'd dipped in and out of sleep as my mind replayed the sights and sound of Jake driving into her, the wet slurping of their bodies joining, and the way she looked at me over his shoulder with eyes glazed and desperate. I'd stroked myself to a violent orgasm, watching my wife take another man's seed, but that had brought no guarantee of deep sleep.

Now, in the harsh morning light, the memory felt both surreal and inevitable, like a stone dropping to the bottom of a deep well.

"We should follow the river upstream," Jake said, breaking down the tent. "Storm came from the northeast. Likely brought down half the ridge above the third fork."

"You’re the boss," I said, and joined him in loading our camp.

Soon we shouldered our packs and began to hike again: Jake, Maya, and me. The walk was where the strangeness began to crystallize into something like camaraderie. Jake set a brutal pace, and Maya kept up with the athletic grace that had first attracted me to her. She'd been a college athlete way back when we first met, her fingers callused and strong, her body compact and powerful. Marriage put a few pounds on her but most of those had landed in her tits.

As we walked, Jake began pointing out signs I'd have missed: the particular bend of saplings indicating water levels, the debris lines high on trunks showing where the surge had peaked, the difference between healthy deadfall and storm-fresh wreckage.

"See how the bark's still pale?" he said, gesturing to a massive pine lying across a granite outcropping. "Came down in the last twelve hours. Root ball's probably thirty feet across."

Maya leaned in to look, her shoulder brushing Jake's arm, and neither of them flinched away. Instead, he steadied her with a hand at her elbow, and she accepted the touch as naturally as breathing. I watched this exchange from three paces back, waiting for the jealousy to arrive, the green-eyed monster that was supposed to tear at my guts when another man touched my wife.

But it didn't come. It never did. Instead, I felt that same tight heat from the night before, the sense of being privy to something secret and sexy. I was the witness, the archivist of her pleasure, and in that role, I found a satisfaction deeper than simple possession.

"There's the first one," Jake said, pointing ahead.

The debris dam was modest but effective: a tangle of branches and uprooted saplings caught between two boulders, creating a pool that stretched back twenty yards. The water behind it was brown, while below it the stream ran thin and clear.

"Small one," Maya observed. "Do you think we’ll find more?"

"Like as not," Jake agreed.

He waded into the water without removing his boots, the cold not seeming to register on his weathered skin.

"David, take the upstream side. Maya, you work the bank. I'll pull from the center. Watch your feet. Don’t get tangled."

He explained in greater detail how best to break these things open, preventing a surge that would harm our friends downstream. We worked in silence at first, the only sounds were the splash of water and the crack of breaking wood. I found a rhythm for grabbing branches, twisting them free, tossing them onto the bank where Maya dragged them clear. The work was meditative, my muscles warming as the sun climbed higher behind the clouds. Rain fell but it seemed less angry.

"Your hands are bleeding," Maya said to me after twenty minutes.

I looked down. She was right. The bark had cut my palms in ways Jake's thick skin seemed immune to.

"David's not a lumberjack," Jake said, not unkindly. "Maya, if you would get the salve from my pack, please? Top right pocket. David, switch to the bank. I'll take the water."

I wanted to protest, to prove my masculinity in front of the man who'd so thoroughly demonstrated his own, but the practicality of the arrangement was obvious. I moved to the bank, and Maya pressed a tin of pungent herbal salve into my hands, her fingers lingering on my wrists.

"Are you all right?" she asked softly, too quiet for Jake to hear over the water. “Last night was, intense.”

I looked at her, and this time I really looked at her. Her cheeks were flushed from exertion, her eyes bright, and there was a looseness to her movements, a satisfaction in her bearing that I'd never quite seen before. She looked, I realized with a start, like a woman well-fucked and unashamed.

"I'm better than all right," I said, and meant it. "You?"

A smile drifted across her lips.

"Sore," she admitted. "He’s a big boy. It feels good though."

“Did something happen while I slept?”

She looked surprised, then relaxed.

“Yes,” she admitted, lightly running her fingertips up my forearm. “You were finally deep asleep. I took him in my mouth. I wanted more and he did not resist. I sucked him until he filled my stomach. Is that okay?”

God, I wanted to fuck her.

“It’s fine,” I rasped. “Hot.”

Jake cleared his throat, and we both turned. He'd freed the main trunk and was wrestling it toward the bank, the water running fast and brown around his thighs. Without discussion, Maya and I moved to help, the three of us hauling the massive log onto dry ground in a tangle of arms and effort.

"One down," Jake said, breathing hard. His shirt was plastered to his chest, revealing the topography of muscle beneath. "Four more, by my reckoning."

He was right. We found the second dam a quarter mile upstream, larger than the first, a beaver's nightmare of interlocked branches and accumulated flotsam. The third was smaller, barely a hiccup in the flow. The fourth was the worst. A massive cottonwood that had taken out three of its brethren on the way down, creating a logjam that spanned the entire river. A small lake had already gathered behind it.

"Mother of God," Maya breathed, looking at the tangle.

It was fifteen feet high in places, a dam of biblical proportions that had created a lake behind it, the water lapping at the roots of standing trees.

"This'll take the rest of the morning," Jake said, assessing. "Maybe longer."

"We have time," I said. "Santiago and Marcus know we’ll be back as soon as we can."

Jake nodded and began stripping off his shirt. I gasped at the display and quickly turned my attention to my wife, knowing what such a sight would do to her, sore or not. Maya stared, longing, ready for more despite her tender pussy. I raised an eyebrow that asked a question without words. She smiled and nodded. My wife wanted the man again already.

We attacked the dam systematically. Jake worked the center with his axe, the sound of steel biting wood ringing through the valley like a bell. Maya and I worked on the edges, pulling loose branches, cutting smaller logs with the folding saw he’d brought. The light grew brighter, which I took as a sign the worst of the storm had passed.

By noon, we'd carved a channel through the center, and the water began to rush through with increasing urgency, carrying away smaller debris, undercutting the larger logs. We stepped back, panting, to watch our work.

"She's breaking," Jake said, satisfaction in his voice.

As if in response, the dam groaned with a deep, organic sound like a giant clearing its throat. Then, with a suddenness that made us all step back, the center collapsed. Water surged through the breach, brown and powerful, carrying logs and branches downstream in a chaotic rush. The lake behind drained swiftly until it became a river again, the current finding its natural path with obvious relief.

"Beautiful," Maya whispered. “I’m the river.”

There was something profoundly satisfying about restoring the flow, about removing the obstruction and letting the water find its level. I felt a kinship with the river at that moment, a connection. My own channels had been blocked for so long, choked by my blind ambitions, dammed up by expectation and propriety. Now, with Jake's help, and with Maya's eager lust, the blockage was breaking. I understood my wife’s odd comment.

We found the fifth and final dam an hour later, smaller than the fourth but tricky, wedged in a narrow gorge. This one we cleared quickly, working now with the efficiency of a team that had learned each other's rhythms. Jake's strength, Maya's precision, and my dogged persistence. We'd become a unit, strange and new and somehow complete.

"That's the last of them," Jake said, standing in the now-free current. The water ran clear and fast around his boots, singing its restored song. "River'll be back to normal by tomorrow, next day at the latest."

"Good work," I said, extending my hand.

He looked at it for a moment, then clasped it in his own. His grip was crushing, callused, the hand of a man who worked with his body more than his mind. But there was respect in the gesture, and when he released me, he clapped my shoulder with something like affection.

"You kept pace," he said. "Most city men fold fast."

"I had motivation," I said, glancing at Maya.

She laughed, a bright sound that echoed off the canyon walls.

"You men are going to give me a complex," she said, and I knew she was including Marcus and Santiago and Theo in that comment.

She smiled and moved to stand between us, one hand taking Jake's and the other finding mine. The moment lasted a while, charged and strange. We stood there in the river, the three of us, bound by something that defied easy categorization. Then Jake stepped back, cleared his throat, and the spell broke.

"The guys will be wondering where we are," he said. "Marcus was talking about going hunting with me. Santiago mentioned he'd found some wild mushrooms worth harvesting."

We gathered our tools and began the hike back, following the now-liberated river downstream. The walk was easier going down, and we made good time, arriving at the cabin as the afternoon sky began to darken once more.

Santiago emerged from the front door as we approached. He was a city man like me and seemed to look around at nature like she was about to spring another surprise on him.

"Success?" he asked, looking at our wet clothes and muddy boots.

"River's clear," Maya confirmed.

"Good to see the three of you survived each other," Santiago observed.

He knew, of course. They all did. The cabin was small, walls thin, and Theo and Maya had been quiet but not that quiet.

"We managed," I said, meeting his gaze.

Marcus appeared in the doorway, still shirtless, coal black skin blending with the shadows. I darted a glance at Maya and watched her run her eyes over his frame.

"Supper will be ready soon," he said. "I spilled grease on my shirt. Jake, I used some of your eggs again. I figured you all would need the protein after your, um, manual labor."

The pause was deliberate, loaded with implications. Jake ignored it, moving past the man and into the cabin, but Maya paused, looking up at Marcus with a challenge in her eyes.

"Thank you," she said sweetly, unashamed. "It was quite strenuous. These guys know how to work a girl."

Marcus chuckled slightly and looked away, and I felt a surge of pride in my wife. She had a new boldness about her, a refusal to apologize. She took my hand as we entered the cabin, her fingers interlacing with mine, sticky with sap and river water.

Inside, the cabin smelled of wood smoke and cooking eggs, familiar and comforting, and, more importantly, clean. The guys had been busy. The table was set, windows open to the evening air, and a bottle of whiskey sat in the center like a promise of future trouble.

"To free-flowing rivers," Santiago said, pouring shots as we stripped off our wet gear.

"To free-flowing rivers," we echoed, and drank.

The whiskey burned warm down my throat, and I watched Maya laugh at something Marcus said. I watched Jake and Theo’s eyes follow her whenever she moved, and I watched the easy way the five of us settled into our evening routines. There would be complications, I knew. There always were when you rearrange the furniture of your life so dramatically. But for now, in this golden hour, with the river running free outside and my wife's hand finding mine under the table, I felt a contentment I'd never known was possible.

The dams were broken. The water flowed. We were, all of us, exactly where we needed to be, stuck in a cabin in the woods.


Chapter 11

The smell of pine and woodsmoke and something electric, like the air before a storm breaks and drenches everything, filled the interior of our shared space. I stood by the window, watching the last of what little light filtered through the dark clouds and the Douglas firs, casting long, faint shadows across the porch where Santiago cleaned his camera equipment.

Maya laughed in the kitchen area. It was that laugh, the one that started in her chest and spilled out like honey, the one that made men turn their heads in restaurants, in grocery stores, and in bars, that had first captured my attention all those years ago. I turned to see her leaning against the counter, still wearing the hiking shorts from our trek with Jake, her legs steaked with dirt, her tank top doing absolutely nothing to hide the fact that she wasn't wearing a bra. Jake stood close to her, deliberately close, reaching past her to grab the whiskey bottle. His hip brushed her hip.

They'd been like this since we got back. Theo too. Hovering. I knew what had happened out there, in that tent under the trees. By now they all knew. Maya had obtained a glow that was yet to fade, her eyes bright and her voice breathless. Her hand rested on Jake’s arm as he stretched it out, signaling to every man present that her personal space was not a problem for anyone. Images drifted through my mind like they had all day, images of them locked in tangled fucking, hot for each other.

I'd been hard off and on since that encounter. I was hard right now.

"David," Theo called from the living room, where he was sprawled on the recently cleaned old couch. "You want another shot?"

I held up my whiskey, still half-full.

"I’m good, thanks anyway."

Theo was talking to me, but he wasn't looking at me. His eyes were fixed on Maya, tracking her as she moved, watching her take a bite of cheese, watching her take a bite of beef jerky. She straightened and pushed her hair back from her neck. He'd had her yesterday, taken her in his own bed. I pictured myself at his door, slightly ajar, and watching his stiff member approach her wet and eager pussy. I shook my head. Keeping the memories of Maya with Jake and Maya with Theo out of my head had proved impossible. I was beginning to suspect I actually liked the sight. It took almost no effort to remember the rhythmic creak of his bed frame, Maya's gasps, the slap of skin on skin. He'd shot her full and I’d gone back to bed. Maya had floated through the rest of the day like a woman who'd been thoroughly, properly fucked.

Now, like Jake, Theo wanted her again. I saw it in the way he adjusted himself on the couch, the way his gaze lingered on the curve of her ass in those shorts, the swaying of her tits under that top.

"Okay, everyone," Santiago announced as he stepped into the open room through the front door, his camera bag slung over his shoulder. His accent turned the words musical. "The light in here is perfect. The fire makes everything golden. We should capture this. Memories of the trip."

He was looking at Maya when he said it. He was always looking at Maya.

Santiago had been watching her since his arrival, since the first evening we all met. He was a professional photographer, he said, and I tended to believe him based on the expensive equipment he’d taken out of the travel case. He’d mentioned travel magazines and bird watcher magazines and even National Geographic, although he'd been vague about that assignment. In conversation he’d tell you about all the wilderness photos he wanted to take, but I knew, and everyone knew, that for now, he only wanted to photograph one thing.

"Pictures?" Maya turned, leaning against the counter again, her hips cocked in that sexy way I loved. "What kind of pictures?"

"Casual pictures," Santiago said, lifting his camera. "Natural. Friends enjoying the cabin. The light on your skin, Maya, is beautiful."

Jake snorted, pouring another shot.

"Natural?" he teased. “That means naked, right?”

"Shut up," Maya laughed. “You’re think of au naturel. I doubt Santi is suggesting we all strip.”

Her eyes darted to Marcus, who, for some reason, still had his shirt off.

“I’m game,” he said, staring at my wife.

Maya had been an athlete in college, before the life we'd built, and she knew how to hold her body. She knew how to present herself to an audience.

Santiago took a picture. We all froze at the click of his camera. Laughter exploded right after as we chuckled at ourselves and our vanity. Santi began shooting, his camera clicking in rapid succession. He spread the photos around to everyone, not just Maya, but she was his favorite subject.

"Turn this way," Santiago directed, his voice dropping into that professional register, authoritative and intimate. "Yes. Shoulder down. Look at me. Now look at Jake. Forget I'm here."

Maya obeyed. She looked at Jake, her lips parting slightly, her eyes going soft and heavy-lidded. Jake met her gaze, and I saw his jaw tighten, saw his hand flex around his drink. The sexual charge between them was palpable, a living thing that filled the kitchen and spilled out into the living room where Theo had gone very still, watching.

"Good," Santiago murmured, moving closer. "Very good. Now David, come here. Stand behind her."

I walked over, my heart skittering around inside my chest. What did he have planned? I stood behind my wife, close enough to smell her, the sweat and sap and sage. I imagined I smelled something else too, something musky. Jake was still inside her. Theo too. I wondered if their sperm battled each other in her womb. She’d also gulped Jake’s load while I dozed fitfully nearby. I wondered if Santiago smelled that too.

"Put your hands on her hips," Santiago said.

I did. Maya leaned into me, her ass pressing against my unmistakable erection. She felt it and jumped a little, surprised, and then she pushed back harder, grinding subtly against me while Santiago's camera captured it all.

"Beautiful," Santiago said. "The two of you. The trust. Maya, turn your head. Kiss him. Soft. Like you mean it."

She turned in my arms and kissed me, her tongue sliding into my mouth, her hands coming up to grip my hair. It was a performance for the camera, yes, but it was real too, and after so much time and distance between us, my heart pounded so hard I thought it might burst. I felt the heat radiating off her skin. When we broke apart, her pupils were wide, her breath coming a little faster. Our contact had affected her the same way as me.

"Marcus," Santiago said, not looking up from his viewfinder. "You are too dark there in the corner. Come. Join them."

Marcus had been quiet since we'd returned, sitting in the armchair in the far corner, nursing a drink, watching Maya with an intensity that should have been uncomfortable but somehow wasn't. He was a large man but smooth all over, like a powerlifter well past his prime. His dark skin, the darkest I’d seen, gleamed in the firelight. He flirted with Maya every chance he got, finding excuses to touch her, But she’d welcomed it. Each of his touches had lingered a fraction too long, and Maya had noticed, but my wife had loved it.

Now he stood, unfolding from the chair, crossing the room to where we stood. He moved with that particular confidence of men who know they're desired, who know the effect they have on women.

"Where do you want me?" Marcus asked.

His voice was a deep bass.

"Behind her," Santiago said, gesturing. "David, move to the side. I’m finished with you. Marcus, place your hands on her shoulders. Massage her neck a little. She looks tight from the hike."

Maya's eyes flicked to mine, checking, kind of, because we both knew we were well past that stage. I nodded, almost imperceptibly. I wanted this. I wanted to see his big hands on her, wanted to watch another man claim what was mine by marriage.

Marcus's hands settled on Maya's shoulders. He was much taller than her and had to look down to see the top of her head. His thumbs dug into the trapezius muscles at the base of her neck, and Maya's head fell back, her eyes closed, a low moan escaped her lips.

"You like?" Marcus asked, his voice now soft.

"So good," Maya breathed.

"She carries tension here," Marcus said, his hands moving lower, thumbs tracing the ridges of her shoulder blades, then lower still, pressing into the muscles along her spine. "From the trail today. You push yourself."

"I like pushing," she said, her eyes still closed.

"I noticed," Marcus said, and there was something in his tone that made my stomach flip.

He was talking about more than the hike. He was talking about Jake, about Theo, about the way she'd been moving through this cabin like a woman starving and finally allowed to feast. She carried tension, yes, but I detected a special tension just for him. Santiago's camera clicked and clicked.

"Turn her," he said. "Marcus, turn her to face you."

Marcus's hands moved to her waist, spinning her gently. Maya opened her eyes and looked up at him, her lips slightly parted, her chest rising and falling with quickened breath. They were close now, very close. Marcus's thigh was between her legs, pressing against her shorts.

"Look at him," Santiago instructed, though neither of them needed that direction. They were locked on each other, the rest of the room fading away.

"Maya,” Santiago breathed, wondering how far he could go with giving directions to others. “Put your hands on his bare chest."

She did. Her small pale hands spread across the dark skin, over the hard, smooth muscle. Marcus was breathing faster now, his control slipping. My gaze dropped and I saw the outline of him straining against his jeans, a thick and heavy club. I knew Maya could feel it pressed against her stomach.

"David," Santiago said, and I dragged my eyes away from my wife and the man holding her to look at the photographer. "You are enjoying this."

It wasn't a question.

"Yes," I rasped, my voice cracking.

"Show me," Santiago said. "Touch yourself. Through your pants. Let us see how much you love this."

Clearly, the men had all talked amongst themselves. My secret was out. First Theo, then Jake, and now the whole cabin knew. I could protest but a quick scan of the gathered men told me the answer before I asked, turned aside any protest before I made it. We were all trapped here. A sense of Esprit de corps floated through the air. Me, and my secrets, were safe among these men.

I palmed myself through my jeans, and Maya's eyes floated to me, her gaze going dark and hungry as she watched me touch myself while Marcus held her.

"That's it," Santiago encouraged, his breathing fast now, his camera forgotten at his side as he watched the scene unfold. "Yes. Show her. Show her what she does to you."

"Fuck," Jake said from somewhere behind me, and I heard him moving, knew he was getting closer, knew he wanted to see too.

Marcus's hand moved to Maya's face, his thumb tracing her jawline, her cheekbone, her lower lip. She opened her mouth and took his thumb inside, sucking gently, her eyes never leaving mine as I stroked myself through the denim.

"You want this?" Marcus asked her, his voice barely controlled. "You want all of us? You want me?"

Maya released his thumb with a wet sound.

"Yes," she said, clear and loud in the quiet cabin. "I want you. I’ve always wanted you. I’ve never had a black lover.”

"Christ," Theo muttered, and I saw him stand, saw him move toward us, his own arousal evident in his tented shorts.

Santiago lifted his camera again, but his hands were shaking.

"The light is perfect," he said, his voice thick. "Maya, the light from the fireplace, on your face. You are glowing. You are—"

"Beautiful," I finished for him, because she was, she was beautiful, my wife, desired by all these men, taking what she wanted, giving them what they craved, and giving me the sight of her unleashed, unashamed, and alive. "She's beautiful."

"Your husband wants to share you," Marcus said to Maya, his hand moving down her neck, over her collarbone, his fingers tracing the neckline of her tank top. "Is that right, David? You want to share your wife?"

"Yes," I said, working myself harder through my pants, the friction was not enough but it felt good anyway.

Maya made a sound; half whimper, half triumph, and pressed herself harder against Marcus's thigh.

"David," she said, my name sounding more like a prayer.

My wife looked around at the gathered men, noting the hope and anticipation on their faces. She was suddenly hit by the enormity of the possibilities, and what the situation threatened. Santiago set his camera down on the counter with a clatter that broke the spell. He moved towards her too, his desire written plainly on his face, his hands reaching for his button fly.

All of them together? Maya turned apprehensive. It was too much. She stepped away from Marcus.

“I’m sorry,” she murmured, keeping her eyes downcast. “It’s late, I’m tired, and I’ve definitely had too much to drink. I need to go to bed, alone with my husband, and get some sleep. I’m sorry. I’m sorry.”

Marcus stepped back, understanding on his face.

“No worries, Maya,” he chuckled. “You think about what you want.”

End Part One
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