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Chapter one

The Cabin
Josh


“Here we are. Home sweet home,” I said, listening to the gravel crunching under our tires.

It really did feel like the sound of coming home. It’d been forever since we’d done this.

“I can’t believe we have a whole week away from the kids,” Whitney said.

“I can’t believe your parents actually agreed to take them for a whole week,” I said, chuckling and shaking my head.

They jumped at the opportunity, of course. We were lucky we had grandparents we could trust with our children. Not to mention grandparents who were willing to take the children for so long.

“Yeah, well you know how they are,” she said, turning and grinning at me. “And meanwhile that means we get to pretend we’re a couple of young’uns getting it on in a cabin all week again!”

My cock got hard thinking of that. My wife certainly had a way of phrasing things that got my attention.

I turned to look at her, and her grin was positively mischievous. Like we’re talking she was chewing on her lip and looking at me like she had…

Well, it’d been a while since she’d looked at me like that. I guess it was the pressure of living life and all that.

“I’m looking forward to that,” I said, winking at her.

“That’s nice, but maybe turn your attention back to the road for now? You’re about to miss your turn, and I’m pretty sure this is the one that goes into a little gully.”

I looked back at the gravel road. I’d been so distracted by my wife giving me the bedroom eyes that I hadn’t noticed the bend in the road up ahead. Which was an amateur hour mistakes considering we’d been up here countless times.

Even if it had been years since all of us were able to get together like this.

I slowed down and navigated the turn like a pro. I didn’t want to run into the kind of trouble we’d had before.

“Remember the time Dustin ran his car off the road here?” I asked, laughing at the memory.

I could laugh because it wasn’t my car that’d gone over the edge. Sure it hadn’t done much damage, but he hadn’t been happy about the tow fee or the damage to the front of his precious Mustang.

“I remember,” she said, biting her lip. “I’m pretty sure the reason he ran his car off the road was Laura was busy distracting him.”

I swallowed. The thought of something like that happening was interesting enough. I could remember a time when Whitney did that sort of thing, though that was also the sort of thing that felt like a distant memory.

More distracting than that memory, though, was the thought of Laura doing something like that. She was pretty. Dark hair as opposed to Whitney’s light brown. She had a petite frame I knew she was self-conscious about, but that’d never stopped me from admiring her.

She might be petite, but good things came in small packages with bright blue eyes that felt like they were staring into your soul every time she looked at you.

“You okay there, big guy?” Whitney asked.

I turned to look at her, blushing sheepishly.

“Just thinking about some things,” I said.

“Oh really?” she asked. “So are you thinking about me doing the same thing to you? Or were you maybe thinking about Laura doing something to distract you?”

“Um. How do you even know she was doing that?” I asked, desperately seeking a change of subject so I didn’t have to have this awkward conversation with my wife. “I never heard that part of the story.”

“She told me all about it after,” Whitney said. “That’s not the kind of thing she’s going to tell an insurance adjuster, but it’s definitely the kind of thing she’ll tell one of her friends.”

“I suppose,” I said, shaking my head and laughing. “I still can’t believe they’d do something like that, though.”

“Really?” she asked. “I seem to recall there was a time when we did that sort of thing.”

I snorted. “Yeah. Before we had kids who were constantly cock blocking us.”

I felt my wife shift in the passenger seat. A moment later my eyes went wide as her hand moved to my thigh and gave it a squeeze.

“Eyes on the road, big boy,” she said in a teasing tone. “I want to make sure you enjoy this, but I also don’t want you to run us off the gravel road and into the woods.”

I risked a glance in her direction. She was smiling like the cat who’d eaten the proverbial canary. Her hand moved up my thigh, and I shivered.

Well then. It would appear we really were acting like a couple of crazy kids who’d just gotten to know each other for the first time! Not that I was complaining. That was a good feeling with the way her hand was moving up until…

My eyes rolled into the back of my head as her hand made contact with my cock.

“Jesus, Whitney,” I groaned.

“Eyes on the road,” she said, her voice a sharp command.

I obeyed that command. The last thing I wanted was to mess this up by disobeying a direct order!

So I stared straight ahead. I licked my lips and thought about how damn good it felt to have my wife’s hand running up and down the length of my cock.

Sure this was something I’d felt plenty of times before, but there was something about the forbidden nature of doing it on this drive that really got me going!

She moved her hand up and put it down my pants, just like we were a couple of teenagers getting it on. That sent another shiver through me.

Was it a little silly to get excited about a handjob when we were grown adults? Maybe, but I didn’t care. The classics were the classics for a reason.

“Oh. It feels like someone likes this,” she said.

I couldn’t help myself. I reached out to grab one of her tits. I waited for her to slap me away, but that slap never came. No, instead she merely let out a delighted little purr.

“You really are being a naughty boy today,” she said.

“I’m not the only one being naughty,” I said.

The car wound its way up the gravel path. Smaller drives ran off either side of the main drive. The cabin we were going to was one of the big ones on the lake. We’d never been able to afford anything like that before.

Basically it was the sort of cabin you went to if you were in a horror movie or a porno, and based on what Whitney was doing to me I knew what genre this story was in!

“Someone really is excited,” she said, running her thumb along the tip of my cock and feeling the precum already waiting for her.

“What can I say?” I asked. “This is everything I was hoping for on this trip and then some!”

“I bet it is,” she said. “You’re going to miss your turn, by the way.”

I looked ahead and everything came into focus. Like I’d been looking at the path ahead of us, but not really seeing it.

The path came to an end, and there were two turns. I took the left one as directed on the written instructions. This place was so out of the way that it still wasn’t on any of the GPS services, even though it’d been here forever.

I also couldn’t help myself as we made our way along the winding road. I reached out to grab my wife’s tits again. She was in a tank top that provided easy access.

As I looked over to her, I could see the swell of her incredible tits staring at me from that tank top. It was the kind of top that left nothing to the imagination, and I loved it on her.

It was another one of those things she didn’t get to wear all that often these days because she didn’t think it was appropriate for a mom to wear stuff like that.

“Normally I wouldn’t go for something like this while you’re supposed to be concentrating, but I’ll let you do some one-handed driving in this case,” she said, that smile never leaving her face.

I probably could’ve reached down and put my hand in her pants, but I really did need to concentrate on driving. I didn’t want to run the car off the road and ruin what was shaping up to be one hell of a weekend, after all.

So I put my hand down her tank top and into her bra. I felt her nipple and rolled it around between my thumb and finger.

That really did it for me. I never got tired of my wife’s tits. I thought she had the most amazing pair in the world, even if I was also willing to admit I was biased.

My cock started to twitch. I was surprised to realize I was getting close. I couldn’t remember the last time I got this close because of a handjob, but I wasn’t complaining!

“I’m close,” I grunted.

“That’s too bad,” she said, reaching down and putting her thumb at the base of my cock.

“You’re playing a dangerous game,” I said.

She kept her thumb down, which clamped down on the channel my come would spew out of if she decided to let me get off. Though it was becoming pretty obvious she wasn’t in the mood to let me come right now, damn it.

“I’m afraid we don’t have time for that kind of fun,” she said, her lip jutting out in a sexy pout as she stared at me.

I glanced at her again, frustrated that she was stopping now of all times. Then I looked ahead and realized there was a method to her madness.

A large cabin loomed out of the woods ahead of us, and my mouth fell open. I knew the cabin was nicer compared to the stuff we rented back when we were fresh out of college, the cabins that weren’t as close to the lake, but it was still a sight to behold.

It was the sort of thing where I could look at it and not believe that was going to be all ours. Sort of like the way I felt on my wedding day when I saw Whitney walking down the aisle and knew she was all mine.

“Damn,” I whispered, staring at the cabin that was really a cabin in name only.

“We’re doing pretty well for ourselves, Josh,” Whitney said. “And it looks like everyone else is already here!”


Chapter two

Arrival
Josh


“Yeah, we’re doing well for ourselves all right,” I said, staring at the cabin.

I could remember a time when we’d snuck out to these fancy cabins because we wanted to see how the other half lived. Back then I’d resolved that I’d be able to afford one of these someday.

I never thought that day would actually come. First because I didn’t think I’d ever make the kind of money that would afford one of these cabins, and then because we’d been so busy with kids and life that I didn’t think we’d be able to get away for one of these trips like back when we were fresh out of college with all the time in the world.

Only now here we were, and I could say that was one life goal achieved. It was a damn good feeling.

Whitney pulled her hand out of my pants. Which was a damn shame, but I suppose it couldn’t be helped. It’s not like she could keep her hand in my pants while I was getting stuff out of the back of the old minivan.

“Don’t be too disappointed,” she said, hitting me with one of those signature smiles that never failed to drive me wild.

“Who said I was disappointed?” I asked, trying to keep the disappointment from my voice so she wouldn’t realize how bummed I was.

It was a damn shame there wasn’t a turnaround on the gravel road so we could do another loop. I figured we could’ve had a really good time if I had just five to ten more minutes.

“I can tell,” she said. “I like to think we’ve been together long enough that I know when you’re upset. Not to mention I just stopped doing one of your favorite things.”

“Maybe that was one of my favorite things back in high school,” I said.

“That’s nonsense, and you know it,” she said. “Unless you don’t want me touching you there anymore?”

“No. You can touch me there whenever you want,” I said.

Her grin said it all. “I thought you might say something like that.”

“I suppose we should get out and get everything into the cabin,” I said, looking at the place again. “I don’t remember these places being this big.”

“Title of your sex tape,” Whitney said.

“Please,” I said, rolling my eyes at the terrible joke.

“Please don’t make jokes like that, or please be nice enough to touch me in my happy place again?”

“A little bit of all of the above, if you’re taking requests,” I said.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s at least bring everything inside before we start thinking about any of that other stuff.”

“You say so,” I said.

Reluctantly I stepped out of the minivan, reflecting, like I often did, on how odd it was that we were now the kind of people who drove around in a minivan.

It was one of those things where life sneaks up on you fast. One moment you’re dreaming about tooling around in a sports car so you can impress the ladies, and the next you’ve impressed one lady enough that you need to get a minivan to tool around with your kids.

I sighed as I closed the door. The old me, the one who used to come to a cabin farther down the mountain with my friends and then later with Whitney when we got serious, would’ve been happy that I’d locked down forever with her.

Still. I liked to think the old me would’ve been a little wistful about some of the things I’d lost by giving up my youth for stability.

“That’s quite a look you have going,” Whitney said.

“What are you talking about?”

“You have that far off thoughtful look you get whenever you’re thinking things over.”

“Just thinking about where we were in life the last time we came to this lake compared to where we are now,” I said with a shrug.

“I get it,” she said, pulling one of her massive bits of luggage out of the back of the minivan.

Minivans might not be much to look at, but the old girl had it where it counted: storage.

“You get it?” I asked.

“The first few times we came up here we were a couple of kids,” she said, putting her luggage up on the rollers. “Now we have kids and responsibility. It’s a change.”

“It sure is,” I said.

“You should look on the bright side, though,” she said, looking up at the cabin.

“I’m here with the girl of my dreams?”

She cocked her head to the side. “You don’t have to sweet talk me. You’re getting laid this week no matter what. That’s one of the things that changed from the first time we were here together. No mystery there.”

“I didn’t think there was much mystery the last time around,” I said. “You don’t accept an invitation to a cabin in the woods if you’re not planning on getting it on.”

“Well weren’t you overconfident?”

“I was right, is what I was.”

“Whatever,” she said. “The point is, I know life has changed, but I think life is a lot better now than it was then, right? At the end of the day we have each other, and our kids. That’s more than a lot of people can say.”

“You’re right,” I said with a grin.

“That is something that happens from time to time,” she said.

“That’s something that happens pretty often,” I said. “Isn’t that how married life works? When I’m wrong, I’m wrong, and when I’m right, I’m wrong?”

“Keep talking like that, smart ass, and you might not get anything tonight.”

“I like my chances,” I said, but I also decided maybe it was time to cool it on the wife jokes for a little bit.

Instead I turned and looked at the cars out in front of the cabin. There was the Lexus. That belonged to Scott and Allison.

Scott always loved showing off. Hell, that seemed to extend to Allison in a lot of ways. Not that I was complaining considering some of the swimsuits she wore up to the cabin.

Then there was an SUV that wasn’t flashy, but it was still nice. Like we’re talking it wasn’t the base model, but it didn’t beg for everyone to stare at the person with enough money to buy it.

That had Dustin and Laura written all over it. Expensive but practical.

I glanced to our minivan. It was a far cry from the ancient Honda I’d driven up here the first time around, that was for sure. It was a nice car, an expensive car, but at the end of the day it was still a nice expensive minivan. Practicality manifested in vehicle form.

“What are you thinking about now?”

“Cars as personality tests,” I said. “Dustin is definitely a far cry from dropping his Mustang off the side of the road, isn’t he?”

“That’s true,” Whitney said, leaning in close to me despite the luggage in both our hands. “Don’t worry, though. I happen to think a man who’s sensible and practical is plenty sexy.”

“Boy am I glad to hear that considering the practicalitymobile I’m driving around in,” I said, glancing at the minivan.

Not that I had anything to complain about. It might be a minivan, but it was way nicer than any other car I’d ever owned.

“You should probably go easy on Dustin anyway,” she said.

“What? Why?” I asked.

I was going to follow her advice, of course. She’d always been good about having a read on our friends, and I didn’t think this was any different. Still. I was curious what had her talking about going easy on him in the first place.

“I heard from Laura that they’ve been having some trouble, is all,” she said with a shrug. “So maybe go easy on him. Don’t mention that he’s traded his Mustang for an SUV.”

“Trouble? Really?” I asked. “I wouldn’t have figured them as the type to have trouble in paradise.”

“Please,” she said. “That’s the thing to do now that we’re old. People having marriage trouble is the new trend, the same as everyone getting married was the big thing back in our twenties.”

“I suppose,” I said, looking at their SUV again.

“Supposedly Scott and Allison were having some trouble, too, but they seem to be better now.”

“How do you even hear all this stuff?”

“I actually talk to our friends,” she said. “It’s something you might consider doing in your group chat with the boys from time to time. Then you won’t be blindsided by this stuff.”

“We talk about stuff,” I said. “Just not that kind of stuff, I guess.”

“Well maybe you should,” she said. “I’m sure Dustin could use someone to talk to.”

“Maybe,” I said, though I wasn’t sure he’d appreciate knowing that we all knew his private business with Laura. No matter what my wife said.

“Is there anything else I should know about our friends before we go in?”

“Not that I can think of.”

“And you never did find out how Scott and Allison managed to work things out?”

“Why?” she asked, hitting me with a grin. “Is our relationship on the rocks and I don’t know it?”

“Nothing like that,” I said. “Though I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to have a a few pointers. Just in case.”

“You’re impossible,” she said. “But I wouldn’t bring that up with either of them.”

“Why not?”

“She was really evasive about it whenever we asked her. Seems like the kind of thing she wants to keep private for now.”

“You say so,” I said.

“I do say so,” she said. “And you of all people should appreciate the value of listening to your wife by now!”

“You’ll get no disagreement from me on that score,” I said.

We reached the front door. We stood on a porch that ran around the length of the whole cabin. There was a view of the lake at one end, and a view into the woods on the other side.

In short, the view was breathtaking.

“Nice view,” I said.

“Are you talking about me, or about the person coming to greet us?” Whitney asked.

“What are you…”

Though of course I shouldn’t have asked. I knew who she was talking about before the words left my mouth. No sooner had I looked up than I saw none other than Allison heading for the door to let us in, a huge smile on her face.

Though it wasn’t her smile that caught my attention.

“Easy there, big boy,” Whitney said, a smile in her voice even though I wasn’t looking at her.

“What are you talking about?”

“You’ll catch flies like that.”

I closed my mouth. I hadn’t even realized it was hanging open.

Though I had a pretty good excuse for my mouth hanging open. Because Allison was dressed in her usual, which meant she was dressed to impress.

She wore a tight T-shirt that plunged low enough I could see all the way to Timbuktu. I never understood how Scott could be okay with his wife dressing like that, but whatever. It seemed to work for them, so I wasn’t going to complain if I got to enjoy the view.

“Just try not to be too obvious about staring at our friend’s tits,” Whitney said.

“Well they’re sort of hanging out there for the world to see,” I said.

Whitney rolled her eyes, but then Allison was there opening the door and beaming as she looked between the two of us.

“Hey y’all!” she said, her red hair framing her beautiful face as she beamed at us. “So glad you could make it!”


Chapter three

Slightly Awkward
Josh


“Whitney!” Allison said, throwing her arms open. “So good to see you again!”

“Good to see me again?” Whitney said. “It’s great to see you again!”

“Then it’s great for all of us to see each other again,” Allison said, pulling my wife in for a hug.

It was a hug that sent a delicious chill running through me. I knew there wasn’t a chance of my wife and Allison ever getting together like that, but it was a thought that’d always been in the back of my mind.

And seeing the two of them hugging sent a shiver of possibilities running through me. As always.

“It’s so good to see you, really,” Allison said, hugging her even tighter.

Finally she let go after a moment that seemed a little too long and just a touch too awkward. Or maybe that was just my imagination.

God knows my imagination was going to some pretty interesting places thinking about the two of them doing more than simply hugging.

“So how are things in the suburbs?” Allison asked.

“They’re hardly the suburbs,” Whitney said, rolling her eyes. “We had to basically move out to one of the smaller towns on the outskirts of the suburbs to be able to afford a halfway decent house.”

“Yeah, tell me about it,” Allison said with a shrug. Then her face lit up again. “Still. It’s so great to see you! It feels like it’s been forever since we’ve done this.”

“Probably because it has been forever since we’ve done this,” I said.

“Oh my God, Josh!” Allison said, seemingly noticing me for the first time.

Her squeal was almost deafening. Then she did one of my favorite things ever. She threw herself at me, jumping and wrapping her arms around me.

She also wrapped her legs around me. That was something I never got tired of no matter how many times she did it.

Though I also glanced over to Whitney. There was a part of me that couldn’t help but worry what my wife thought of what Allison was doing.

I put my hands under her legs, careful to avoid grabbing her ass as she hugged me. Finally she pulled away and grinned as she hopped down.

“You’ve still got it,” she said.

“For a curvy redhead like you? He’s always going to have it,” Whitney said, rolling her eyes.

“There’s no need to be a spoilsport, Whitney,” Allison said, turning to glance at me. “Besides. I’ve had enough of that lately with…”

Allison paused and looked around. Like she worried someone might overhear her. She walked over to the side of the big open area and looked around again, then nodded.

“They’re down by the lake,” she said, as though reassuring herself as much as she was relaying that fact to us. “It’s safe to talk.”

“What are you talking about?” I asked, feigning ignorance.

Allison turned and hit me with a look.

“What?”

“We all know you’re full of shit, Josh,” she said. “Everyone standing here knows it.”

“Okay, so I might be full of shit, but what does that have to do with…”

She continued hitting me with that flat stare. Finally I sighed and rolled my eyes.

“Okay, so maybe Whitney told me there was some trouble in paradise.”

“Exactly,” Whitney said. “She knows I’d tell you everything. That’s how she knows you’re totally full of shit.”

“Yup,” Allison said.

“So what’s going on?” I asked.

“I heard Dustin cheated on Laura,” Whitney said in a hushed tone.

“Wait. When were you going to tell me about this?” I asked.

“When I had the chance to get more details straight from the horse’s mouth,” she said, glancing to Allison.

“I’m going to go ahead and ignore how you just called me a horse,” Allison said. “Either way, you’re wrong. Dustin didn’t cheat on Laura.”

“Then what did happen?” I asked, transfixed by this new drama.

“Laura was the one stepping out on her marriage,” Allison said, looking deadly serious.

“Bullshit,” Whitney said.

“I’m totally serious,” Allison said. “I know it’s hard to believe, but that’s what happened.”

“But Laura wouldn’t do something like that,” Whitney said. “That’s just not the kind of person she is!”

“Well apparently she is,” Allison said. “Because that’s totally what she did.”

I thought about Laura. Petite Laura with those piercing blue eyes and her dark hair. I thought of her in the arms of another man. That sent a shiver running through me, which was odd.

I suddenly wasn’t sure if I was shivering at the thought of Laura in the arms of another man in general, or if I was shivering at the thought of her in my arms in particular.

Not that I thought there was any more of a chance of that now than there’d been five minutes ago before I heard about her extramarital fun.

I pushed those thoughts out of my head. Lusting after Laura in the privacy of my own thoughts was one thing, but I needed to focus.

“When did this happen?”

“You can’t tell me you believe this,” Whitney said. “You might as well say I’m capable of cheating on you!”

That had me blinking in surprise. I thought about that. Really thought about it.

It’s the kind of thing that would’ve left me sick to my stomach any other time. Only hot on the heels of those intriguing thoughts of Laura getting with someone else…

Well, suddenly images filled my mind, and I wasn’t sure what to think of them. I was still rock hard thinking about Laura being a naughty little minx with another man, and suddenly those same thoughts were hitting me about my own beautiful wife.

“It is pretty hard to believe,” I said.

“Maybe it’s hard to believe, but I’m telling you, it’s the truth,” Allison said with a shrug. “Dustin was pretty upset. I guess he’s not into that sort of thing.”

A thin little smile spread across her face as she said that last bit. Which had me wondering what she was getting at. What kind of guy would ever be into the idea of his woman getting with another man?

Not a sane man, that was for sure. Even if I also couldn’t stop thinking about Laura in the arms of another man.

Hell, maybe that other man was me. I told myself I was getting turned on thinking about the lucky bastard she decided to get with, though, and that was it.

“Wow,” Whitney said, shaking her head. “I can’t believe it. I never would’ve thought she was capable of something like that.”

“It’s always the ones you least expect,” Allison said with a shrug.

“Yeah, I guess,” I said, shaking my head. Then I elbowed Whitney in the side. “By that metric I should probably be worried about you finding comfort in the arms of another man, shouldn’t I?”

Whitney rolled her eyes and crossed her arms as she glared at me. “Fat chance of that happening.”

I shivered. Maybe she was saying there was a fat chance of that happening, but I couldn’t deny that the idea was suddenly compelling in a way I’d never considered before.

I pushed those thoughts away. Again. It wasn’t exactly productive thinking about that sort of thing.

“So where is the happy couple?” I asked, clapping my hands together.

Allison looked over her shoulder along the porch that ran the full length of the cabin. She bit her lip.

It was a look that was pure sex. Like so many things Allison did. Still, at the same time she seemed worried.

“They’re out back right now with Scott,” she said.

“You make that sound like it’s a bad thing,” I said. “Is it a bad thing?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “They’ve been acting weird. That’s all I can tell you.”

“I’d be acting weird if I was dealing with…”

I paused and turned to Whitney. She rolled her eyes.

“I don’t know how many times I have to tell you that you don’t have to worry about that kind of thing from me before you believe me,” she said.

“I know,” I said, hitting her with a smile. “Just giving you a hard time, is all.”

I was dealing with a hard time myself. I didn’t know why I found this thought so strangely compelling, but here we were.

“So is this going to kill the mood for the week?” I asked.

“I sure as shit hope not,” Whitney said. “I came out here to have a good time with my friends, and I’m not going to let some weirdness with their relationship get in the way of that!”

“I don’t think we should let any weirdness get in the way of a good time, to be sure,” Allison said. “I just think we need to be aware of what’s going on. They’re having a difficult time, and we need to remember that.”

“She makes a good point,” I said with a shrug. “It’s always good to be kind to friends in need, isn’t it?”

“I suppose you’re right,” Whitney said, staring along the balcony.

“Well then,” I said, rubbing my hands together. “I guess that means it’s time to go out and confront the awkward!”

“You always did have such a way with words,” Allison said, rolling her eyes. “But you’re right. We need to be there for our friends.”

“Damn straight,” I said, darting a glance to Whitney.

It was odd. She was only in a tank top and shorts. It was an outfit I’d seen her wear countless times before.

Only…

Well, there was something that felt different about it looking at her in that outfit now. I couldn’t quite explain it. It was like I was seeing her through a new set of eyes.

Like I was seeing her through the eyes of another man who might be interested in her.

That seemed silly even as I thought of it, but it’s what was going through my mind. I took in her curves. I looked at the way her ass looked in those shorts that were so tight they might as well be painted on.

I took in everything about her, and I loved it.

Also? I was totally hit with a case of the shivers as I thought about all the other men I’d seen staring at her thinking the same thing I was. I’d never given them a second thought. It’s not like any of them actually had a chance with my wife.

Only we’d just learned that Laura stepped out on Dustin, and that was the kind of thing I would’ve thought was impossible too. I wasn’t sure what to make of any of this, and I knew for damn sure I needed to get these thoughts out of my head before they overwhelmed me.

So I stepped out onto the porch and followed the sounds of voices to the back.


Chapter four

Old Friends
Josh


Imade my way around the porch. The view was breathtaking. A subtle wind blew through the trees, causing that whispering noise that I loved to hear. Meanwhile out on the lake the sun sparkled on the water, and in the distance I could see boats going back and forth.

There was even a dock with a boat that came with the cabin. That had been a nice surprise. Even if I was pretty sure we were paying out the nose for it.

And out by the lakeside I saw none other than Scott. He stood there with Dustin and Laura, an easy smile on his face as he worked a grill on a massive deck that turned to a pier that ran out into the lake.

There was a cooler where the porch turned into the deck. I thought about getting a drink, but decided to go talk to everybody first.

I wanted to get the lay of the land. Figure out just how awkward things were getting.

“So I see you all decided to start the party without us!” I said, approaching.

“Josh!” Scott said, raising a beer with one hand as he worked the grill with the other.

“Excuse me while I help myself,” I said.

I decided to go for the cooler after all. I grabbed a beer and tossed it to Whitney who caught without missing a beat. I popped my own top and took a deep drink.

“Damn that’s good,” I said, looking down at the can. “Is it just me, or does this stuff taste better on vacation?”

“Definitely. It’s always better when you don’t have to worry about any kids coming along and bothering you or asking if they can have a drink,” Whitney said, coming up behind me and putting a hand around my waist.

“Scott just gave our kids a taste of the stuff,” Allison said, coming up behind us.

I was painfully aware of the delightful way her ass moved back and forth in that tight pair of shorts. I licked my lips as I stared at her, then quickly turned away.

After all. I didn’t want my wife to catch me looking. Again. That would be awkward. Again.

Though as I glanced at Whitney, I was pretty sure I was already too late on that score. She hit me with an unreadable smile.

“You let your kid taste beer?” Whitney asked, turning her attention back to Allison. I breathed a sigh of relief.

“Why not?” she asked with a shrug. “It certainly made them never want to try the stuff again!”

Whitney turned and looked at me. It was clear she wasn’t entirely comfortable with that line of thinking. I tried to imagine her letting one of our kids have a drink of beer, and I couldn’t see it.

Though I did remember my dad doing the same thing. I’d thought the stuff was so disgusting that I gave up on it until I was a teenager, and even then it took some convincing from friends to get me to try it again.

“There might be something to that,” I said with a shrug. “My dad kept me away from the stuff for years by giving me a taste.”

“Men,” Whitney said, rolling her eyes. Then she turned to look at Laura and Dustin. “So how are the two of you, strangers?”

Maybe it was my imagination, or that I was looking for it, but I thought I detected a moment of hesitation. An awkward pause as they exchanged glances.

Then again, maybe that was just my imagination. Something I was looking for because I knew what was going on.

One thing was for sure. Whatever the fuck was going on between the two of them was definitely going to complicate this weekend.

“Living the dream,” Dustin said, raising his can of beer in salute.

“Yeah, the dream,” Laura said, though she didn’t sound nearly as enthusiastic about “the dream” as Dustin was.

Whitney exchanged a significant glance with me. The meaning was clear. That wasn’t just my imagination. She was picking up on the same awkwardness I was.

Well. There was nothing for it but to power through that awkwardness. I held my hand up to give Dustin a high five. He took that offered high-five without hesitation, and for a brief moment it was like things were back to normal.

Only for a moment, but it was something.

“So how have you been?” I asked, looking between the two of them.

“Oh, you know,” Dustin said.

He punctuated that by taking a long chug from his beer. Like we’re talking it was the kind of chug a guy would’ve done to impress all his fraternity brothers back in college. Only I got the feeling there was way more to it than that.

Finally he finished, wiped his face, and looked to me and Whitney.

“What?” he asked with a nervous laugh. “You act like you’ve never seen a man chug a beer before! I know the two of you had more fun than that in college!”

We exchanged glances again. Then Whitney smiled and moved over to Laura. She leaned in close as the two of them started chatting, which had Dustin frowning.

Okay then. Clearly he didn’t like them having a private chat, but whatever. That glare continued as the two women moved off down towards the lake.

I took another drink to take the edge off of the awkwardness.

“Nice views they have around here,” I said, more to myself than anything.

“Yeah, I guess,” Dustin said, staring after Laura and Whitney still.

Which was good for sending another one of those little shivers running through me even as I found myself wondering exactly who it was he was looking at.

Was he staring at the lake view we’d paid so much to get? Was he staring at Laura?

She was a tight little package, that was for damn sure. Always had been. He was a lucky bastard to get with her, but then again, luck didn’t really have anything to do with it when you got down to it.

No, Dustin had clearly realized what he wanted the first time he laid eyes on Laura, and he’d pursued her with a dogged and single-minded persistence that would’ve made ancient hunters going after megafauna on the plains of wherever think he should dial it back a bit.

Laura had been all about it, of course. I could well remember how disgustingly sweet and cute the two of them had been.

It didn’t feel like much had changed between them besides that momentary awkwardness. I found myself wondering if it was possible for a relationship to recover from something like this.

And as I looked at Whitney, I found myself praying I wouldn’t ever have to confront something like that.

Only…

There was the way Dustin looked at the ladies. More particularly the way he looked at my wife. I was pretty sure he was looking at her. Taking in her curves.

It was the middle of summer, after all. Which meant the ladies wore the kind of clothes that left very little to the imagination when it came to shape while at the same time showing off nothing.

Was he looking at Whitney and wondering what it would be like to see her without anything on? The thought…

Well. I couldn’t say that it excited me, but it definitely sent one of those inexplicable shivers running through me.

“Anyway,” I said, turning away from our wives and back to him. “Has everything been going okay for you, man? Work and everything going well?”

“Oh yeah,” Dustin said, staring at our wives and then taking another drink. “Everything has been just fucking great.”

Okay then. I guess things were getting awkward all over again. Not that there was much I could do about it.

“Good to hear,” I said, for lack of anything better to say.

What could you say when you knew your friend’s wife had stepped out on him, you desperately wanted to tell him it was all going to be okay, but it was impossible to tell whether or not things were going to be okay because you had no frame of reference for that sort of thing?

So I settled for standing there staring out over the lake.

“So how many cabins are actually on the lake?” I asked for lack of anything better to say.

“Quite a few,” Scott called out from the grill. “I know we used to sneak up here back when we were in one of the smaller cabins closer to the road, but being here after dark doesn’t give the place justice.”

“Really?” I asked, turning to face him.

“Totally,” he said. “We were always trying to hide in the trees and get a look, and that meant we never really got to see all the lights twinkling all around the lake.”

“Interesting,” I said, staring out over the lake. “I guess we get a chance to see how the other half lives this weekend!”

“We are the other half now, my man,” Scott said, again raising his beer can in salute.

I raised mine right back at him. “To living like the other half!”

“To living like the other half!” Scott shot back at me.

I turned to Dustin who was still staring at the ladies. They were down at the beach at this point. It was a strip of sand that ran along the lake, but I knew it would probably turn to muck pretty soon after hitting the water.

That seemed to be the same in freshwater all around the Midwest.

I was pretty sure Dustin was staring at his wife, but I couldn’t be certain. I elbowed him in the side. He jumped and turned to look at me with a sheepish grin.

“Yeah, right,” he finally said. “To living like the other half, or whatever.”

I exchanged a glance with Scott. I figured if Allison knew what was going on with Dustin and Laura then there was a pretty good chance Scott was also in the know. He shrugged.

The meaning there was clear. I was definitely going to have to have a conversation with him about what was going on here. Try to get the dude interpretation of everything.

I turned to look at Laura and Whitney. Everything seemed so innocent. They stood down at the beach by the dock that looked like it’d been there for time immemorial. Like it was probably well maintained, they couldn’t have an expensive lake house like this where rich people vacationed without maintaining shit. Not unless they wanted to get their asses sued when something broke.

Still. It looked like it’d gotten some good use over the years.

I sighed. This weekend was definitely starting to look way more complicated than when we first arrived. Then again, nobody asked me before Laura decided to do whatever it was she’d done to make things so awkward.

I was desperate to get the details, but I figured that could wait for later.

So I took a drink of my beer, looked out over the scenic view of the lake and some of the other massive cabins dotting the shore that I’d never noticed before, and then turned to enjoy the other scenic view of my beautiful wife and Laura standing at the dock chatting.


Chapter five

Confessions
Whitney


Laura kept looking over her shoulder. Like she expected the guys to be spying on us or something.

Which seemed like a ridiculous thing to worry about. I turned and looked over my shoulder as well. Sure there was Josh standing there chatting with Dustin, but…

I squinted. The closer I looked at my husband and Dustin standing there supposedly chatting with one another, the more I realized that wasn’t the case at all.

Sure both of them were still standing there, but Dustin was staring over at us. At first I thought maybe he was staring at his wife, but the more I stared at him staring at us, the more I got the distinct feeling he was staring at me.

I’d been looking over my shoulder, so he had a nice view of my ass. Basically it was the equivalent of that ridiculous pose I sometimes saw in the kind of video game “art” Josh looked at when he didn’t think I was paying attention to what he was looking at on his phone late at night.

I smiled thinking of that. I figured let him have his fun.

After all, there’d been plenty of times when I enjoyed a little bit of time with a book boyfriend. I figured what was the harm?

“Whitney?”

I blinked and turned my attention back to Laura and away from our husbands. Even though I was pretty sure Dustin was staring at me, and not at his wife.

Which was odd, considering what they’d supposedly been fighting about. At least if what Allison told me was true.

“Sorry about that,” I said. “I guess I got a little distracted.”

“Oh yes. Because they’re so hot standing there in those polo shirts and khaki shorts.”

There seemed to be a touch of resentment to her voice. It was enough to make me wonder if maybe some of the stories Allison told me were true after all.

I could hardly believe it. Dustin had spent so much time pursuing her, and she’d been totally into it even if she tried to pretend she wasn’t back in college.

“I don’t know,” I said, giving Josh an up and down. “After all, it worked back in their fraternity days.”

“I suppose you’re right, at that,” Laura said, biting her lip as she looked at them.

Though again it was odd. Again I got the feeling she was looking at my husband rather than looking at hers.

“So this whole thing has felt weird to me,” she said, obviously trying to change the subject.

“Oh yeah?” I asked. “What’s so weird?”

“I kept feeling like I should look out the front windows and see the old Mustang sitting there.”

I smiled. Then frowned. I’d gone on exactly one ride in that Mustang. I’d been cramped into the back seat sitting on Josh’s lap.

Which had been interesting in its own way, but I hadn’t been able to concentrate on his cock smashing into me from below because of the seat smashing into me from the front.

It didn’t help that Scott and Allison were right next to us, while Laura was enjoying all the legroom up front and laughing with glee every time Dustin took a corner a little too fast.

“I can’t say I have many good memories associated with that car,” I said, trying to be diplomatic. “But I can understand why you might miss it.”

“Yeah, you didn’t have the kind of memories I did in there,” she said, still smiling. “It was actually quite remarkable how much you could get away with in those bucket seats.”

I frowned again. She was talking like she was still smitten with Dustin. Which made no sense if the rumors Allison told me were true.

“Yeah, but it looks like that four-door he’s driving around in now is a little more sensible,” I said, wanting desperately to ask her what the fuck was going on with the two of them, but not daring.

That wasn’t the kind of thing you could just come out and ask your friend, after all. Not without creating more drama than was worth it.

“Yeah, more sensible I suppose, but not nearly as much fun,” she said with a sigh.

“So how have things been going with you?” I asked. “I feel like it’s been forever since we’ve been able to chat.”

Laura hit me with a sharp glance. We’re talking it was the kind of look that had me wondering if she knew I suspected something.

She had to know that Allison wasn’t very good at holding back gossip. At least she wasn’t very good at holding back gossip from me.

That had been a universal truth ever since the first time we met each other at a party at the guys’ fraternity. The three of us had been brought together as a result of them, and we’d had some good times together over the years as a result.

“I guess things are okay,” she said with a noncommittal shrug that made me think things were anything but okay. “The real question is, how are things going with you and Josh?”

I frowned. She said that like I’d had a cancer diagnosis or something.

“Why do you sound like that?”

“Oh, you know,” she said.

“Pretend for a minute that I don’t know,” I said.

“It’s just everything,” she said, gesturing vaguely off into the distance at nothing. “The two of you have been married for a while now. You have children. Aren’t you feeling the seven year itch or anything like that?”

I frowned again. “The seven year itch?”

She stared at me for a long moment. Then she grinned.

“Come on, Whitney,” she said. “I know you went to the same parties at the fraternity as the rest of us. You can play all sweet and innocent, but I know it’s just an act.”

“Again, what are you talking about?” I asked, frowning.

The frown was more for what she’d just said than anything. She knew I liked to play it sweet and innocent?

I’d always hated that they pegged me as the innocent one. Just because I came from a small town and I still went to church.

Well, I’d still gone to church back in college. Which had seemed a touch ridiculous to all of them. Especially since it meant going to bed at a semi-reasonable hour on Saturdays rather than staying up all night.

Though the campus church had been kind enough to make their services a little later in the morning as a concession for any slightly hung over students who might want to make amends for whatever they’d done over the weekend.

Still. I didn’t like that they called me that. Talk about frustrating.

“The seven year itch,” she finally said, like I should know what that was.

“But I’ve been married for ten years,” I said.

Ten amazing years. We had two great kids together, and they were finally old enough that they were starting to get around and be their own people. We were well out of diapers, thank God.

“The point where you get stuck in your routine,” she said with a sigh. “Where you decide maybe you want to try new things?”

I blinked again. I got the feeling we were getting dangerously close to some of the rumors Allison had been whispering in my ear, but I wanted her to be absolutely clear with me about exactly what she was saying.

“Pretend I don’t know what you’re talking about, and spell it out for me clearly,” I said.

“I mean…”

Again she stopped. She looked over her shoulder. Though it was more like she was looking straight through the house and to the other side where the men and Allison were still hanging out doing their thing.

Like she didn’t want any of them to hear what we were about to talk about. Very interesting. Because there was only one subject I knew of that she wouldn’t want them to overhear.

“Come on, Laura,” I said. “You don’t even have to pretend I don’t know what you’re talking about, because I honestly have no fucking clue what you’re talking about here.”

That was a lie. I had a pretty good idea of exactly what she was trying to get at here. Sure she was being delicate and tap dancing around it, but that didn’t change the fact that I knew what had happened. Or at least I knew what Allison said had happened and I figured she was trying to absolve herself of her sins by projecting those sins on everyone else.

I just wanted her to come out and say it on her own. This was the kind of thing I needed to draw out of her, rather than letting her know I knew.

Laura sighed. She looked around again. Again I thought it was ridiculous that she was searching for somebody who might be listening in on this conversation considering we were out by the dock, but whatever.

“You know,” she said. “You get to the point in your marriage where you start to wonder if maybe there was another path you could’ve taken.”

“Like a different wedding venue or something?” I asked, batting my eyes at her.

Even I thought that was taking things to a ridiculous point, but at the same time if she was going to think I was naïve then I was going to play that up, damn it.

“That’s not what I’m talking about, and you know it,” she hissed. “Seriously, Whitney. There are times when I think you’re just putting on an act or something.”

“I’m not, and I still don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

Though I was smiling on the inside. I figured frustrating her was the least she deserved. After all, she was the one who decided to step out on Dustin. Which wasn’t the kind of thing I would ever consider doing to Josh. I couldn’t imagine what kind of woman would do something like that, even as I saw exactly that kind of woman standing right in front of me.

And I couldn’t believe it was somebody I’d known for so very long.

“You honestly mean to tell me you’ve never looked at another man and thought he was hot?” she asked. “Like you’ve never looked at a guy and wondered what it would be like to get with him?”

I blinked. Then I blinked a second time. I figured I was really playing it up now, but whatever. If she was going to ask me silly questions then I was going to play it up, damn it.

“I mean I used to do that back when we first started dating, I guess,” I said.

Then I stopped and thought about that. Really thought about it. Because it’d been so long since I even thought of something like that, and I felt a touch guilty even admitting there’d been a time when I’d thought of men other than my husband while I was with my husband.

“It’s not like that’s something that’s happened anytime recently, though,” I said, and that was the honest to God truth.

It was like getting married had shut down that part of me. Sure there were times when I could look at a guy and think he was attractive, but that was it. I never looked at the guy I thought was hot and thought to myself “damn, I want to get with that.”

Apparently Laura had, though, and now it looked like she was trying to get other people to admit to having similar feelings. I wasn’t sure if that was because she was trying to make her own conscience feel better about what she’d done, or what.

“So you never…”

Laura took a deep breath, then sighed. She looked around again, and then hit me with a smile that never quite reached her eyes.

“Good chat, Whitney,” she finally said.

“Yeah, sure,” I said, though I had no idea what was so good about our chat. She definitely didn’t look like she got whatever it was she was hoping to get from me.

“It should be a fun weekend, either way,” she said, patting me on the shoulder.

And then she was gone, turning and disappearing around the front of the house.

I stared after her for a long moment. I was sure my husband would enjoy that view. He’d always appreciated her ass. She didn’t have the kind of big booty that seemed to be so popular these days. No, everything about Laura was petite in a tight little package.

I shook my head. Why was I thinking of my friend like that? I quickly pushed those thoughts away, wondering what the fuck was happening to me.

And I also wondered about that whole seven year itch thing. It had never even occurred to me, but I’d seen the way Josh looked at Allison and Laura. Was Josh feeling that itch, and he was just really good about covering it up? The thought wouldn’t leave my mind now that Laura put it there.

Damn it.


Chapter six

Weirdness
Whitney


“So how did your chat with the adulteress go?” Allison asked.

I paused to look around. We were sitting around a fire pit between the house and the lake. A fire crackled, and all around us were the sounds of nighttime in a forested area next to a lake.

It was straight out of a fantasy. Or maybe straight out of a horror movie.

I grinned. If this was a horror movie then this would be about the time we started hearing strange noises in the woods that turned out to be a monster or an ax wielding maniac.

Josh had always been a fan of that kind of movie, and I’d come to be something of an aficionado myself over the years because I’d been game enough to watch them with him, even though it wasn’t my cup of tea.

I looked over to where he was in deep conversation with Dustin. I frowned, wondering what they were talking about.

“Well she was certainly weird,” I whispered.

“Weird?” she asked, her eyebrows shooting up. “Do tell.”

“It’s hard to describe,” I said, glancing around the fire.

Laura was down on the dock having a chat with Scott. Which wasn’t all that odd. We were all friends. Like it wasn’t just the husbands being friends with the husbands and the wives coming along for the ride. We’d always been a pretty close and tight knit group.

So under normal circumstances it wouldn’t be all that odd that Laura was down there having a conversation with Scott. Only with everything we knew, not to mention what she’d been talking about earlier…

Well, I wasn’t sure what to make of anything now.

“She kept asking me about the seven year itch,” I said. “I didn’t even realize that was something people actually went through.”

“The seven year itch?” Allison asked, her eyebrows shooting up as she positively cackled. “Are you fucking serious? She’s really going to try and use that as an excuse?”

“I don’t understand,” I said. “Why is seven years some magical number?”

Allison shrugged. “I don’t really know. Just that some people seem to think that’s the point where a marriage starts to fall apart.”

“That makes no sense,” I said.

“I never said it made any sense,” she said with a shrug. “Just that it’s a thing, and there are people who seem to think it justifies them stepping out on their partner.”

“I’d never do something like that,” I said, though I wasn’t so sure about it now.

Again, I’d seen the way my own husband looked at Allison and Laura. I’d always chalked that up to him being a man. He couldn’t help but look.

Then again, hadn’t I done the same thing with Scott and Dustin from time to time? Our friend group had always joked that things might’ve been different, that we might’ve ended up with different members of friend group, if we’d met each other in a different order.

“I don’t know,” Allison said with a shrug right before she dropped a bombshell on me. “Seems like the kind of thing where you shouldn’t knock it until you’ve tried it.”

She happened to catch me right in the middle of taking a drink of beer. So I ended up inhaling some of that beer, which resulted in me coughing and spluttering as I turned to stare at her.

“Wait, what are you talking about?” I asked.

“What do you think I’m talking about?” Allison asked.

She punctuated her statement by taking a drink of her own as she hit me with a significant look. Like we’re talking it was one of those looks where she raised both of her eyebrows as she stared at me and took a drink.

And it was the kind of drink where I’m sure if my husband was watching then he wouldn’t be able to resist thinking about her wrapping her lips around his cock the same way she was loving that beer bottle.

I shivered. I wasn’t sure that I enjoyed all these strange thoughts suddenly running through my head, but there was no avoiding them.

“Come on, Whitney,” she said when she finished her drink. “You can’t tell me you’ve never considered…”

She trailed off and let the thought hang there. Meanwhile all I could do was stare at her and wonder who this strange woman was, and what she’d done with my friend. Like I couldn’t imagine her ever doing something like that to her husband.

“Don’t tell me you’ve done that,” I said.

“Done what?” Allison asked.

“You know what,” I said.

“Spell it out for me,” Allison said.

My eyes narrowed and I resisted the urge to growl. She was doing the same thing I’d done to Laura earlier. It was enough to make me wonder if the two of them had talked about this and so she knew exactly what I’d said earlier.

“Doing what Laura did,” I hissed. “You were talking about her like it was some horrible thing, and now you’re going to tell me you’re a hypocrite?”

“Not a hypocrite,” Allison said with a grin. “Laura did what she did without permission. That’s the big difference. Permission and consent is the magic ingredient for everything, isn’t it?”

My eyes went wide. Because I suddenly understood where she was going with this, but it was still one of those things where I could scarcely believe she was saying what she was saying.

“You mean…”

I stopped. I glanced over to my own husband who was deep in conversation with Dustin. I couldn’t imagine him ever doing something like that.

And whatever conversation they were having, it seemed like a pretty fucking intense one. Like I couldn’t hear what they were saying, but the way Dustin kept moving his hands around and gesticulating told me he wasn’t happy about whatever they were discussing.

That was enough to make me wonder if they were talking about whatever had happened with Laura.

“Allison, you can’t be bullshitting me on something like this,” I said, leaning in close.

“I’d never dream of bullshitting one of my best friends ever,” she said, letting out a little laugh.

“But what you’re talking about is crazy,” I said.

“What’s so crazy about it?”

“You’re telling me you went out with some other guy,” I said.

“Maybe,” she said, taking another drink to hide the blush. Okay then. So at least she still felt a little embarrassed by all this.

“And your husband was totally cool with that?”

“I don’t know that I’d say he was cool with it entirely,” she said with a shrug. “But he certainly didn’t mind that it gave him permission to go and do the same thing with another woman. That seemed to be the magical secret sauce that made everything okay.”

My mind reeled. I could scarcely believe I was hearing this from my friend. Yet there she sat with a self-satisfied smirk, staring at me as she took yet another drink.

“This is crazy,” I finally said with a sigh.

“Maybe Laura and Dustin wouldn’t be going through all of this trouble if they’d just come to an arrangement, you know?” Allison said. “Or if they stuck to an arrangement.”

She said that last bit almost as an afterthought. My eyes narrowed as I stared at her. There was something about the way her tone changed that made me think there was more going on there, but I brushed it off.

“I don’t know,” I finally said. “That sounds crazy. Who would actually do something like that?”

“I can neither confirm or deny that I know somebody who would do something like that,” Allison said with another smile and a shrug. “I’m merely pointing out that there are people out there who have come to an arrangement, and it’s an arrangement that could be pretty fun. A way to scratch that seven year itch without worrying about blowing everything up, you know?”

“And it’s just as easy as that?”

“Well now,” Allison said. “Now who’s going from being judgmental to acting like you’re interested in all this?”

“I’m not interested,” I said with a frown. “I’m just… Curious, is all.”

“I bet you’re curious,” Allison said. “A pretty thing like you? Any man would love to get with you.”

“But that’s impossible. I’m married.”

She gave me an up and down that sent a chill running through me. “And I know plenty of men who would take that as a challenge. Not as a reason to stay away. There’s a whole wide world out there that you don’t understand, Whitney.”

“I’m not totally naïve,” I groused.

“Sure you aren’t,” she said, taking another drink. “You’re just having trouble understanding something like this. And I totally get it. I had trouble understanding it when I first heard about it from a friend, too.”

“So no bullshitting, Allison,” I said, staring at her intensely. “Are you saying this is something you’ve done?”

“Again, I don’t think this is a time to either confirm or deny what I have or haven’t done,” she said with a shrug. “All I will say is there are people who have come to arrangements. People in situations like Laura and Dustin. People who didn’t have to risk blowing up their marriage because they came to that arrangement.”

My head reeled from all of this. I could scarcely believe she was saying what she was saying.

“That’s crazy,” I said.

“You should keep an open mind,” she said with a shrug. “Besides. Scott always had a thing for you. Who knows where the weekend might lead?”

I opened my mouth to say something to her. Though I wasn’t sure what I was going to say.

It was I going to tell her there wasn’t a chance in hell something like that was going to happen. But I couldn’t deny the idea sent something coursing through me.

It wasn’t exactly a shiver. It wasn’t exactly something that felt good, but at the same time…

Well, I didn’t know how to explain any of this.

But I never got a chance to tell her what I did or didn’t think about that idea. No, she turned and stood, making her way down towards the dock. Leaving me all alone with my thoughts staring into the fire.

The flames licked around the wood, and I found myself wondering about things. I stared into the fire and thought about how it suddenly felt like we were all playing with fire this weekend.

I sighed and took another drink.

I didn’t know what to make of all of the craziness coming at me with my friends. I certainly hadn’t expected any of this when the weekend started, but I knew I definitely needed another drink after hearing all that!


Chapter seven

First Night
Josh


“So that was a pretty crazy first day,” I said, slipping out of my T-shirt and jeans and tossing them into a basket that was helpfully placed in the corner.

I tried not to think about how many people might’ve been tossing their own clothes into that basket over the years while this place was a going concern. Best not to think about that kind of thing when visiting a hotel.

Or a cabin in the woods. Which was the next best thing to a hotel, even if it was a lot fancier and there weren’t a bunch of rooms.

“Yeah, it was something, all right,” Whitney said from the bathroom.

That was another thing that was nice about this place compared to the cabins we’d stayed at in the past. Each room had its own attached bathroom.

Though that also was sort of a pity. Because I well remembered a time, years ago when we were all fresh out of college and still wanting to enjoy the whole fraternity life thing, when having a shared bathroom had resulted in some interesting situations. Like we’re talking Laura and Allison stepping in and out of the shower without a care in the world.

I shivered to think of that, and tried not to feel too disappointed that there wasn’t any chance of something like that happening on this trip because we all had our own dedicated bathrooms.

Instead I turned my attention back to the book I’d been reading. Some fantasy thing, though I was having trouble concentrating.

Both because I kept thinking about the opportunities I wasn’t going to get to maybe see someone accidentally stepping out of the bathroom wearing practically nothing, and also because I knew my wife was in the attached bathroom wearing practically nothing.

She’d be coming out soon enough, and there was no question in my mind that she’d be trying to get my attention wearing a skimpy outfit.

Still, there’d been plenty of times when I almost thought Laura was trying to get my attention. It was almost like she’d been waiting for me so she could step out wearing nothing but a towel.

I shivered, then pushed those thoughts away.

She might’ve been trying to get my attention, but that was a long time ago. It’s not like it was the kind of thing that was going to happen these days.

“So did you have a good time talking to the guys today?” Whitney asked from the bathroom.

“Yeah, it was okay,” I said.

“Just okay?” she asked, sticking her head out to look at me.

I looked up at her, but mostly because I was interested in seeing what she was wearing. Or maybe it would be more accurate to say I was interested in seeing what she wasn’t wearing.

Maybe she knew I was trying to catch a peek, though. She only stuck her head out, which led to a tantalizing glimpse of her shoulder, but not much else.

Damn. I wondered if she was doing that on purpose, or if it was just something she did because she was oblivious to the effect she had on men sometimes.

Hell, she was oblivious to the effect she had on men most of the time. It had taken me point blank telling her I was asking her out on a date for her to finally agree to go out with me. She hadn’t believed I’d actually been interested and thought I was joking.

I’d come to realize that was a thing with her, that obliviousness to what a knockout she was, and there were times when I thought the only reason I was the one who managed to lock down forever with her was because I was the only one who was willing to put in the time to get her attention and keep it.

“Is there something else you’re looking for?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she said, but there was something weird about her tone.

“Why do you sound weird?”

“Do I sound weird?”

That was almost enough to have me getting up and going over to the bathroom to have a better look at her. She was usually pretty good about telling a fib as long as I couldn’t see her face, but I could tell she was lying the instant I got a good look at her.

The only problem being I didn’t want to get up. Sure I was only pretending to read my book, but I was also comfortable.

These rooms had massive king sized beds. We really were living the life.

“I had an odd conversation with Laura,” she said.

“Really now?” I asked, putting my e-reader down on the nightstand. It was starting to look like I wasn’t going to get much in the way of reading done anyway. Damn.

“Yeah. She was asking me some odd questions.”

“I would’ve figured you’d be the one asking her the odd questions considering the rumors you told me about. Did you manage to confirm anything?”

“Why?” she asked, sticking her head out of the bathroom again. She had a suspicious look now. Her eyes narrowed as she stared at me. “Did Dustin tell you something?”

“No way,” I said. “I was the one who asked you first.”

To be honest, I hadn’t even known how to bring that sort of thing up with Dustin in the first place. Maybe that was the kind of thing women gossiped about all the time, but it wasn’t the kind of thing that guys talked about. At least not the guys in our group.

“Fine,” she said, finally stepping out of the bathroom.

I let out a low whistle as I got my first look at her. Her outfit was simple, but in my experience it was usually the simplest outfits that were also the sexiest, and she was definitely bringing the sexy tonight.

Again it was enough to make me wonder if she knew she was doing that and she’d deliberately planned a sexy outfit for this trip, or if she was oblivious and just had good fashion sense. I wasn’t sure which one made it hotter.

She moved over and sat down on the bed. On top of the covers, I might add. She stared up at the ceiling, lying back and just breathing.

Which was fine with me. It gave me a chance to get a look at her in a sheer tank top and an impossibly tight pair of shorts. Like we’re talking I could see her ass cheeks hanging out when she walked across the room.

It was the kind of stuff she almost never wore around the house anymore, for all that she’d worn that kind of thing all the time back when we didn’t have to worry about kids interrupting us or asking why mom’s butt cheeks were hanging out.

It would be a few more years, yet, but I was sure she was going to be the MILF who was the subject of all kinds of fantasies for our son’s friends.

Though of course she hadn’t seen the humor when I suggested we name our daughter Stacy. Oh well.

“So what was it?” I asked, figuring if she was staring off into the distance like that then it probably meant whatever conversation she had with Laura and been pretty intense. “Did you find out that she’d been cheating on Dustin?”

“She didn’t exactly come out and admit it,” Whitney said. “But she said some things that really had me wondering.”

“Oh yeah?”

I reached out to run a hand along the thin strip of skin that was exposed between her tank top and her shorts. I couldn’t resist.

What can I say? I was hot for my wife, and even a little bit of exposed skin was enough to get me going.

“Lech,” she said, grinning at me.

“I won’t take your insults,” I said, grinning right back at her. “If there’s one person in this world I’m allowed to be horny for, it’s you.”

That changed her smile just a bit, and I immediately wondered what I’d said wrong.

“Whitney? What is it?”

She took in a deep breath and let it out in a long sigh.

“But don’t you get horny for other women?”

I frowned, wondering where this was coming from. Did it have something to do with whatever conversation she’d had with Laura earlier?

“Now wait just a minute,” I said. “Don’t tell me you had one conversation with Laura and you decided you’re going to do the same stuff she was getting up to.”

She turned and looked at me, her eyes wide. Like maybe I’d actually landed on something. That sent a strange shiver running through my body. My guts twisted with sickness at the thought of her getting with someone else, even as my cock started to twitch.

I frowned. Why was my cock twitching at that thought? That wasn’t the kind of thing that was supposed to make your cock twitch.

“Tell me honestly,” she said. “Have you ever had the hots for someone else?”

I stared at her, and wondered how I should answer this. I knew my knee-jerk response was to tell her that of course I’d never had the hots for another woman. That she was all I needed.

That was a fucking lie. At least the first part.

I’d had the hots for other women, sure. But at the same time my wife was all I’d ever need. So I figured I’d play it safe and do a little bit of radical honesty.

“Have I had the hots for other women?” I asked with a shrug. “Sure. Who hasn’t. You’re telling me you’ve never been attracted to another man since we got married?”

She licked her lips as she stared at me. I got the feeling she didn’t expect me to turn the tables on her quite like that.

“I mean…”

“Come on, Whitney,” I said, smiling to try and disarm her. “How long have we been married? It’s not going to hurt my feelings if you tell me you’ve checked out other guys. I know you did it before we were married, so of course you’ve probably done it since.”

My cock twitched again, and I frowned. Which was absolutely the wrong thing to do at that moment. She seemed to take that frown to mean I didn’t like the idea of her getting the hots for other guys, for all that I’d just tried to reassure her.

“I knew you didn’t like that idea,” she said, frowning.

“No, I think we should be honest with each other,” I said. “If we don’t have honesty then what do we have?”

“Laura was asking me all this stuff about feeling the seven year itch,” she said, her voice quiet.

I blinked. “The seven year itch?”

“It’s like this thing where married people have been married long enough that they start to get tired of each other, and they decide to step out on each other.”

“I mean… I know what the seven year itch is, I’m just surprised she’d bring it up with you of all people.”

That was an interesting development. What was Laura’s game?

“I told her I hadn’t ever considered being with another man,” Whitney said. “But then I got to worrying. What if you did have those thoughts? What if I wasn’t enough for you?”

“Oh baby,” I said, wrapping my arms around her and pulling her close. “You know you’re always going to be more than enough for me.”

“And all the times I’ve caught you checking out Laura?” she said, a hint of accusation coming to her voice.

I frowned.

“So you saw that, did you?”

“Everybody has seen it, you doofus,” she said, hitting me with a playful smack.

“I mean she’s an attractive woman, don’t get me wrong,” I said. “But I wasn’t lying when I said you’re the only woman for me.”

“Actually, I don’t think you told I was the only woman for you,” she said.

“Didn’t I?” I asked.

“You didn’t,” she said, her lip jutting out in a sexy little pout. “Your exact words were that I was more than enough for you. Which isn’t the same thing.”

“Well let me tell you right now, and get rid of any worry you might have,” I said, leaning down and hitting her with a kiss. “You’re the only woman for me. You’ll always be the only woman for me. No questions about it.”

“I like hearing that,” she said, grinning at me. “Now hit me with another one of those kisses.”


Chapter eight

Fantasy
Josh


Ipressed my lips against Whitney’s, figuring this would be a simple good night kiss. Something that was chaste, for all that kissing her always sent a thrill running through me.

Hey. I was getting to smooch on my wife. That was always something that I loved, even if the realities of being married with children meant most of the time we were too tired to get it on after one of those kisses.

Though it was quickly becoming apparent that wasn’t the case here. She moved her hand up and around to the other side of my head, and opened her mouth to mine.

A moment later her tongue entered my mouth, and another chill ran through me.

Okay then. It looked like this was happening. I wasn’t complaining, mind you. Just surprised. Pleasantly so, but still surprised.

Her tongue pressed into my mouth and started to swirl around, and I groaned as I moved my hand back down to where I’d been feeling along her stomach.

I moved that hand up, feeling along her tight stomach that still felt just like it had back when we first started dating, even after having two children.

Not that I would’ve thought any less of her if she didn’t go straight back to the way she was after she had children. She was my wife, I loved her, and I loved her body. No matter what.

Still, she was a hottie. Always had been. Always would be.

Though all of her talk about the seven year itch and Laura basically giving her what sounded like a recruiting pitch for cheating on her husband was… interesting.

It also sent yet another twitch running through my cock.

That was really interesting.

I pushed away those thoughts, though. I was more concerned with getting with my wife, thank you very much.

My hand moved up until I felt the underside of her breast. Which always brought to mind the very first time I got to feel her up. I’d been astounded that I was getting with this beautiful woman. She’d seemed so unattainable, and yet there I was groping her.

I had the same feeling now. I could hardly believe I was lucky enough to get with her whenever I wanted, but here we were.

I cupped her breast, feeling its contours. And as I did I wondered what it would feel like if she pulled a Laura and it was another man doing this to her.

My cock twitched again. That was interesting. That was the kind of thought that was supposed to send me into a jealous rage, but that definitely wasn’t what was happening here.

I rolled on top of her, and she obligingly split her legs apart. She also let out a quiet gasp that seemed to echo through the room.

I would’ve grinned if I wasn’t so busy sucking face with my wife. After all, I could remember a time when we’d been in a much smaller cabin than this one. One of those cabins where we were sharing the bathroom with each other. A cabin with walls that were paper thin, and so we’d heard what everyone else was up to on the other side of the walls.

I pulled away from the kiss, still feeling her up even as I started grinding against her.

“You know, it isn’t quite the same as last time we were here,” she said.

“What do you mean?”

She looked up as I pulled her tank top up, causing her breasts to bounce free.

They were perfect. Of course I was well aware that any tits you got to feel up were a perfect fit in the moment you were doing the feeling up, but still.

Whitney’s were a little more than a handful. There wasn’t a hint of sag. They always bounced in a most delicious way whenever I was fucking her, and I loved it.

“The lack of noise,” she said, biting her lip and looking up at me.

I blinked. Okay. That was a bit of a surprise.

Sure it had been an annoyance hearing everybody else doing their thing back when we were all together in the cabin, but I hadn’t realized she’d been listening that intently.

“You were listening?”

She smacked me on the shoulder as I kept right on grinding against her. Then she licked her lips.

“Come on, baby,” she said. “I know you were listening. Especially on the nights when we were on the other side of the wall from a certain someone.”

My mind raced. I wondered if this was more craziness that came from her conversation with Laura. Also? I totally didn’t know which one she was talking about.

Allison or Laura. Both of them were grade A hotties. I’d enjoyed listening in on both of them back when we were in one of those cheap cabins with the paper thin walls.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, figuring playing dumb was the best play I had right about now.

“Come on, Josh,” she said. “You need to stop playing stupid.”

“Who said anything about playing stupid?”

I kept right on grinding up against her. It felt good, and I was hoping we’d get to the main event soon enough. Get rid of all of this talking.

But she seemed in a mood to talk. Damn it.

“You can honestly tell me you weren’t listening in on them?”

I grinned. It was a sheepish grin. I guess I’d been caught, and I hadn’t even realized it. I was surprised she waited this long to spring this on me.

“Why didn’t you say anything at the time?”

“Because I didn’t really mind,” she said. “Besides, it was hot hearing the guys, right? How could I get mad at you for getting your thrill from Allison and Laura when I was doing the same thing with Scott and Dustin?”

I opened my mouth to say something, but I wasn’t sure what to say. She was right. It’s not like I could get pissed off at her for getting hot and bothered listening to Dustin and Scott doing their thing. Not when I was getting hot and bothered listening to Laura and Allison doing their thing.

“Do you think they were listening in on us?” Whitney asked, biting her lip and hitting me with a mischievous look.

“How could they not hear us?”

Whitney might seem shy and reserved outside the bedroom, but I was well aware that she was a fan of making some noise when we were going at it. Which included making noise back when we were sharing the cabin.

I had no doubt they’d heard her, and now I found myself wondering if any of them had gotten hard listening to my wife. Maybe fantasizing that they were the ones plowing her rather than me.

It was a suddenly compelling thought.

“So the big question is, do you think they’ll be able to hear us now?” she asked, licking her lips as she stared up at me.

I looked down at my wife’s body. Drink it all in.

It was a view I never got tired of. A view I knew I was lucky to experience on the regular. A view I knew other men would kill for.

And I suddenly found the idea that other men might kill for this view strangely compelling. Like I’d seen the other guys checking her out from time to time, but this was the first time I’d thought about other guys checking her out and I got turned on rather than feeling a stab of jealousy.

“I think We Are going to have to be louder than usual in this big cabin,” I said, grinning down at her. “But I’m game for it if you are.”

“I’m always game for it,” she said, smiling back up at me. “Besides. We might as well take advantage of not having any kids around while we can, right?”

“Then let’s go for it,” I said.

So I started kissing down along her body. I reached her stomach, and she gasped and pressed up to meet me every time my lips made contact with her body. I knew exactly where to kiss her to really get her going, and it seemed like she was really enjoying herself now.

“That’s right, baby,” I said. “Show me how turned on you are.”

“You have no idea,” she said, gasping as I moved down between her legs and finally reached my destination. I licked my lips as I stared between her legs, then I leaned down and kissed her right in between her legs. Which had her gasping and pressing up to meet that kiss.

“Oh, fuck baby,” she hissed. “You always knew just where to kiss me.”

“You know I do,” I said, grinning up at her.

Then I moved down and kissed her again. Again she arched up to meet that kiss. Again she gasped like she was enjoying the fuck out of this.

Hell. I was enjoying the fuck out of this. I loved the smell of her. The taste of her. And from the way she was reacting, she was enjoying the fuck out of this as well.

“You always knew just how to get me,” she said.

“Shut up and get to screaming, baby,” I said, leaning down again and pressing my lips against her lips through her pajama shorts. Like the lips down below. I’m not talking about her lips she was using to talk to me.

She let out another one of those quiet gasps, but quiet wasn’t what I was going for.

I looked up at her. I hoped it was a sufficiently irritated look. She merely smiled and wagged her finger at me.

“If you want me screaming for you, then you’re going to have to make me scream,” she said.

Both my eyebrows shot up. Well then. If she was going to throw down a challenge like that then I was more than happy to meet the challenge.

I started pulling her pants down. And as I did I noticed something odd off in the distance. A sound that seemed slightly muffled, but it was familiar.

Familiar because I’d heard it the last time we were all together at one of these cabins. Familiar because I’d recognize the sound of Allison’s voice anywhere, and it sounded like she was really playing it up this time.

Maybe she wanted us to hear her as well.

I looked up at Whitney and arched an eyebrow. She looked down at me and licked her lips.

“Sounds like we aren’t the only ones who got the idea of having some fun tonight,” I said, staring up at her.

“I’d say not,” she said, still grinning at me. “The question is, what are you going to do about it?”

“I have a few ideas.”

I continued pulling her shorts down until she was totally exposed to me. I looked at her pussy and was surprised to realize it was glistening. Like she was begging for me. Begging for my tongue. And I was more than happy to give it to her!

So I moved up and pressed my lips against her pussy again.

This time the reaction was immediate, and so loud. She pushed her hips up to meet my lips, but I wasn’t just hitting her with my lips. Not this time around. No, I put my tongue out and started rubbing it against her clit, which had another immediate reaction as she squeezed her eyes shut and let out a delighted moan.

It was like a symphony to my ears. I loved hearing my wife moaning like that. She kept pressing up to meet me, and her moans were getting louder and louder.

Oh fuck yes. I was going to show her just how loud I could make her be!

I rolled my tongue around her clit, and as I did my ears heard yet another odd sound. This time it seemed to be coming from a little closer.

Which made sense. Laura and Dustin were just across the hall while Allison and Scott had a loft room above the kitchen and living room. So if they were moaning and groaning and doing their thing then it stood to reason they’d be louder by sheer proximity.

That made my cock twitch.

“Do you hear that, baby?” Whitney asked.

I looked up at her. I was surprised she was talking like that.

“That’s Dustin and Laura,” she said. “I know how much you love Laura and her hot little body. Are you getting hot thinking about her doing something with her husband? Are you wishing it was you down there between her legs right now?”

I didn’t know where this dirty talk was coming from, but I liked it, and so I leaned down and pressed my lips against hers again. I rolled my tongue around her clit just the way I knew she liked it, and this time she threw her head back and let out an even louder scream.

It was a start, but only a start. And baby, I was just getting started.

It was time to give her the tongue ride of a lifetime!


Chapter nine

Make Some Noise
Whitney


Ithrew my head back. I didn’t know what I was thinking. How could I have just talked like that? It’s like I was taunting my husband with the thought of Laura.

I’m not sure why I did that. It was a dangerous game, to be sure.

I’d seen the way he looked at her. The way he stared at her ass. She had a nice ass. It was hard not to have a nice ass with that sexy petite body.

I liked to think I was somewhere in between Laura and Allison. Not quite as petite and athletic as Laura, but not quite as curvy as Allison, for all that she kept in shape and it’s not like she was fat. She just had curves in all the right places to go along with her toned body.

I shivered. I’d never shivered thinking of that toned body before, but here it was now.

Talk about weird.

“Oh fuck yes,” I hissed, feeling what he was doing to me. “Fuck yes!”

I held onto my husband’s head for dear life. I pressed him down against my pussy, reveling in the feeling.

I pushed myself up to meet him. I wondered what was wrong with me that I was getting so turned on thinking about him getting turned on thinking of Laura, but here it was. It was like she’d put this stupid idea in my head, and now I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

“Fuck!” I shouted.

“That’s it, baby,” he said.

I turned my attention to my husband, and blinked in surprise.

“What?”

“That’s it,” he said. “Show me how turned on you are. Show all of them how turned on you are. I want Dustin and Scott to think about how much they want to be fucking you while they’re doing their wives.”

That made me dizzy with lust. I couldn’t believe he was talking about me like that. He wasn’t supposed to get turned on at the thought of other guys wanting to fuck me, damn it.

But I did. I suddenly got hit with that seven year itch, and boy did it hit me hard.

I stared down between my legs, and then it was Scott, then it was Dustin.

I’d seen the way they looked at me. I knew they had the hots for me. I knew they would do it given half a chance.

Not that I’d ever considered giving them a chance, for all that we made those oh so funny jokes about how we all had the hots for each other, and maybe things would’ve turned out differently if we’d met in a different order.

I pressed against him. I gasped over and over. I allowed myself to get lost in the fantasy. And then it hit me. An explosion that rolled over my body. An explosion that ran to every nerve ending.

“Holy shit, baby!” I shouted, and I was louder than I think I’d ever been before.

I didn’t know if that was because the orgasm hitting me was so intense, or if it was simply because this was the first time we’d been able to get away and I didn’t have to constantly worry about kids interrupting us.

Whatever the reason, the powerful feeling that hit me was amazing. It was like something back in our college days. Back before kids. Back before I had to worry about someone bursting in on us at any moment, so it was a constant distraction that kept me from truly enjoying myself.

Of course I knew that was so much shit. I knew the real reason. It was the rotating cast of men down between my legs. It was that seven year itch Laura talked about exploding in my head. Like she’d planted there on purpose or something.

I felt like I was on the verge of passing out, the feeling was so incredible. So amazing.

And yet he kept doing what he was doing. I screamed louder and louder, my body shaking all over. I felt goose bumps rising all over. My hair stood on end. I never wanted this moment to end. I felt like I was going to explode if he didn’t stop soon and give me a rest.

And still I kept churning my hips up to meet his tongue. I wondered if Scott or Dustin would ever be this good.

Maybe not Dustin, considering how Laura had decided to step out on him. Though that probably wasn’t fair to him. Who knew why she decided to do what she’d done.

It was difficult for much of anything to make it through the fuck haze that was taking over my body, but sure enough there was a sound that was like a rhythmic pumping in the back of my head that moved in time with my husband’s tongue.

It took a moment for me to realize what that sound was. I was so far gone with what Josh was doing to me that I had trouble holding onto reality.

But I suppose it was because those noises were in time with my own pleasure that it finally broke through. It was the sound of Laura and Allison in other parts of the cabin getting louder and louder.

That sent a delightful thrill running through me. God I loved hearing that sound. It almost had me fantasizing about what it would be like to be in the room with them. To be with their husbands.

Maybe even to be with them.

That was always a curiosity that had been there in the back of my mind, but I pushed it away now the same as I always had. I refused to let myself come while thinking about another woman, even if thinking about another woman is what had pushed me over the edge at least a couple of times.

“Can you hear them, baby?” I asked.

Josh didn’t answer in so many words. It would be difficult for him to answer in so many words, after all. He was busy going to town on my pussy, after all, so there wasn’t much chance of him being able to get a word in edgewise.

He did let out a delighted little groan, though. Which added vibration to what he was already doing, and that added an even more deliciously sinful sensation to the experience.

“Yeah, you can hear them, can’t you?”

He groaned again, and that sent me even more over the edge.

I didn’t know what the fuck it was we were doing here tonight. I just knew that it was pretty fucking hot thinking about him thinking about Laura and Allison and getting all hot and bothered.

So I screamed even louder. Hey, I figured if they were trying to put on a show for everybody in the cabin tonight then I was going to do the exact same damn thing.

Eventually it felt like our screams synced up. Like all three couples were getting it on at the same time. We were together, even though we were apart, and talk about hot!

I wondered what they were doing to get off like that. Were their husbands nice enough to go down on them like my husband was kind enough to go down on me? Were they fucking? What position were they using?

What would it feel like if it was one of their husbands doing that to me? Would the newness of it all be enough to send me over the edge, or would it be all so unfamiliar and crazy that I wouldn’t know what to do? Would I be so in my head and distracted that…

I was getting in my head and distracted now. I needed to stop that shit. So I pushed those thoughts away, and concentrated on the feel of my husband. And God did it feel incredible!

I felt a wave of pleasure wash over me, I grabbed the sheets and very nearly tore into the mattress, and then I finally collapsed.

It was like my body had enough. I’d reached the pinnacle of what Josh was capable of doing, and that was that.

Though it sounded like the others were still having more than enough fun in other parts of the cabin. Which made me want to go right back to it.

“Come on,” I growled.

“What are you…”

He didn’t get a chance to finish that thought. No, with a growl I grabbed him by the shoulders and pulled him up.

Though pulling him up was only the beginning of my troubles. Because I quickly realized we weren’t going to get much of anything done if he was still in his clothes.

Well, in his boxers. Admittedly he never wore much of anything else when he was in bed. Still, those boxers were enough to get in my way, and I let out another growl as I grabbed them and ripped.

“Holy shit, Whitney,” Josh breathed.

I blushed as I looked at my handiwork. I hadn’t meant to tear them right down the middle like that, but I guess that’s how turned on I was. And so I looked up at him, defiant, and then back down.

“What are you fucking waiting for?”

He quickly tossed the tatters of his boxers to the side. It’s not like he was in much trouble. I made sure to pack plenty for the week. And it was kind of hot seeing him tossing the tatters of his boxers to the floor.

“I need you, now,” I hissed.

He wasted no time in obliging. He climbed on top of me, looking down at my body.

I was heaving and twitching. I was so turned on. I couldn’t wait for him to get his cock inside me. I needed it in the worst possible way.

“Come on, baby,” I hissed. “I need you inside me now.”

I was so turned on that I didn’t doubt he’d be able to slide right inside me, too. And sure enough, that’s exactly what he did.

I let out another delighted is as he sank his cock into my pussy, burying himself to the hilt with one quick thrust.

We stayed there for just a moment, staring into one another’s eyes.

“What got you into this mood tonight?” he asked, grinning down at me.

“Let’s not worry about that shit,” I said. “Let’s just fuck.”

I didn’t need to tell him twice. He started pounding into me with a surprising fervor. My tits bounced, and I was surprised to realize I was getting pretty close to the edge once more.

Usually I wasn’t this close just from fucking, but damn did this feel good.

I squeezed my eyes shut, and I screamed out with his every thrust. Meanwhile he continued staring down at me, transfixed, his eyes roaming up and down my body as he watched my tits bouncing.

“Yeah, that’s it,” I hissed. “You want to watch Laura’s tits bouncing like that, don’t you?”

I don’t know why I kept going back to Laura. Maybe it was because she was the one who brought up the whole seven year itch thing in the first place. Maybe it was because I was well aware that Laura was the one my husband was always staring at more so than Allison.

If he appreciated my body, well, he appreciated it because I was closer to the slim and athletic Laura than I was to the more voluptuous Allison.

Not that I was complaining.

“What’s gotten into you?” he said, looking down at me.

His forehead was beaded with sweat. He had a look of intense concentration. Like he was trying his best not to come.

“I don’t know what got into me,” I said, still smiling up at him. “But are you complaining?”

“That depends,” he said.

“On?”

“On whether or not you’re pissed off by whatever answer I give,” he said.

“Just fuck me,” I said, wrapping my legs around him.

He grinned again, and I pulled him in closer. I wanted to feel this. I wanted him blowing his load inside me. It was always so much fun feeling his dick twitching inside me. I threw my head back, and I started moaning again.

This time I was moaning louder than I think I’d ever moaned before. God this was so incredible. It was like we were having group sex, almost, but then again it wasn’t quite the same, was it? We weren’t all in the same room together, after all.

Still, it was pretty fucking hot, and I loved the idea that my friends were fucking and listening to us at the same time!

That was enough to finally push me over the edge again. I threw my head back and wailed like a banshee. That also seemed to be more than enough for my husband. Josh buried himself inside me one final time, and with a loud groan he emptied himself.

I held him against me, smiling as his cock twitched, and it seemed like the same thing was happening all throughout the cabin.

That or they were doing a pretty good job of faking it. Though I got the feeling the other ladies in the house were having just as good a time as I was.

I wondered what that meant for the rest of the week, or if it even meant anything at all.


Chapter ten

The Morning After
Josh


Iwoke up the next morning and rolled over. I smiled as I got a good look at my wife. Then I smiled even wider as I remembered all the fun we’d had last night.

She’d thrown the covers off in the middle of the night. Which gave me a good view of everything. At some point she’d gone back into the impossibly tight shorts and the tank top, though that tank top had moved down just a little, which gave me an unrestricted view of her beautiful tits.

I shivered, thinking about her bouncing over me the night before. Bouncing under me the night before. Screaming as loud as she could. Like she was trying to get the attention of everybody in the fucking cabin or something.

I wasn’t sure what brought that on, but I also wasn’t going to complain.

Also? I totally couldn’t get the sounds of Laura and Allison out of my mind. They kept echoing in there. I kept wondering what the fuck had happened last night, and whether that was an indication that there was more to come.

Literally.

I stood and did a stretch, giving my wife another look. She stirred, but it didn’t look like she was going to be getting up anytime soon.

I smiled. That was just like Whitney. She’d exhausted herself the night before, sure, but she also wasn’t exactly an early riser any day of the week. It made sense that she’d decide to sleep in when we didn’t have any kids to worry about.

I tiptoed over to the door, careful not to make too much noise. This was her vacation as much as it was my vacation, after all, and the last thing I wanted to do was disturb my wife.

I managed to make it out without making any noise, then I closed the door behind me.

It was only then that I realized I’d stepped out without thinking. I really needed to use the restroom, damn it. I also didn’t want to traipse back through the room and risk waking her up with al the noise.

I sighed and moved down the hall. There was a communal restroom that was just off the big living room. That in turn was attached to the kitchen, which then moved out to the porch that ran out to the lake on the other side. I figured I’d have to go there. Less chance of disturbing my wife.

Though when I got to the bathroom I heard something odd. It sounded like there was water running in there. There shouldn’t be water running in there at this time of day.

I shrugged. It was early enough that I figured everybody was probably still asleep. So I stepped inside without thinking, and found myself staring at the glass shower in the back of the bathroom.

Why was there a shower in a bathroom attached to the living room? I wasn’t sure.

Maybe it was because this was a vacation property. The couches in the living room pulled out to accommodate groups even larger than the one we had. Hell, there was even a bedroom that wasn’t being used, so it’s not like we were anywhere close to being at capacity.

The point was, there was totally a shower in there, and I suddenly found myself reliving one of my favorite old memories. Only it was way more intense this time around.

Laura was right there, and she was there in all her glory. There wasn’t even a towel to leave something to the imagination. No, the water was moving down her body, moving down past those breasts that some men might say were a little too small, but I thought they were perfect on her lithe and athletic frame.

You could definitely tell she’d been a dancer once upon a time, and that she’d kept up with it over the years.

She turned and locked eyes with me. And she didn’t scream.

Which I suppose was a good thing. If she screamed it would draw everybody in the whole damn house, and I didn’t know if I’d be able to explain this after everything that happened last night.

Whitney had been oddly fixated on the idea of me being obsessed with Laura. After that jealous performance last night I got the feeling I wouldn’t be able to explain this away. Even if it was all totally innocent.

“Good morning,” she said, smiling and turning around as she ran water through her hair.

My mouth worked, and I tried to get a handle on what was happening here. No screaming. That was good. She was acting like this wasn’t a big deal at all. Like it wasn’t a problem that I’d totally barged in on her.

“Laura,” I said, then trailed off.

What the fuck was I supposed to say? How could I make this look like anything other than a pervert barging in on her?

I’d heard the water running, after all, and I barged in even though I should’ve realized there was somebody in here.

Hell. Maybe I’d barged in because I knew someone was in here. Sure there was always the chance I’d see a big old face full of dong from Dustin or Scott, but there was also the chance that…

Well, that I’d what I was seeing right now. Giggity.

“I should go.”

“Why?”

It was such a simple question. It was a seemingly innocent question that was anything but. I shivered, and my cock was rock hard.

Stupid cock. Always betraying me at the wrong moment. Sure it’d been at least a decade and a half since it had betrayed me like that, maybe going back to when I was in high school even, but still.

“Because this isn’t right,” I said.

“Are you sure it isn’t right?” she asked, turning back around and cocking an eyebrow.

The shower in here was one of those nice deals where it was a big rectangle with transparent glass. So I could see everything. There wasn’t any frosting to protect somebody’s modesty.

Clearly whoever had designed this bathroom expected the people using it to take advantage of the lock.

Oops.

“I don’t think Dustin would appreciate…”

“What do you know about what my husband does and doesn’t appreciate?”

She threw her head back, her hair smacking against her body. Which also had the added effect of causing her breasts to arch out.

I licked my lips as I stared at her nipples. They were small, and they were a light pink. I wondered what they tasted like. They puffed out ever so slightly, as though inviting me to hop into the shower with her.

I shook my head. Hop into the shower with her? What kind of crazy talk was that?

The kind of crazy talk that would result in me getting a divorce when this week was over. Probably before the week was over, to be honest.

“So are you going to just stand there, or are you going to do something?” Laura asked, arching an eyebrow.

“I…”

I’d been robbed of the capacity to think. Completely and utterly. I didn’t know what to make of any of this. We’d maybe exchanged glances before. Maybe the occasional long stare at her ass when I didn’t think anyone was looking.

This was totally beyond any of that, though. And I couldn’t stop thinking about the trouble she and Dustin might’ve been having before they came out here. I wondered if the situation started like this. If she’d been coming on to some other man like this.

“Could you hand me that towel, please?”

I blinked, then looked over to where she was pointing. There was a towel hanging right outside the shower. Close enough that she’d totally be able to grab it if she wanted to, but there was something about the look she gave me.

That was an intense look. It was the kind of look that said she was trying to get my attention more than she was trying to get a towel.

“Um… Sure,” I said.

The craziness of the moment finally got to me. I didn’t know what to make of this, but the rational part of my brain was losing control to the part of my brain that screamed there was a beautiful woman standing right there in front of me asking for help, and I was going to help her.

So I crossed the bathroom, listening to make sure there weren’t any sounds of anybody else stirring in the house, and handed her the towel.

She didn’t just take it from me, though. Oh no. She stepped out of the shower first, and made sure to get up close and personal with me. She stared up at me for a long moment, dripping wet, before she finally reached and took the towel. She smiled ever so slightly, but then she really surprised me by wrapping it around her hair rather than against her body.

She stepped forward so her body was mere inches from my own. I licked my lips as I stared down at her. I was taking in everything I’d ever dreamed about when I looked at her, and it felt so wrong.

“You were busy last night,” she said.

“I was?” I said, blinking.

What she was saying didn’t compute. How would she know what I was up to last night? I mean sure we’d had fun around the bonfire and had a few drinks, but then I’d gone back to the room with Whitney and…

Duh. I’d had some fun last night. She knew I’d had fun last night because Whitney had been moaning loud enough to wake the dead. Right.

“I guess I did have some fun,” I said, grinning.

“It sounds like you really know how to take care of your wife,” she said, keeping her eyes locked on mine.

Fuck. Where the fuck was this going?


Chapter eleven

Escape
Josh


It was a good thing she was keeping her eyes locked on mine. Otherwise I might have trouble focusing on the conversation.

“I like to think I can show a lady a good time,” I said with a shrug.

It was weird. I knew she was flirting with me. That she was giving me one hell of an opening. I got the feeling that if I wanted to, I could totally bend her over the sink in here right now and fuck her.

That sent a shiver running through me. Another man’s wife could be filled with my come and it wasn’t even breakfast yet. We could sit around having fun with each other, talking and chatting, and all through the day she would be filled with my spunk.

Which had me thinking about something similar happening, only it was Whitney who was filled with another man’s love juice rather than me. It had me wondering if she was still asleep back there in the room. Or maybe somebody had slipped in there with her.

That was impossible, but it didn’t stop the thought from going through my head. Flashing a warning signal.

“You also have incredible self-control,” she said.

“Unlike some people,” I said.

I’m not quite sure why I said that. It just slipped out without thinking. She looked up at me again, cocking an eyebrow. Though she didn’t look upset. More intrigued than anything.

“And what exactly is that supposed to mean?”

I licked my lips again. I was in dangerous territory now.

“It’s just that…”

I stopped. I didn’t have anything to say to that.

“Something tells me Allison has been opening her big mouth again,” Laura said, stepping forward again.

Which closed the space between us. I was painfully aware that I was in what I usually wore in the morning. Just a pair of boxers.

I’m not sure why I didn’t at least throw on a T-shirt before I stepped out. I guess I hadn’t been thinking. Or maybe I’d figured nobody else would be an early riser like me.

We were all on vacation, after all. Why the fuck would anyone else be getting up at this godawful hour?

Me being in nothing but my boxers meant her breasts were pressing against me. I squeezed my eyes shut and shivered.

This was wrong, but it also felt so good, even if it was so wrong.

Our bodies were pressed together. Hers hot and wet and it almost felt like she was shivering. It was a moment of paradise. A moment I’d been dreaming about for so very long.

“Yeah, a lot of self-control,” she said, then sighed. “And you shouldn’t believe everything you hear.”

“I shouldn’t?”

“Not at all,” she said. “You don’t know what my husband thinks about what I do.”

I opened my mouth to ask her more about that, but didn’t get the opportunity. No, I heard movement outside, and my eyes went wide.

Though Laura didn’t seem to be worried at all. She merely smiled again as she looked me up and down.

“You’d better get out there,” she said. “You wouldn’t want anyone judging you unfairly, after all.”

I hesitated. I really wanted to ask her what the fuck that was supposed to mean, but more sounds from out in the cabin drew my attention away.

Damn it. I really wished I’d just bent her over and fucked her. I’d probably be kicking myself all day, hell for the rest of my life, for all that I could feel good about staying faithful.

So I turned and stepped out, praying there wouldn’t be anybody out in the living room waiting to see my shame.

I breathed a sigh of relief when I stepped out. The living room was empty. A quick glance to the breakfast bar that separated the living room from the kitchen showed there wasn’t anybody waiting there, either.

So I quickly made my way over to the kitchen, trying to think of something, anything, that would make my cock go down and behave itself for a change.

The problem being that there’d just been a gorgeous woman pressing her naked body against mine. I don’t care who you are, that’s the kind of thing that gets your attention!

I reached the island in the middle of the kitchen and pulled down some coffee to get it running in the machine. And not a moment too soon, because the island was a convenient way to hide my cock.

It was definitely a lot more elegant than, say, holding up a folder over my dick like back in middle school when I didn’t want to reveal that I had a random hard on.

Scott came bustling into the room a moment later. He was in boxers, but he’d also thrown a T-shirt on. He also paused for a moment and hit me with an odd look.

“Morning,” I said, smiling and nodding.

“Morning yourself,” he said, grinning as he got a look at me.

I burned with the guilt of what’d happened in that bathroom with Laura. I could hear Laura moving around in there now. The sound was obvious.

How could it not be obvious before? Maybe because I’d been so eager to re-create some of the good old days where I could potentially see someone in a towel that I hadn’t given a fuck that I was potentially walking in on someone and we were all a little older and a little more mature now. That sort of thing would be frowned on at our age.

“Have a good night, last night?” Scott asked, grinning even wider.

“What are you…”

And then it hit me what he was talking about. Because of course he’d be thinking of the same thing Laura mentioned.

“It sounds like you were having a good time last night, that’s for sure,” I said, grinning right back at him.

“I think everybody was having a pretty good time last night,” he said. “And maybe some of us were having a good time this morning, too.”

“Come on, man,” I said, hoping to deflect. “I always sleep in my boxers. I’m not going to change that just because I’m on vacation. Who wants to be less comfortable when they’re on vacation?”

“I wasn’t talking about your boxers,” he said, still grinning as he glanced down.

I followed that gaze down, wondering what he could possibly be…

“Shit,” I said.

I was still only in my boxers, which was awkward enough. At least it would’ve been awkward enough if I wasn’t surrounded by friends who knew my habits. Which included sleeping in my boxers even if I was around other people.

That was something they got used to back in college and shortly after. Hell, there’d been times when I’d seen Allison and Laura giving me significant looks, and that had only encouraged me.

I’d also kept in shape over the years, though it looked like Scott and Dustin had done the same. So while other men around my age were starting to look a little saggy around the middle, that wasn’t the case for me. No, I was still in just as good a shape now as I’d been once upon a time.

Only…

There was something slightly off about that chest I’d spent so much time working on today. Namely there were wet spots on it shaped like a body and two perfect little perky cone-shaped tits.

“Shit,” I grumbled.

“So was Whitney taking a shower this morning?” Scott asked, a knowing smirk on his face. “Because that doesn’t look like Whitney.”

I frowned. “And how would you know what Whitney looks like?”

“Lots of observation over the years, man,” he said, laughing as he stepped into the kitchen. He opened a drawer, grabbed a towel, and tossed it to me.

“Thanks.”

“It pays to figure out where everything goes the night before,” he said, that grin never leaving his face.

“I bet it does,” I said, wiping myself off.

I wanted to be mad at him over that “lots of observation” comment, but I couldn’t quite bring myself to be upset about it. Not when I’d done plenty of observing of his wife. Not when I knew all of us had done plenty of “observing” over the years, for that matter.

“I bet what you saw this morning beats walking in on one of them stepping out in a towel, doesn’t it?” Scott asked.

I grinned. This felt like old times. Guy talk. It didn’t look like he was going to run off and start telling any stories.

“Yeah, it was something, all right,” I said.

“Everything you’ve ever dreamed of?”

“I mean, I do feel kind of bad about it,” I said.

“Why’s that?”

“Because she’s Dustin’s wife,” I said. “And it sounds like they’ve already been having some trouble.”

Scott leaned against the counter as the coffee machine did its work in the background. He shook his head, his smile still there, but maybe not as big as it’d been just a little while ago.

“Yeah, they don’t know how to handle things, do they?”

“They don’t know how to handle things?” I asked. “It seems to me that an infidelity is the kind of thing a lot of people would have trouble handling.”

“That’s not what I’m talking about, man,” he said, hitting me with a look that said I was an idiot for not picking up on whatever it was I wasn’t picking up on.

“What are you…”

Only I didn’t get a chance to finish the thought. No, the bathroom door opened, and Laura stepped out wearing nothing but a towel.

She even stepped out in such a way that we got a nice view of the very bottom of her ass as she leaned forward. It was enough to make me wonder if she knew we were standing right here in the kitchen watching her, and she wanted to put on a show.

Then Scott cleared his throat, and the spell was broken.

Laura immediately whirled around, putting a hand to her chest as her mouth fell open in surprise. Though I was still convinced it was an act. There was no way she couldn’t know the two of us were out here.

Though her acting surprised did have an interesting side effect. Namely that her towel dropped to the floor, showing us everything.

I turned to Scott. Then back to Laura. Hey, I wasn’t going to not look. I’d been fantasizing about this view ever since the first time I laid eyes on her, after all. Even if that was something I never would’ve admitted to my wife. Even if that was something I was pretty sure my wife suspected on some level.

But if it was finally happening, well I was going to enjoy the view while I could. Because I got the distinct feeling I wasn’t going to get to enjoy it for long.

“Shit, Scott,” she hissed, bending down to pick up the towel.

Though I got the feeling she wasn’t exactly being quick about it on purpose. Like if I’d just dropped a towel in front of a bunch of people I didn’t want seeing me naked I would’ve been moving a little faster than she was.

She was acting like she didn’t care that we were getting the view. Interesting.

“Sorry about that, Laura,” he said, a goofy grin on his face. Though he wasn’t acting like this was all that out of the ordinary either.

That made me wonder if there was something going on here. It felt like there was something happening here that I didn’t know about.

“Both of you are being naughty today,” she said, wagging a finger at us once she was decent.

“Says the woman who came out in a towel and used the bathroom attached to the living room when you have a perfectly good bathroom attached to your room,” Scott said.

I turned and stared at him. He was acting like this wasn’t a big deal. Or like maybe he’d seen something like this before. I wondered if there was something going on between the two of them.

“Yeah, well, I didn’t want to wake up Dustin,” she said with a sniff.

“Sure you didn’t,” Scott said, his tone saying he didn’t believe her.

“That’s the truth,” Laura said.

“Sure it is,” he said.

She let out a frustrated growl, then turned and stormed off back down the hall towards her room.

Scott turned and grinned.

“Enjoy the view?”

“Yeah,” I said, so surprised by everything that’d happened that I was having an unguarded moment.

“Yeah, me too,” he said, shaking his head. “Though I get the feeling you had a lot more fun when you were in there with her.”

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

“Sure you don’t,” he said, giving me a quick up and down. “You might want to put on some more clothes after you get some coffee. Wouldn’t want your wife to catch you walking around like that where our wives might see.”

“Yeah, sure,” I said, though I was anything but sure about that.

It felt like there was something weird going on here this weekend. Something that went beyond the usual fun and teasing that went on during these trips, and I wondered what the fuck it was.


Chapter twelve

Boating
Whitney


“I’m sure this is going to be the highlight of your week,” I said, elbowing Josh in the side.

He turned and looked at me, then shrugged. It was a surprisingly noncommittal shrug. Usually he rose to the bait when I teased him like that. It was enough to make me wonder what was going on that he wasn’t rising to that bait this time around.

“Come on,” I said. “Getting to see Allison and Laura in their bikinis? I’m sure that was always the highlight of these trips.”

“Actually, getting to see you in your bikini was always the highlight of these trips for me,” he said.

That had me blushing. Sure I knew it was the kind of answer he was expected to give. He was my husband, after all. I was pretty sure he was contractually obligated to butter me up.

Still, it was nice to hear those kinds of things. Especially after we’d been married for nearly a decade.

“Sweet talker,” I said, elbowing him in the side again.

“Wouldn’t you rather I was hitting on you then someone else?” he asked, hitting me with a half grin.

Which had me wondering. Was there somebody else he wanted to hit on? My eyes moved down towards the dock where there was a pontoon boat docked. Not exactly a speedboat, the kind of thing I’m sure the guys would’ve insisted on back in the day if we could’ve afforded renting a boat back then.

A pontoon boat seemed more our speed these days, though. Lounging around and enjoying the sun while enjoying a drink at the same time seemed like a better way to spend the day then trying to water ski and getting beat up in the process.

“So is there somebody else you want to hit on?” I asked, turning and batting my eyelashes at him.

He grinned and wagged his finger at me.

“You’re trying to catch me in something, and it isn’t going to work.”

I jutted my lip out in a pout. That pout was usually enough for me to get my way, but not today. He kept right on smiling, but he didn’t give anything away.

Damn. Was the pout losing its power?

“There they are,” he said, turning back to the cabin.

I turned my attention back to where he was looking. Sure enough, there was Allison and Scott making their way down to the dock.

“I don’t see Dustin and Laura yet,” I said.

“Yeah, it sounded like they were having a conversation about something before we left,” Josh said.

I frowned. That was a delicate way of saying they’d been having what sounded like one hell of an argument before we left the cabin. Like we’re talking they’d been shouting loud enough I could hear it from the front of the cabin, and their room was in the back.

“Yeah, seems like they have some issues,” I said. “Though I can’t for the life of me figure out what Dustin could be upset about today.”

Josh got a look. It was a look that said he had something to say, but then thought better of it. Which had me wanting to interrogate that further and try to figure out exactly what he knew that he wasn’t letting on, but Scott and Allison reached the deck before I could really inquire.

“Beautiful day for a trip on a boat, isn’t it?” Scott asked, grinning.

“It certainly is,” Josh said, taking the opportunity to turn away from me.

Damn. He might be trying to get away, but I was going to track him down and try to figure out what he knew that I didn’t, damn it. It was only fair. I told him about what was causing trouble in paradise with Laura and Dustin in the first place, after all.

“Ready to work on your tan?” Allison asked, smiling at me.

“You know it,” I said. “But we’re going to do plenty of sunscreen. I don’t want to turn into a withered prune by the time I hit forty.”

“Totally not,” Allison said. “The perfect revenge on all those cheerleader bitches back in high school who spent so much time in the tanning beds.”

“What are you talking about?” I asked, snorting. “You were easily as hot as any other woman back in high school, I’m sure.”

“Some of us are late bloomers,” she said with a shrug, though she didn’t elaborate further.

I decided not to press her.

“Were Laura and Dustin still having their conversation?” Josh asked.

“I think they were about ready to come out,” Allison said. “And about damn time. If they spend this entire week arguing then we’re going to have some trouble.”

“Do you know what they were arguing about?” I asked.

“Oh, the usual stuff,” Allison said with a wave and a shrug as she stepped onto the pontoon boat. “Laura being all flirty and Dustin getting ticked off about that. Honestly, he should’ve known to be careful what he wished for.”

“What are you talking about?” I asked, frowning.

So Laura had been getting flirty. That was interesting. Especially because there were only a couple of men around here for her to get flirty with. Which one had she been flirty with, and what did she mean about Dustin being careful what he wished for?

When I talked to her previously she made it sound like Laura had just stepped out on him. Now she was talking like maybe it was planned. At least that’s what seemed to be insinuated by him needing to be careful what he wished for.

I got the feeling there was a lot people weren’t telling me around here, and it was annoying me.

“Are you going to get on the boat, or what?” Allison asked.

I turned to Josh. He grinned and gestured towards the boat. I sighed and followed.

“And you can go ahead and get rid of that dress or whatever it is,” Allison said, reaching down and undoing her shorts.

I glanced over in the direction of my husband. I noted that he’d licked his lips and was staring pretty intently as she took her shorts off.

I’m sure he realized she was wearing a swimsuit underneath, but that didn’t stop him from staring as intently as he would if they were alone together in a bedroom and she was stripping for him.

I shivered at that, and then wondered what would cause that shiver.

“You okay?” Allison asked.

I shook my head and turned my attention back to her. She was staring at me pretty intently.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I said.

I wasn’t fine. I don’t know why I was shivering looking at Allison taking her clothes off.

Was I getting turned on thinking about her taking her clothes off? Or was I getting turned on thinking about my husband getting turned on watching her taking her clothes off?

And the real question was, why would I be getting turned on by either of those situations?

“So are you going to join us?” Allison asked, cocking an eyebrow. “And lose the dress?”

“Yeah, sure,” I finally said.

I turned my attention back to Josh. He’d been staring at Allison, but now he’d turned and was looking at me. That sent another thrill running through me.

It was nice to know I still had it. It was nice to know my husband still wanted to turn and stare at me as much as he wanted to stare at one of our friends taking her clothes off.

I decided to make a little show of it. I reached down and pulled up the bottom of my dress, exposing my body slowly.

Then I did a little twirl, but I stopped as I got a good look at Allison and Scott.

Apparently she’d gone over to sit with him while I was hesitating about taking my clothes off. And when I say she went to sit with him, what I really mean is she’d sat right on his lap.

That filled my mind with strange thoughts. I wondered what it would feel like to sit on his lap. I wondered if he was getting hard, and if he was hard from looking at me, or if he was hard from looking at his wife taking her clothes off and sitting on his cock.

I shivered again, and continued the show, only this time I kept facing them.

I did a slow back and forth, swaying my hips to music that was only in my mind. Not that it seemed to matter. No, both of them were staring at me doing this impromptu striptease.

Allison had a grin plastered on her face, and Scott sat there staring with his mouth hanging open.

That was gratifying. Apparently I still had it for more than my husband.

I brought the dress up to my bottoms, then let it fall again. Which caused a groan from Scott and Josh.

I did a little twirl to face my husband and saw him staring back and forth between me and Scott and Allison. Like he was getting turned on by me putting on this show.

Well then. That was certainly interesting, and I was going to oblige him if he was getting turned on by the show.

So I did another little twirl, shaking my hips from side to side and then back and forth. I came back to face Allison and Scott, and then I walked towards them, swaying my hips as I did. I licked my lips as I stared down at them.

“Do you want to do the honors?”

I wasn’t sure which one of them I was even talking to. But they both exchanged a glance, did one of those unspoken conversations that so many married people do, and then they both reached out at the same time to grab my light summer dress and pull up on it.

I closed my eyes and held my arms up, feeling them getting up on either side of me. They were so close I could practically feel them. Hell, I wanted to feel them pressed against me, and that was dangerous.

I wasn’t sure what’d came over me that I was suddenly asking them to do this, but my whole body was on fire. It was like a rapid onset fever. The kind I only got when I was ridiculously turned on.

They both pulled up, and then my dress was over my head and I couldn’t see much.

But I could feel, and what I felt was pretty damn amazing.

Scott’s hand landed on one side of me, and Allison’s hand landed on the other. There touch was inviting and warm. It made me wonder where things were going from here. They ran their hands up and down my side for a moment, promising things to come, and then it was over.

They moved away as they pulled the dress up and over my head, then tossed it to the ground.

“Well that was certainly a fun way to get you out of that dress,” Allison said, licking her lips as she looked me up and down again.

“Yeah, it was,” Scott said, grinning.

I stared between the two of them, wondering what their game was. That whole thing had seemed entirely too practiced. Like it was the kind of thing they’d done before. Like they’d unwrapped another woman before or something.

I turned to look at my husband. He licked his lips as he stared between us. I got the feeling he didn’t know how to react. Hell, I wasn’t quite sure how to react to what’d just happened. I wasn’t sure what had just happened.

There seemed to be an odd moment between the three of us. An electric silence that was full of potential.

Unfortunately that electric moment was interrupted by a call from the house.

“Hey guys!”

I squeezed my eyes shut. My body was so keyed up and ready for… Something. The last thing I needed was Laura coming up to us and interrupting that fun, damn it.

I turned around, and sure enough there were Laura and Dustin making their way down to the dock. Dustin was staring, and he licked his lips as his eyes darted between me and Allison.

Maybe it was my imagination, but it seemed like there was something odd in that look as he stared between the two of us. That wasn’t the friendly look I was used to getting from him. No, that was an interested look.

Normally I would’ve thought that meant something was off here, but now…

Well, with as crazy as everything had been, I found myself wondering what it meant, even as I had a pretty good idea what that look meant. I’d had guys staring at me like that since I was a teenager, and I knew what was running through his mind.

Then I walked over to my own husband and put my arm around him.

I’m not sure why, but I suddenly needed to reassure myself he was still there. That we still had our bond. Our marriage. I needed to remind myself that nothing was ever going to come in between us.

Even as I wondered if maybe that wasn’t going to be the case this week.


Chapter thirteen

The Cove
Josh


“And here we are,” Scott said, turning to grin at everyone.

I looked to Whitney who’d been sitting on my lap the entire ride over.

Not that I was complaining about her sitting in my lap on the ride over. I loved the way her ass felt as it wiggled against me, and I loved the possessive way she’d wrapped her arms around me.

I also loved the way she’d done that little almost striptease in front of Josh and Allison, and I was still trying to interrogate my thoughts and figure out why I loved it so much.

“This is the place?” Whitney asked, looking around.

“We found this when we were up here on a little romantic getaway a few years back,” Scott said. “It’s amazing the kind of fun you can get up to when you can actually afford a boat on the lake.”

“It wasn’t all that bad,” Dustin said, being uncharacteristically chatty compared to yesterday. “We always managed to find somebody who was willing to let us on their boat.”

“Yeah, and there was always a negotiation when those assholes realized we were part of the package deal with the ladies,” Scott said. “I mean, it was fun bargaining our future wives away for a spot on a boat, don’t get me wrong…”

That earned him a playful slap from Allison. Though it wasn’t the slap of a woman who was pissed off. No, she seemed more flirty than anything.

That also did something for me. I wasn’t sure why the idea of trying to use my wife as a bargaining chip to get on a boat was suddenly so hot, but there it was.

“Anyway,” Scott said. “We’ve had some pretty good times in this little cove, haven’t we, baby?”

“We definitely have,” Allison said, grinning at him.

Again maybe I was reading into things a little too much, but that grin looked almost conspiratorial. Like two of them were planning something.

Honestly, they’d been acting weird ever since we got here. I kept thinking of Scott earlier this morning. How he acted like it wasn’t a big deal at all that we’d seen Laura wearing absolutely nothing.

Maybe that wasn’t a big deal for him, but it was a dream fulfilled for me. Even if it also had me acting weird.

I’d nearly given everything away earlier when Whitney asked me if seeing them in bikinis was going to be the highlight of the week for me. I didn’t dare give away that the highlight of the week had already happened for me, and it had everything to do with Laura pressing up against me in that bathroom.

“This place is pretty well hidden, isn’t it?” Laura asked, looking around.

She was right. We had to come around a little peninsula that jutted out into the water, and this cove was the sort of thing where if you didn’t know exactly what you were looking for then it would be hard to pick it out.

We’d passed a couple of other small little inlets along the way where other people were partying, which made it clear places like this were at a premium.

Only we had this whole little paradise to ourselves. There were trees along the shoreline, but even then there were steep hills all around.

I supposed it was possible somebody could get in there and try to sneak up and get a look at what was going on in here, but they’d have to really try, and it would be pretty obvious someone was sneaking around if they did.

Basically we had something that was at a premium out here on the lake: privacy. I shivered at that thought and wondered if Scott and Allison had some ulterior motive for bringing us out to a place with so much privacy.

“So let’s break out the beers and go for a swim!” Scott said.

He turned off the motor and then went around to put down the anchor. It didn’t look like it was very deep here based on the fathometer. Which was a nice bit of equipment.

Those hadn’t come standard back in the day when I went out boating with my family. My aunt and uncle had a speedboat they’d enjoyed taking out. Which had been perfect for my family since the best boat to go out on was somebody else’s.

Dustin went over and got into the cooler, pulling out a beer.

“Hit me,” Whitney said, surprising me.

She drank with the best of us, but I figured she might’ve held off today. Though I’m not sure why I thought she might hold off today.

I thought back to that little striptease she’d done again, and another shiver ran through me.

Maybe it was just that my wife was acting out of character all around today.

“Catch,” Dustin said with a grin, tossing it over to her.

Well that was something, at least. He’d started the morning pretty dour, and then there was that argument they’d had as we were all getting ready to leave. He seemed to be doing much better now.

I wondered what had happened in that argument.

“Last one in has to wash the dishes tonight!” Allison shouted, doing a cannonball off the pontoon boat and into the water that was the same brown I’d come to expect from just about every freshwater reservoir around here.

At least this one was actually a natural lake, which meant we didn’t have to worry as much about swimming around in farm runoff. That could be a hazard swimming in reservoirs in the Midwest, after all.

I quickly jumped in after her. If there was one thing I hated, it was doing dishes.

Whitney was the next one in, and meanwhile Scott was spluttering and protesting. Dustin was the next, and finally Scott caught up after getting the anchor in.

“No fair,” Scott shouted down to us. “I was messing with the anchor!”

“Too bad, so sad,” Allison said, hitting him with a little wave as she did a couple of strokes and then laid back in the water. “You might also want to get out some of the floats while you’re at it.”

“This is egregious,” Scott muttered, but he did just that.

Allison swam over towards the edge of the small cove. There was a little sandy beach before the trees took over, which looked like the perfect spot to have a little bit of rest and relaxation.

Meanwhile Whitney was swimming around. She’d always enjoyed the water. She seemed to be going in and out of a couple of rocky outcroppings where she’d disappear one moment and then be back out the next.

I almost followed her, but then figured what the hell. We were out here having a good time, so I was going to swim around a bit and get the lay of the land as well.

I moved onto my back and floated for a minute, staring up at the blue sky and the fluffy white clouds.

Of course that was far from the most breathtaking view on offer. Though glancing around all I could see was Allison’s head and Laura’s head as they also splashed around, so I guess some of the more breathtaking views that were on offer weren’t available right now.

Scott was with his wife who apparently decided not to rest on the beach, and Dustin…

I frowned as I treaded water and looked around. Dustin was nowhere to be seen. That was odd.

“Has anyone seen Dustin?” I asked.

“I think he was swimming around the edge of the cove somewhere,” Laura said.

“Over here,” Dustin shouted, though I couldn’t see him.

“Yeah, there’s lots of fun little nooks and crannies in this place,” Whitney’s voice called out from close to Dustin.

I frowned. There was something that seemed wrong about Dustin and Whitney being off in one of the little spots where they couldn’t be seen. But I quickly pushed those thoughts away.

It’s not like I had a pot to piss in, anyway. Wasn’t I the one who had Laura pressing up against me earlier?

I hadn’t told Whitney about that. I wasn’t sure how she’d feel about that. Though something told me she wouldn’t exactly be stoked at the idea of me getting up close and personal with Laura like that.

“Maybe I’ll do some exploring myself,” I shouted.

I figured that might get them to come out from wherever they were hiding. At least my logic told me if they were doing something they ought not to then they’d try to get out here pretty damn quick so it wouldn’t look too suspicious.

Though that nagging voice in the back of my head reminded me, again, that Laura was practically grinding up against me in the bathroom earlier. I sighed and shook my head. This was all too crazy.

I turned and swam in the opposite direction. I’m not quite sure why I did that. There was a part of me screaming that I should figure out what they were doing, but there was another part of me…

Well, my cock twitched thinking about what they might be getting up to. I couldn’t explain it, but that twitch was there.

So I swam away from them, figuring at the very least Whitney would have some explaining to do later. And it sort of justified what happened with Laura earlier in the day if she and Dustin were up to something.

Though mostly I was letting it happen because the thought of something happening had my cock as hard as a diamond.

I swam around the opposite edge of the cove, then heard a splash behind me. I turned around to see Scott back on the boat throwing inflatables into the water as he pumped them up with some sort of air compressor. It was making a godawful racket, which meant it would be hard to hear anything going on around us.

My cock twitched again. It would be hard to hear anything going on around the cove. Why was that such a forbidden yet interesting thought running through my head?

I licked my lips.

“Hey.”

I jumped. I wheeled around to look for the source of that voice. It’d been barely above a whisper, so it could’ve been anyone.

Well, maybe not anyone. Scott was clearly back up on the boat. Allison was climbing onto one of the inflatables he’d thrown into the water. Presumably Whitney and Dustin were somewhere on the opposite end of the cove.

Which meant that whisper either came from Laura, some creeper who was trying to get a view of all of us having our fun, or maybe Sasquatch was in there.

I really hoped it wasn’t Sasquatch. Something told me Bigfoot wouldn’t look nearly as good in a bikini as any of the ladies with us this weekend.

“Over here, you idiot,” that whisper came again.

“Bigfoot?” I called out.

“You ass,” Laura said, sticking her head out from behind a wall of leaves and vines that’d fallen across the water.

I grinned and moved towards her. Soon enough I was under those vines, and I realized she’d found an area that provided us a nice little bit of privacy. The vines even muted the sounds from the air compressor.

And I was in here all alone with Laura. Again.

I tried to suppress a shiver, but it was difficult.


Chapter fourteen

Hidden Away
Josh


“This is a nice little hiding spot you’ve managed to find,” I said, looking around at the place.

“Yeah, it’s a really good location for having a little bit of privacy,” Laura said.

I stared at her. “You’re talking like you’ve been to this place before.”

She bit her lip as she stared at me, but she didn’t say anything else.

“Fine then, keep your secrets,” I said.

“It’s a lady’s prerogative to keep her secrets, thank you very much,” she said.

“So what is this place?” I asked, looking around.

“Fuck if I know,” she said, shrugging as she floated in the water. “There are plants that fall down and make a curtain so you can’t see what’s going on in here. That’s all I care about.”

Another shiver ran through me. Now that was very interesting. She was talking like she’d been here before. Like she knew this was an area that would provide privacy.

And I found myself wondering why exactly she felt like she needed some privacy with yours truly.

“So…”

“So are you having fun so far?” she asked, smiling at me.

I stared at her. She really was a sight to behold floating there with her hair slicked back from the water. And I knew that delicious body was only a few feet away from me under the water.

“Yeah, I guess you could say we’ve been having a pretty good time,” I said.

“It sounded like you and Whitney were having a really good time last night,” she said, moving a little closer to me.

I glanced over my shoulder more out of instinct than anything. It felt wrong that she was getting so close. It felt like Whitney could burst in on us at any moment, and I figured she wouldn’t be happy to find the two of us up close and personal like this.

But of course the only thing waiting on the other side of my shoulder look was that curtain of leaves.

“I’m not sure this is a good place to be having this conversation, Laura,” I said.

“What are you talking about?” she asked, moving forward again.

Then I got the surprise of a lifetime as she wrapped her legs around me, and suddenly I was treading water for both of us.

“Whoa,” I said.

“Don’t be such a baby,” she said. “You’re a big strong man. You can hold both of us up, right?”

“I mean I can,” I said, looking down at her. “But I’m not sure that’s a good idea.”

“Why wouldn’t it be a good idea?” she asked, cocking her head to the side and hitting me with such a look of practiced innocence that I knew she had to be putting me on.

“I’m married,” I finally said.

“And so am I,” she said, talking in a matter of fact tone. Like there was nothing wrong about any of this. “Besides, we’re friends, aren’t we? This is just two friends hanging out.”

“I don’t know if I’ll be able to keep supporting us for long,” I said.

It was a stupid excuse. It sounded stupid as soon as I said it. From the way she cocked her eyebrow at me she thought it was a stupid excuse.

Whatever. I was reaching for something, anything, that would keep me from forsaking that whole forsaking all others vow I took the day I got married.

“Move forward just a little,” she said.

I frowned, but I did just that. And after a moment my feet touched ground. It was a little squishy in that disgusting way that you could only get from the bottom of a lake or reservoir in the Midwest, but it was enough for me to easily support Laura without treading water.

Not to mention she was already so tiny to begin with. Though as she floated there with her legs wrapped around me I could tell there was some muscle there, too. Not that it was a surprise to feel how solid she was.

“There, now we don’t have a problem, do we?”

I licked my lips. Her definition of “not having a problem” was pretty damn far from my definition of not having a problem. Though from the way she grinned with a twinkle in her eye, I got the impression she totally knew that and she was totally doing this on purpose.

“What’s your game, Laura?”

“No game,” she said.

Though she put the lie to that pretty damn quick. She started grinding against me. Like she was leaning back in the water, floating, but she had her legs wrapped around me which was enough to provide leverage for her to start grinding her body against mine.

And we might be in the middle of the water, the kind of situation that was perfect for causing some of that shrinkage that George Costanza was always so terrified of, but let me tell you, there was absolutely no shrinkage happening with me in that moment.

“Why Josh,” she said, her eyes going wide as my cock pressed against her. “That doesn’t seem like the thing you should be sharing with your friend’s wife!”

She said it in a breathless way, like she was shocked I’d be hard while she was doing that to me, but again there was that grin and that twinkle in her eye that told me she knew exactly what the fuck she was doing to me.

Not only did she know what she was doing to me, but she was doing that shit on purpose.

“Oh fuck, Laura,” I groaned, closing my eyes.

“I’ve always wondered what this would feel like,” she said.

Then she really surprised me. Her hand moved down between us and wrapped around my cock. My eyes shot open.

“Laura…”

Her lip jutted out in a sexy little pout. I mean sure, just about everything she did was sexy. She was one of those people who oozed sex appeal.

Still, fantasizing about having another woman’s hand on my cock and actually having that hand on my cock were two very different things. The wrongness of it all suddenly hit me and I tried to push her away.

I didn’t get very far.

“What’s wrong, Josh?” she asked, licking her lips.

There was something new and different about her voice. It was husky. Low. Like she was enjoying the fuck out of this.

“Do you really have to ask what’s wrong about this?” I asked.

“Maybe I do,” she said. “Because I think you like what I’m doing. I think you want me to continue. I think you’ve been fantasizing about this for a long time, and you should just enjoy it.”

“Now that wouldn’t be cool if you were a guy and I was a woman,” I said, my voice strangled.

“Maybe not,” she said with a shrug. “But are you telling me you don’t want my hand on your cock?”

I let out a noise that was more like a strangled gasp. I honestly wasn’t sure what I was saying. It felt so good having her running her hand up and down my cock, even if it was through my swim trunks.

And she kept rubbing up against me. God that was so incredible. Her pussy was so close. The only thing separating us were a few thin strips of fabric.

“Besides. I’m sure your wife is up to the same thing right about now.”

My eyes shot open. Okay. That was crossing a line.

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

“Come on, Josh,” she said. “You don’t have to act like you’re actually surprised.”

“Pretend for a moment that I am actually surprised,” I said.

“Why do you think Dustin seemed so happy today?”

“Dustin didn’t seem happy at all today,” I said.

Or maybe it would be more accurate to say I tried to say that. Admittedly I trailed off into a groan there at the end, because she moved her hand inside my trunks and started playing with my cock far more directly.

It felt good when she was feeling me up before, sure, but that was nothing like feeling her naked hand against my naked cock. Feeling her running it up and down.

Sure a handjob wasn’t my favorite thing, but it was still something. And coming from Laura…

I tried to focus. There was something important going on here. Something I shouldn’t be missing. Something that…

My wife. Whitney. Right. There was something going on with Whitney.

“What are you talking about with Whitney and Dustin?” I asked, though focusing on that was probably the hardest thing I’d ever done.

Hell, what Laura had in her hands right about now was the hardest I’d ever been in my life, for that matter.

“Come on,” she said. “These weekends are all about having fun, aren’t they?”

“They’ve never been about having this kind of fun as far as I know,” I said.

“Oh yeah? Then what do you call last night when the two of you were screaming like a couple of banshees while you were fucking?”

“We’ve always done that,” I said.

Though that wasn’t entirely true. We hadn’t “always done that.” No, that was just a side effect of being in a cabin that was small enough there was no way to fuck without everybody hearing what was going on.

What happened last night was a very different beast. What happened last night was deliberately trying to make as much noise as possible so we could get everyone’s attention.

It was different from what had happened before, even if I was trying to act like it wasn’t.

“You can’t tell me you weren’t being deliberately loud,” she said, still working my cock. “You can’t tell me you weren’t trying to get everyone’s attention.”

“Even if I was, what does that have to do with you grabbing my cock right now?”

Again it came out in a strangled gasp. Again I was having trouble focusing on anything other than the feel of her hand against my dick.

“I know you two were doing that because you were trying to get our attention.”

“What are you even talking about?” I asked. “And why are you talking about Dustin getting with my wife, for that matter? The two of you were having an argument earlier. You cheated on him!”

“Sticks and stones, Josh. Sticks and stones.”

I shook my head. I finally managed to have regain semblance of sanity. Not much considering she still had her hand on my cock and she was still giving me one hell of a good time, but it was something.

And she’d mentioned something about Whitney getting with Dustin. Which, oddly enough, sent another thrill running through me. Still, the jealousy and worry definitely outweighed the thrill.

“I don’t know what this is, but we can’t do it,” I said, finally pushing away from her.

It was difficult considering she had her legs wrapped around me and her hand wrapped around my cock. A big part of me screamed that I shouldn’t pull away. Screamed that I was being an idiot. That there was a beautiful woman I’d lusted after for most of my adult life who was giving me everything I’d ever dreamed of.

That part ultimately lost out to the more rational part of my brain that was screaming my wife could potentially be in danger. I didn’t know what fucked up game Laura and Dustin were playing, but I did know I needed to put a stop to it, damn it, if my wife was the latest person they were going to try and draw into that fucked up game.

Finally, after a long awkward moment where I was sure I was going to have to make things really weird to get her to let go, she disengaged.

Though she didn’t seem upset that I was disengaging. No, she merely smiled a sad little smile as she stared at me and let me pull away.

I breathed a sigh of relief even as I wondered why I should be breathing sigh of relief. My cock was still twitching and wishing that I’d gotten along with what she was promising.

No. I couldn’t do this. I needed to find Whitney, and I needed to find her now. While there was still time to prevent whatever the fuck was going on here.

Even as I wasn’t sure I wanted to prevent whatever the fuck was going on here.


Chapter fifteen

The Come On
Whitney


There was a small rocky outcropping on the other side of the small cove. I swam into it and looked around.

It wasn’t exactly the same as, say, a small cove in Hawaii. The water was way more brown, and the vegetation looked more… normal.

Though I’d learned on vacation there that you had to be careful. It turns out small coves in Hawaii could be ridiculously dangerous. Like one moment you thought everything was fine, and the next moment water was rushing in from high tide or something potentially drawing you out to sea. Or there was some sort of poisonous coral that lived in there that the ancient natives used to poison the tips of their spears when they were going hunting or something.

Yeah, they said it was paradise, but it turns out paradise was full of a lot of danger. A lot of stupid ways to die.

This was nothing like that. There was no worry about flooding coming in and ruining my day. There was no worry about anything poisonous living in the water here.

Okay, so maybe there was a slight worry of a water moccasin coming along or something, but I wasn’t too worried about that.

“Nice, isn’t it?” a voice said from behind me.

I jumped and turned around. Dustin was right there. He was so close that…

I pushed those thoughts out of my mind. Laura might’ve put the idea of the seven year itch in my head last night, but that didn’t mean I was going to give in to those thoughts.

Even if I’d always thought Dustin was hot. Hell, Dustin and Scott were both hot. There was a reason we joked about how we all might’ve wound up with different people if we met in a different order, for all that I was happy with life I’d built with Josh.

Still, looking at him there in the water, knowing he was hiding that sexy body just under the surface…

I shook my head and pushed those thoughts away.

“Fancy seeing you here,” I said, trying to keep my voice light and breezy.

“Yeah, fancy seeing you here,” he said, moving a little closer.

He was close enough that he was almost touching, but not so close that we were actually touching. Like he was on the border of being inappropriate.

Hell. If we didn’t know each other as well as we did it would’ve been across the border of being inappropriate.

“So how are you doing today?” I asked, looking for some way to change the subject.

“What are you talking about, Whitney?”

“I mean it sounded like you and Laura were having it out this morning. Is everything okay?”

He smiled. It was a small smile. The kind of thing I might’ve missed if I hadn’t been looking for it, but it was there.

“I think things are starting to get better,” he said. “The real question is, how are you doing?”

“What do you mean?”

There was something to his tone I didn’t care for. Something that seemed off. Maybe even dangerous.

“You and Josh,” he said. “I know Laura was asking you about the whole seven year itch thing yesterday. Which seems like a clumsy way of talking about it.”

“Talking about what?” I asked, licking my lips as he moved closer.

“Talking about what you want, of course,” he said, smiling. “I mean there’s always been those jokes you ladies had about how you could switch the three of us around, right?”

“Laura talked to you about that?” I said, blushing deeper than I think I’d blushed in a good long time.

That was the kind of thing that was supposed to be girl talk. Maybe the jokes had slipped out in front of the guys a few times when we’d had a little too much to drink, but still…

I guess Laura took it literally when she said she didn’t hide anything from her husband. Or at least she hadn’t hid anything from her husband up until the moment she decided to go find comfort in the arms of another man.

“Of course she talked to me about that,” he said, grinning. “We’re married. We talked to each other about everything.”

“Everything?” I asked, arching my eyebrow.

“Why do you sound like that?”

“Like what?”

“Like you don’t think we talk to each other about everything.”

“Well, I happen to know for a fact that you and Laura were on the rocks because she tried to find comfort in the arms of another man. So I guess she doesn’t talk to you about everything.”

Okay, so maybe that wasn’t the nicest thing to say, but I was annoyed. I wanted him to get away from me, damn it, and I couldn’t help but think that might piss him off and push him away.

Even as I wasn’t sure I wanted him pushed away.

He laughed. It was a low and throaty sort of chuckle.

“That? That was merely a misunderstanding.”

“The kind of misunderstanding that has the two of you yelling at each other at the cabin this morning?”

“Yup,” he said.

“You’ll forgive me if I don’t believe a word you say,” I said.

“Don’t believe it all you want,” he said, moving forward in the water just a little.

I moved back, but I quickly found myself pressing up against something hard.

Not the something hard I’d been pressing up against last night with my husband. Or the something hard I got the impression was bulging out in front of Dustin right now.

No, when I turned around I realized I’d pressed up against a tree of all things. It looked like it was partially rotted out from being this close to the water’s edge, but it was still there and still keeping me from getting away from him.

I turned back to Dustin. He was right there. He didn’t quite press up against me, but he was close.

“What are you doing, Dustin?”

“I know Laura talked to you about things,” he said. “And I know you’re interested. Otherwise why would you make all that noise last night?”

“Dustin…”

My mind raced. I didn’t know what to make of all of this. Sure it’d been hot fantasizing last night, but fantasizing and reality were two very different things. I wasn’t ready to do something like this.

“Say you don’t want me to come closer and I won’t come closer,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “That’s all it takes.”

“Dustin…”

“Just say the word, and I won’t bother you ever again.”

I opened my mouth to say it. To tell him I wanted him to fuck off. That he and Laura were nuts, and I didn’t want him to draw us into whatever the fuck was going on with their relationship.

I opened my mouth, but then I couldn’t quite bring myself to say it. I couldn’t explain why I couldn’t say it. Just that this was hot. The way he had me in this out of the way space. The way our friends were just on the other side of the little rocky outcropping that created this privacy.

He moved forward again. He pressed against me, and that left no doubt in my mind that he was just as hard as I’d imagined. I squeezed my eyes shut feeling that hardness against me.

It was similar to when my husband pressed against me, but different. Like we’re talking he felt like he was a little different in size. Maybe just a little bigger than Josh.

Then again, it was hard to tell for sure. After all, we were in the water. Wasn’t there supposed to be shrinkage when you were in water?

I wasn’t sure about that. I didn’t know if there was any truth to that, or if that was just a joke from an ancient sitcom.

If there was shrinkage, then damn. He was packing something pretty damn impressive.

I licked my lips as he pressed into me. My pussy was so hot. I was well aware there wasn’t much separating us.

Odd thoughts moved through my mind. Was this what the seven year itch felt like? Was this what Laura felt right before she decided to cheat on her husband? What was he even talking about when he said they’d had a misunderstanding?

I had trouble imagining what kind of misunderstanding could lead to her thinking it was okay for her to sleep with someone else. I had trouble imagining what kind of misunderstanding could lead to a situation where he was suddenly okay with his wife sleeping with another man, for that matter.

That didn’t seem like the kind of thing that was a “forgive and forget” sort of marriage fuck up.

“Fuck,” I hissed.

“There we go, Whitney,” he said. “I knew it was always an act.”

“What was always an act?” I asked, my voice coming out in a gasp.

“You always act so innocent and proper,” he said. “Always acting like you were a prude. I knew you could be so hot if you just let yourself go.”

I let out another hiss as he kept pressing against me. Then I felt something moving to either side of me. I looked and realized that he’d pinned me up against the tree with his arms on either side of me.

Panic started to set in. I was completely at his mercy. That terrified me. That turned me on.

“Dustin…”

“Again, give me the word and I stop,” he said.

“I just don’t think that…”

“I need you to feel me, Whitney,” he said.

“What?”

“You heard me,” he said, leaning forward and talking in a breathy whisper as he nibbled on my ear.

That sent another thrill running through me. I didn’t realize that could feel so good.

“Oh fuck, Dustin,” I hissed.

My hands moved down between our legs. I wasn’t thinking. I was on autopilot, and the autopilot, something that had been programmed into our species in ancient days before things like speedboats and marriage and forsaking all others, said there was something hot, hard, and ready between my legs.

I reached into his boxers and felt the contours of his dick. My eyes opened and they went wide as I felt him up.

“Holy shit, Dustin.”

“You like what you feel?”

To say he was big would the one hell of an understatement.

“How could Laura ever cheat on you with this thing?”

“People do things for a lot of reasons, Whitney,” he said. “But it’s like I told you. She didn’t exactly cheat on me. And we came to an understanding.”

“What kind of…”

I let out a surprised yelp. His fingers moved down between my legs and pulled my bottoms to the side.

“Dustin…”

Everything kept escalating, and I wasn’t sure what to make of any of this. No, all I knew was I should probably do something to stop this, even as I was so turned on and ready to go that I wasn’t sure I’d be able to stop this even if I wanted to.

“That’s not telling me no, Whitney,” he said, still nuzzling at my ear.

It wasn’t. He was totally right.


Chapter sixteen

So Fast
Whitney


Istared at Dustin as he worked his magic. His finger moved around my clit. I was pressed up against the tree behind us, so I didn’t really have to worry about treading water.

No, all I cared about was how good what he was doing felt. I kept churning my hips, licking my lips as I stared at him and moved to try and pull more and more of his fingers inside me.

He smiled. It was a cocky and arrogant sort of smile. The kind of smile that said he was getting something out of this that went way beyond being able to finger me.

“There we go, Whitney,” he said, licking his lips. “I knew Laura would be able to talk some sense into you.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” I asked. “She just talked to me about the seven year itch. That’s all.”

“And you can’t deny you’re feeling that now, can you?”

“But I’ve been married for more than seven years,” I said.

I tried to keep my voice down. What was happening here seemed wrong. Sure there was that weirdness between Josh and Laura to consider, but that didn’t justify me letting another man finger me when my husband was only like twenty feet away. I definitely didn’t want anyone to hear what was happening here.

“Doesn’t matter,” Dustin said. “All that matters is you want to try something new. I know that’s what Laura said you wanted.”

“But I…”

I stopped and let out a low gasp. Again, I didn’t want to make too much noise.

I thought about telling him I’d never said anything of the sort. That Laura was clearly putting words into my mouth. Only what he was doing felt so good I couldn’t bring myself to say anything.

Laura was definitely playing a game here. It made me wonder what that game was. I wished I could talk to her. Accuse her. Make a big scene and try to figure out exactly what the fuck was going on.

But there were those fingers, and they felt so good.

Not to mention I loved exploring his cock. I ran my hand up and down its length. He was definitely different from my husband.

That sent a pang of guilt running through me. He was definitely different from my husband. I wasn’t supposed to be feeling up another strange man’s cock.

Then again, he was far from a stranger. This was Dustin. Who’d always come as a package deal with Laura. We’d known them for as long as we’d been together, pretty much.

“Fuck, Whitney,” he whispered, still nuzzling at my ear and then bending down to nibble at my neck.

“Careful,” I hissed, trying to pull away from him. The last thing I wanted was for him to leave a mark.

And that’s when it happened. I got distracted and was shifting around. I’d pulled his cock out, and he’d pulled my bottoms to the side for better access.

I suppose I should’ve been keeping an eye on where his other hand was, because one moment I was wiggling around to try and get away from him trying to nibble at my neck, and the next moment I felt his hardness pressing against me. And I’m not talking about his fingers.

No, they were there and they helped to guide him, though. The whole thing was expertly done. It was enough to make me think he’d planned the whole thing.

Or maybe he was just taking advantage of the moment.

To say I was turned on would be one hell of an understatement. And so one moment his cockhead was pressing against my pussy, just out of his swim trunks because I’d pulled it out to get a better feel for it.

Then he groaned and pressed forward. My eyes went wide as I realized what was happening. I gasped and panted, but I also churned my hips to welcome more of him inside me.

And then he was buried to the hilt. He breathed deeply a few times, staring at me, and then he grinned.

“Holy shit, Whitney,” he hissed. “I always knew you’d feel good, but I never thought you’d feel like this!”

My mind was a jumble of conflicting emotions. On the one hand I was cheating on my husband. Another man put his dick inside me.

I told myself it was because I was distracted. I told myself it wasn’t that bad. I could tell him to pull out.

He started to do just that. I thought maybe he’d realize what he’d done was wrong. He was cheating on Laura. Maybe there was something fucked up and complicated going on between the two of them, but that didn’t change the fact that…

I grunted as he slammed inside me. No, he wasn’t pulling out because he wanted to stop. He was pulling out so he could fuck me.

I wrapped my legs around him.

“Make it quick,” I hissed.

Dustin groaned, and I worried that it was loud enough they’d hear us out in the small cove.

It was almost enough to make me wonder if this was something Allison and Scott had been in on. It seemed awfully serendipitous that they just happened to find this little area with all of these secluded spots where people could get up to a little bit of fun and…

He pulled out and slammed into me again. His fingers still worked at my clit. I was surprised that it was going so well. I’d heard it wasn’t fun fucking in water, but whatever he was doing was really doing it for me.

I squeezed my eyes shut. Then I felt him reaching for me. He pulled my bikini top up, and my tits were on display.

“Perfection,” he hissed, leaning down to wrap his tongue around one of my nipples, and then the other one. He stared up at me as he did it, locking eyes with me as he sucked my tits.

Dustin pulled back and really started fucking me. My tits bounced lewdly. They bounced under the force of another man fucking me. I squeezed my eyes shut and bit my lip.

I wanted to cry out. If this was what scratching the seven-year itch felt like, then it made me wonder why I hadn’t done it long ago.

And still his fingers did their work. He was strumming me like a musician who knew every note, and my body was his instrument.

Again and again he slammed inside me. But his fucking started to get more erratic. I knew what that meant. My eyes opened wide.

I wanted to tell him to stop, but I didn’t trust myself. No, I worried that if I opened my mouth I’d scream at the top of my lungs, and everybody would know what was going on. That I’d be just as loud as last night with Josh.

So I locked eyes with him instead. He held my gaze as he grinned. Maybe he knew what my predicament was.

He pumped inside me a few more times, and then with a final grunt he buried himself to the hilt.

I felt his cock twitch inside me. He was coming inside me. That wasn’t a problem when it was Josh blowing a load inside me. He’d gotten snipped after our last kid when we decided we didn’t want to have any more.

It was very much a problem with Dustin. As far as I knew, he hadn’t been snipped. No, he was filling me with his very fertile spunk.

It made me want to cry out, and I wasn’t sure if I wanted to cry out in horror or in pleasure at what was potentially happening here.

Then he leaned forward.

“I’ve wanted to fill you with my seed for so many years,” he whispered. “I knew you’d be a good little slut.”

It sounded ridiculous. Then again, I suppose most dirty talk sounds ridiculous when you get down to it. And like most ridiculous dirty talk, it really did a number on me. It pushed me over the edge.

I pulled him close and wrapped my arms around him. I buried my mouth against his neck and screamed as loud as I could.

It came out muffled, but I still worried everybody would hear us.

Yet I couldn’t bring myself to care. That’s how good it felt. He knew I’d be a good little slut. It awakened something in me.

I lost track of how long we sat there like that. Joined together in a lewd display that I’m sure neither one of our spouses would appreciate.

At least I didn’t think Josh would appreciate it. There was all sorts of weirdness going on with Dustin and Laura, after all.

Finally I started to come down from that high, though. I pulled away from him, still breathing heavily. His cock still buried inside me.

I felt a warmth spread from my core and move out all over my body. That had been so intense, and so good, and it was something I could never do again. That I didn’t dare do ever again.

“That was good,” he said. “I always knew you’d be good.”

“Oh my God, what did we just do?” I asked, clarity finally setting in.

“We just had a little bit of fun, is all,” he said.

“That was more than a little bit of fun,” I hissed. “You just cheated on your wife! I just cheated on my husband!”

“are you sure about that?” he asked, arching an eyebrow.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“I’m pretty sure Laura is having the same kind of fun with Josh even as we speak,” he said.

“What are you…”

My entire body went cold as I realized what he was getting at. Laura was having the same kind of fun with my husband right now.

That sent a chill running through me. A giant block of ice settled in the pit of my stomach.

“Is that what you and Laura are doing this week?” I hissed at him. “You fuck me and he gets to fuck your wife?”

“Come on, Whitney,” he said. “Your husband has been checking out my wife for years. I figured I’m doing him a favor.”

“You’re an asshole, is what you are,” I growled, pulling away from him.

Or maybe it would be more accurate to say I pushed him away. After all, I was still wedged up against the tree.

But he let me push him away. He got what he wanted, after all. There was no point in him keeping me pinned against the tree any longer.

I couldn’t believe what an idiot I’d been. I couldn’t believe I actually fell for that. All this time and it was just an excuse for the two of them to get into some sort of fucked up couple swap.

I needed to get out there and…

Well, I didn’t know what I needed to get out there and do. I’d just fucked another man, after all. It’s not like I had a pot to piss in as far as getting upset with Josh for whatever was going on with him and Laura right now.

That didn’t stop me from freaking the fuck out, though. I had to do something, even if I didn’t know what that something was.


Chapter seventeen

Weirdness
Josh


Ishivered as I made my way back through the vines.

It only occurred to me after I’d been through those vines twice to wonder whether or not any of those were something that would leave me itching. Though I figured it was too late to worry about that now.

Besides, I figured Laura wouldn’t have gone in there if they were poison ivy.

I shook my head and pushed those idle thoughts away. I needed to get back out there. I needed to find out what Whitney was up to.

Probably nothing. Probably she was splashing around having a good time with everyone else. Probably I was overanalyzing things and worrying too much about something that wasn’t a worry.

I paused, treading water. The water was deep enough here that I couldn’t stand up.

I thought about Laura back in there. Part of me was glad I’d done the right thing and got away from her as quickly as possible, but…

Well, let’s just say there was another part of me, a deep and primal part of me that enjoyed having another woman playing with my cock, that was screaming what an idiot I was for abandoning the pretty lady who was willing to play with my cock.

I looked around as soon as I made it back out into the open water. Allison was on a float of some sort. I didn’t see Scott up on the boat, but presumably he was around here somewhere.

I didn’t see any sign of Whitney. I also didn’t see any sign of Dustin.

That sent a shiver running through me. I couldn’t shake the feeling something terrible had happened here. Something terrible and amazing. Because I was also rock hard as I thought of what Whitney might be getting up to right about now.

It seemed pretty clear to me that Dustin and Laura had planned this out between the two of them. I wasn’t sure what to think of the idea of my wife getting hot and heavy with another man, but I did know that it had my cock throbbing, and that wasn’t entirely from what Laura had been doing to me.

“What the fuck is wrong with you, Josh?” I muttered to myself.

“Who was that?” Allison called out.

She turned around and very nearly went spilling off her float. Then she saw me and gave a little wave.

“Hi there, Josh,” she called out. “Where did you disappear to?”

That worried me. The last thing I needed was for her to call of asking me where I’d disappeared to. That would make it obvious I’d disappeared somewhere, and I didn’t want Whitney to hear that.

There was always a chance she was floating on the other side of the pontoon boat, after all. I didn’t want her to start wondering where I’d been. Or to start putting two and two together.

“Just splashing around, Allison,” I said.

She hit me with an odd look. I blushed under that look, but I hoped I was far enough away that…

Splashing came from behind me. I turned to see Laura coming out of the very same little alcove I’d just come out of. That probably looked pretty bad from Allison’s point of view.

Which made me feel like an idiot all over again. If I was going to do the time then I wanted to do the crime, after all. Only now it was possible I was going to get in trouble for doing something with Laura, except I hadn’t done anything with her, damn it.

“Yeah, I’m sure you were just splashing around,” she said.

“I was,” I said, though I was annoyed with how defensive I sounded.

Defensive wasn’t good. Defensive made it sound like I was guilty, and I was far from guilty.

I mean sure it wasn’t great that Laura had been feeling up my cock, but it’s not like I’d done anything more than that. It’s not like I’d even been into the idea.

Okay, so I’d been really into the idea. I couldn’t lie on that score. Still, she was the one who started feeling me up first. I’d done the right thing

“Have you seen Whitney?” I asked.

“She was splashing around here somewhere,” Allison said, hitting me with an odd smile.

Then it hit me exactly what she’d just said. My wife was splashing around here somewhere. I’d just said I was splashing around, only I’d been up to no good while I was splashing around.

She was probably trying to turn that around on me, damn it.

“Son of a bitch,” I muttered.

“What’s wrong, Josh?” Laura asked, swimming up next to me.

“You know exactly what the fuck is wrong, Laura,” I said.

“Do I?”

I didn’t respond. I was annoyed with her, but at the same time I was still turned on. I still almost wanted to go back under those vines and have some fun with her.

Only the worry that my wife might be doing something with Dustin overrode that desire to get frisky with Laura. Or maybe it was a desire to catch my wife doing something.

The idea made my cock twitch.

I swam around the pontoon, keeping an eye out. I rounded the bend, and…

“Hey babe,” Whitney called out.

She was floating right there. I breathed a sigh of relief. It looked like she was treading water.

Dustin was nowhere to be found, though.

“Where’s Dustin?” I asked.

Okay. Not the greatest way to open up a conversation with my wife, but I was still deeply suspicious about where she’d been and what she was doing.

She blinked. For a moment I almost thought that was a guilty look that passed across her face. Almost, but…

No. I was being deeply suspicious for no reason. Or maybe I was hoping something had happened because this was turning me on. It was all fucked up, and I wasn’t sure what to make of it.

“Why would I have any idea where Dustin is?”

More splashing behind me. I turned around. I was treated to the gorgeous sight of Allison climbing back on the float to sunbathe in her bikini, showing off every inch of her incredible body, but more than that there was Laura floating right there smiling at me.

Like she knew what was going on here. Like she enjoyed the uncertainty she’d put in me. The same as the uncertainty she’d put into my wife yesterday by talking about the seven year itch.

“Hey guys,” Scott called out.

I turned to see him up on the boat still. It made me wonder exactly how long I’d been in there with Laura.

“Scott,” I said, nodding.

“I just got done inflating some of these floats. Do you want one?”

“I’d love one,” Whitney said. “I wouldn’t mind working on my tan.”

“I’ll take one,” Laura said.

“Is Dustin up there with you?” I asked.

“Dustin?” Scott asked, frowning. “No, he’s not up here. Why?”

“No reason,” I said.

Laura moved to swim past me, and as she did I felt something brush against me. Just for a moment, but it was definitely there.

Her hand. Brushing against my cock. I shivered and looked to Whitney, terrified she’d somehow be able to sense that move.

Though of course that was a ridiculous notion. She couldn’t see what was happening under the water. It’s not like this was crystal clear ocean water. No, it was typical brown Midwestern muck.

Laura turned and hit me with a smile as she moved past me. I shivered again, but then pushed down on that viciously.

I couldn’t let myself be tempted again. Even though temptation had been screaming at me.

“Are you okay, honey?” Whitney asked, swimming over to me.

There was a smack as inflatable floats landed on the water. Scott jumped in and pulled himself up onto one.

“I’m fine,” I said.

“Are you sure?” she asked. “Because you’re acting kind of weird.”

I frowned. I was acting kind of weird? I could say the same of her. I desperately wanted to ask her what she’d been up to for the last few minutes, but I didn’t dare.

After all, there was everything that had happened with Laura to think about. If I started asking her what she’d been up to then there was a good chance she was going to start asking me what I’d been up to, and I wasn’t ready to answer those questions.

“Well I’m going to soak up some sun, if you don’t mind,” she said.

“Sure,” I said.

I looked around the small cove again. And then I caught movement on the opposite end.

My eyes narrowed. Dustin was coming out from a hiding spot over there. He looked around for a moment, like he was trying not to be spotted.

Now that was damn suspicious. I wondered if he was keeping a lookout for me. Like maybe he’d been doing something back there with my wife.

“Do you want a float, Dustin?” Scott asked.

“Sure, man,” Dustin called out, jumping in surprise as he realized he’d been spotted.

He looked around. His eyes came to rest on me for a moment, but only for a moment. Then they moved on.

Maybe it was my imagination, but I almost thought I saw a guilty look in those eyes.

Then it was gone.

I frowned and started swimming over in that direction.

“Where are you going, man?” Dustin asked as I passed him.

“Just getting a look around the place,” I said, not paying much attention to him.

“Seems kind of silly,” he said.

“I’m sure it does,” I muttered.

I swam until I found a small bit of rock jutting out from the steep hill that surrounded the cove. And on the other side of that rock was a little area where a couple of people could definitely hang out if they wanted to. There was a tree that was partially buried in the water, and some of it had been soaked and rotted out.

I frowned as I moved over to the tree. It looked like some of the wood had been pressed in recently. I reached out and pushed at it, and it didn’t give easily.

So if something had been pressing against it then it was with enough pressure to push some of the rotted wood in. And maybe it was my imagination talking, but it seemed like that rotted wood was about the size of a human woman sticking up out of the water partially.

I put my feet down. There was some muck on the ground which didn’t exactly feel great, but there was definitely enough room for somebody to stand up.

“Fuck,” I muttered.

Because it was entirely possible something had happened here, but at the same time it was also entirely possible nothing had happened here. There were other explanations for why there’d be a human sized indentation in that rotted wood.

I just couldn’t think of any good ones at the moment.

I shook my head and swam my way back out. Again maybe it was my imagination, but it seemed like Whitney was slightly worried as she turned and stared at me.

Which only had me wondering, all over again, what the fuck had happened here and what I’d missed while Laura was distracting me.

I didn’t know what the fuck to make of any of this. I didn’t know if I was being paranoid, or if I was trying to make the world fit this fantasy running through my head.

Fuck.


Chapter eighteen

Searching
Josh


“So then I tell the guy that’s fine. They can go ahead and not fix it, but I was going to leave a review telling the world exactly what happened, and that my stuff just happened to break right after the asshole did a free inspection,” Scott said, laughing.

Everybody laughed right along with him.

“I can’t believe someone would have the balls to try and pull that on you after one of their guys broke something like that,” Laura said.

“Yeah, well this guy did,” Scott said. “Thank God for the Internet and being able to leave negative reviews if people try to fuck you over.”

“Thank God for the Internet,” Laura said, raising her glass.

Everybody raised their glasses and took a drink.

It was one of those nights that felt like back in our college days. Except this time it was just the six of us getting together and getting shitfaced.

That was just fine with me, though. I needed time to think about everything that’d happened today. It was a lot.

I’d been watching Whitney and Dustin like a hawk. Trying to find something, anything, that would indicate something had happened between the two of them.

I couldn’t even explain why I was so interested in finding out what had happened between the two of them. Part of me was jealous, of course. Pissed off. I didn’t like the idea that my wife might’ve been doing something with another man. I was as furious as a man was supposed to be when he suspected his wife of cheating.

I wondered if this was how Dustin felt when he found out about Laura. Though I was starting to think there was more to that story. Especially considering the way she was so open and free with the idea of feeling me up.

There was another part of me that was even harder to explain, though. It was something that hit me while I was grinding against Laura.

It had been kind of hot thinking about her giving herself over to another man who wasn’t her husband, and it was just as hot thinking of Whitney doing the same thing.

I shivered and shook my head. I shouldn’t get turned on at the thought of Whitney doing something with another man, damn it. And yet there the thought was.

I looked around the room. Scott and Allison were lounging together in a single chair. She was sitting on his lap, and he seemed to be having a pretty damn good time.

Then again, I’d be happy if Allison was sitting on my lap to. I’d be happy if any of the women in this room were sitting on my lap.

Hell, I’d had a chance to do more than feel Laura sitting on my lap, and I’d passed. I felt like all kinds of an idiot now that I suspected something might’ve happened with Whitney and Dustin.

“I think I need to top off my drink,” Allison said, standing.

“I’m going to stretch too,” Whitney said.

Laura hit me with a wink, and I wondered what that meant.

“A new drink sounds good,” Scott said. “Anyone here need anything?”

“I’m good,” I said.

Truth be told, I could’ve used a refresher on my drink. Only I had no intention of leaving the room. Not with Laura winking at me. Not with Dustin and my wife doing whatever it was they were doing.

So I leaned back in my chair as Whitney got up and walked down towards our room.

“I think I need to use the restroom,” Dustin said.

“Have fun, baby,” Laura said, blowing him a kiss.

“You know it,” he said, winking at her.

I’m not sure if it was the wink or the way they were suddenly acting flirty, but I found myself worried.

They were up to something. I wasn’t sure what it was, but I was pretty sure they were planning something.

Laura got up and sat down next to me. She smiled.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

“What are you talking about?” she asked, frowning.

“Don’t play dumb with me,” I said. “Why was he winking at you like that?”

“I honestly wouldn’t know,” she said, batting her eyelashes.

I stood. Part of it was I didn’t trust myself to be sitting so close to her. Part of it was I couldn’t shake the feeling there was something going on here.

“Something happened earlier, didn’t it?” I asked.

“Well yes, something did happen earlier,” Laura said.

That hit me like a shot through the heart. Something did happen earlier. I hadn’t just been suspicious. There really was something going on.

“As I recall, you followed me to an out of the way area and started grinding against me, and then I started feeling your cock, but you got cold feet before going all the way,” Laura said.

I looked around the room in a panic. If Whitney came back just in time to hear that then it could potentially signal the end of our marriage.

I felt like an asshole for thinking like that. Here I was suspicious of my wife, and I’d definitely done something earlier.

“I mean something happened between your husband and my wife,” I said.

“Did it?” she asked, raising her eyebrows. “That’s horrible! How could he do that to me?”

I blinked. “Wait. What?”

She threw her head back and laughed. “You should see the look on your face right now. Did you really think they were up to something?”

“I know they were up to something,” I said, though I wasn’t quite so sure about that now.

“Yeah, you sound really sure of yourself,” she said.

I glanced around again. Scott and Allison were still getting drinks or whatever it was they were doing in the kitchen. But Dustin and Whitney hadn’t returned yet. I frowned.

“Where are they?” I muttered.

“Are you sure you want the answer to that question?”

“Damn it, Laura,” I growled. “These games aren’t fucking funny!”

“I never said they were funny,” she said. “You’re the one who had an opportunity to have fun earlier and you decided to throw it away.”

Again I looked around. Again that seemed like the kind of thing that could get me in a whole heap of trouble if my wife came around at the wrong moment and overheard. And again there was no sign of her. Or Dustin.

“Damn it, Laura. All I want is some honesty!”

“And you’re going to have to go looking for it,” she said.

I stood and started pacing. I looked in the restroom attached to the living room. It was pretty obvious no one was using it. The room was dark. Then I moved down the hallway and looked into the bedroom I shared with Whitney. But again it didn’t look like there was anyone in there. Everything was as dark as could be.

“Trying to find someone?”

I jumped. I turned to see Laura standing there grinning at me.

“That shit isn’t funny, Laura,” I hissed.

“Where could they be?” she asked.

I moved back into the hallway and down a little farther. The cabin was a pretty decent size, with rooms on either side of the hallway. Which is how we’d been able to hear each other last night.

Sure Scott and Allison had a loft over the living room, but still.

Whitney and Dustin had disappeared down this hallway, and so I figured they were hiding somewhere around here.

So I walked down until I was at Dustin and Laura’s room. The door was open, and there was a light on in there. I took a deep breath, wondering what I was going to find. Terrified of what I’d find when I looked in there. Ridiculously turned on thinking about what I’d find when I looked in there.

“Well go on then,” Laura said, coming up behind me.

She wrapped her arms around me. One of her hands moved down, and my cock twitched.

She noticed that, of course, because her hand came to rest on my cock. I took in a shuddering breath and let it out.

I could grab her and take her back to my bedroom. I could fuck her on the bed I was supposed to be sharing with my wife this weekend. It would be so easy.

Of course knowing my luck, I’d get Laura completely naked right around the time Whitney popped in and asked what the fuck I was doing.

“Maybe Dustin is in there going to the bathroom,” Laura whispered in my ear. “Or maybe he has your wife and down on the bed and he’s filling her with his cock. I know I’d love it if he was filling her with his cock. Would you love it if she was getting her tight little pussy pounded by some strange cock?”

I shivered again. My cock twitched. Laura let out a delighted squeal.

“Well then,” she said. “Your cock is definitely telling a story.”

I couldn’t help it. I peered inside the room only to find… Nothing.

“What the fuck?” I muttered.

Only then I saw something outside the windows. Movement. It was subtle in the darkness, but it was definitely there.

“Fuck,” I hissed. “They’re out there.”

“Are you sure?” Laura asked, though it was in a tone that said she knew exactly what the answer was. “You’d better go make sure.”

I didn’t even bother to see whether or not Laura followed. I didn’t care whether or not she followed. No, all I cared about was finding what Whitney was doing. But I also didn’t want to go out through the exit in Laura and Dustin’s room. Not if they were out there.

So I went back to my room and over to the door leading to the porch that ran around the outside. I stepped out quietly and was about to close it, but then Laura stopped up behind me.

I frowned, but let her follow.

“Better be quiet,” Laura said, grinning at me in the darkness.

Then she reached out to take my hand. I looked down to where she’d grabbed my hand, then back up to her. She smiled even wider.

“We’re in this together, aren’t we?” she whispered. “Our spouses might be cheating on us, after all!”

She said that last bit with wide eyes and a smile that said she knew exactly what the fuck was going on here. She knew, and she was loving my uncertainty.

I almost wanted to tell her to stay back here, but I knew that wasn’t going to happen. She was along for the ride whether I liked it or not.

“Fine. Come on,” I muttered, pulling her into the darkness as I made my way around the house and over to the other side where I saw movement in the darkness.

I was both terrified and turned on thinking about what I might find there. Especially with Laura right there beside me instigating.

But it’s not like I could stop. Not when there was a chance of catching Whitney…

I don’t know what I’d catch her doing. I just had to find out, damn it.


Chapter nineteen

The Show
Josh


Ilooked both ways to get a feel for our surroundings.

I’m not sure why I was looking both ways. I don’t know what I expected to find in the other direction. Maybe fucking Sasquatch sneaking up on us or something.

That almost had me laughing. It was such a ridiculous idea, the thought of fucking Bigfoot sneaking up on me while I was trying to sneak up on my wife and figure out what the fuck she was doing with Dustin.

“What are you doing?” Laura hissed.

“Just having a funny thought, is all,” I muttered.

I tried to pull myself together. Damn it. I needed to keep it together.

So I stepped forward. I was careful to watch my steps, though. The last thing I wanted was to land on a board that creaked loud enough to alert them.

“You’re going to miss the show if you don’t hurry up,” Laura said.

“Yeah, well I’m not entirely sure I even want to see the fucking show, whatever the fuck it is,” I muttered.

“Fair enough,” she whispered back at me.

We kept moving. Eventually we reached the corner that turned over to the lake side of the house. Dustin and Laura got to the cabin before us, which meant they had the nice lake view. We got the part of the house that faced the front and all the cars.

Not that I was complaining. It still had a nice view of the woods beyond. And hey. If we ordered pizza in the middle of the night then I’d be the first one to know it’d arrived.

I shook my head. I was getting distracted again. I needed to keep it together.

Laura put a hand on my back as I paused at the edge. I could see the lake off in the distance. It looked so peaceful and quiet. There was a bright full moon, which meant there was plenty of light to see by.

It was also the kind of full moon that meant there could be a werewolf out there lurking around. Considering what I figured I was about to see, I almost wished there was something out there that would rip my lungs out, but I didn’t think that was in the cards.

Something told me that wasn’t the genre of story I was in at the moment.

I finally peered around the edge, careful to move slowly. I was well aware that enough moonlight to see by also meant there was enough moonlight for them to totally see me.

Thankfully it looked like they were so preoccupied with whatever it was they were doing with each other that they wouldn’t notice someone sneaking up on them.

I didn’t know whether to be relieved, pissed off, or turned on that they were so preoccupied they didn’t seem to care that they might get caught.

“Come on, Whitney,” Dustin said.

He wasn’t even bothering to lower his voice. No, he didn’t seem to think there was any worry. Damn.

The cocky asshole. He was out here hitting on my wife like it was nothing. Like there wasn’t a worry of somebody finding them and getting pissed off.

“I’m not sure, Dustin,” she said.

“It can’t be as bad as what happened earlier, right?” he said. “And I’ve always wanted this. You’re so hot.”

A chill ran through me at those words. That sounded like something had most definitely happened between them earlier. I really wanted to know what that something was, but it’s not like I could burst out, pissed off, and demand to know what he was talking about.

Not without causing a scene. And maybe getting into a fight. My blood was pumping and I was in a fighting mood, but something stopped me.

Maybe because my blood was pumping because I was turned on. It was difficult to tell which was which right now. That’s how confusing all of this was.

“What happened earlier was a mistake, Dustin,” Whitney said.

That made me feel a little better. Maybe something had happened between them, but she didn’t like whatever had happened. Maybe they’d started something but she’d pulled back.

That also pissed me off. What if he’d pushed himself on my wife or something? The thought of that asshole forcing himself on her…

Well, I sympathized with her, but it was also kind of hot. Especially since it seemed like she went along with at least part of it.

Besides. I could tell her tone. Whatever she was saying, she wasn’t all that upset about whatever had happened between the two of them earlier. No, it sounded more like she was trying to justify whatever the fuck had happened.

“You enjoyed it, and you know it, Whitney,” he said.

I held my breath. This seemed like a moment of truth. I wondered what she’d say. Had she actually enjoyed what happened? Or was she pissed off about whatever the fuck had happened?

Her answer would tell me a whole hell of a lot about where my marriage was going.

“Maybe I did,” she finally said with a sigh that broke my heart even as it had my cock twitching all over again. “But that doesn’t mean we should do something like that again.”

“Come on, Whitney,” he said, almost pleading.

It was the kind of thing that would’ve been pathetic if it wasn’t so ridiculous. He was pleading for my wife to do something to him. I didn’t know what that something was, but it couldn’t be good. Especially if she seemed so conflicted about it.

“I just don’t know,” she said.

“I mean I’ve heard from Josh how good you are,” he said.

“Really?”

I frowned. This was one of those situations where it would’ve been really helpful to have some context to the conversation. Meanwhile I was kicking myself for every time I’d ever bragged about something Whitney did for me.

It was something that happened plenty back in the day. Back when we were all still in college. Back when we were bragging about our women because we all thought they were so beautiful, and we knew we were the luckiest guys in the world to be with them.

Though apparently Dustin thought he was lucky, but not to the point of actually staying faithful to his wife.

I wanted to be pissed off at him, but I couldn’t deny how my cock felt.

Speaking of my cock…

I jumped as I felt a hand brush against it. I turned to see Laura right behind me. She pressed her body against me, mashing her breasts against my back.

It felt good. Damn good. I’d dreamed of pressing against her body so many times. I wondered if that was similar to what Dustin was going through right now. How many nights had he fantasized about getting with my wife?

I shook my head. This was wrong. I didn’t care how hard my cock was. I didn’t care how intrigued I was at the idea of seeing just how far Whitney would take things.

I almost stepped forward and put an end to this right then and there, but something stopped me.

I couldn’t quite explain it. Just that I had to see this through to the end. I had to see what Whitney would do. I had to see if one of them would say something that clarified what’d happened between them earlier.

“I can’t believe he’d talk about that kind of thing,” Whitney said.

I reached around behind without really thinking. I wasn’t sure what I was grabbing for. I found her body, though. I grabbed at her ass and gave it a squeeze.

I almost closed my eyes and came in my pants right there. I’d dreamed of feeling her ass. I never thought it would happen, and yet here I was.

My cock throbbed as she continued feeling her up.

“I wonder what he’s going to have her do,” Laura whispered.

I didn’t dare say anything. I didn’t dare make a noise. I was already worried that Laura was making too much noise by talking. Not that I dared say anything to stop her.

“I bet he’s talking about a blowjob,” Laura said. “Whitney was always supposed to be good at those.”

I blinked. I mean sure my wife was really good at giving blowjobs. I’d been surprised at how enthusiastic she was considering she’d never even done that sort of thing before she met me.

Still. It was one thing to know from firsthand experience how good my wife was. It was another thing entirely to hear that apparently everybody in our friend group knew how good she was, and that Dustin wanted to experience it for himself first-hand.

“I suppose it can’t hurt too much,” Whitney finally said. “It’s better than what we did earlier.”

I almost thought she was biting her lip. She always did that when she was having trouble deciding on something. I figured that was good that she seemed to be having trouble deciding on something. She should be conflicted considering she was talking about cheating on me. Not that she stayed conflicted for long.

She sank down to her knees. I shivered.

Okay then. It would appear Laura was absolutely correct. They were talking about a blowjob.

“That’s it, Whitney,” Dustin hissed.

He had an odd look on his face. He was staring down at her with a worshipful expression I could clearly in the moonlight. She leaned forward and pressed her face against his cock. Presumably he was already as hard as a rock.

And I couldn’t blame the guy. I’d be as hard as a rock if my wife was down on her knees in front of me, too!

“Oh Dustin,” she said, her voice a quiet whisper.

It was a quiet whisper that broke my heart. It was a quiet whisper that had my cock throbbing. It was a quiet whisper that…

Well, I couldn’t explain the mix of emotions.

“When in Rome,” Laura muttered from behind me.

I didn’t have a chance to ask her what she was doing. One moment she was behind me pressing against me. Feeling my cock. The next I felt her down on her knees in front of me. She pulled down my swim trunks, I was still wearing the same ones I’d been in earlier, and with a quick motion she’d pulled my cock out and swallowed the whole damn thing.

I held the cabin in a white knuckled grip. I couldn’t believe she was doing that. My eyes rolled into the back of my head, and it was all I could do to keep from letting out a groan that would make it fucking obvious we were over here watching everything they were doing.

Meanwhile Whitney was doing the same thing. I guess she had the same idea, even if she couldn’t see what me and Laura were doing.

She’d pulled Dustin’s cock out. She wasn’t quite as fast-moving as Laura, but she did work pretty fast. One moment she was kissing the tip, my wife’s lips were on the tip of another man’s cock, and then she started sinking down.

I glanced down to Laura. She stared up at me with a twinkle in her eye that said she was loving this. Again I had to fight back in the urge to let out a groan as she started bobbing back and forth on my cock.

Holy shit. Laura was blowing me. I’d dreamed about it, I never thought it would happen. Even after everything that had happened today.

I looked down at her for a long moment, and then returned my attention to Whitney.

She was bouncing up and down on Dustin’s cock. He had his head up, and he kept letting out a quiet little groans. He kept encouraging her. His hand was on top of her head as she bobbed up and down on his cock.

I didn’t think I was going to last long, but that was okay. He let out a final groan as I started emptying myself in his wife’s mouth. I was coming in Laura’s mouth. Again I’d always dreamed, but never thought it would happen.

I looked down at Laura. She didn’t miss a beat. She pulled back so her mouth was just over the tip of my cock. I couldn’t see her throat working to swallow, but I could hear it in the darkness.

Meanwhile a similar scene was playing out over at the other end of the porch. My wife was sitting there working his cock with her hands as he blew his load into the back of her throat. And then finally it was done. She pulled off, looked up at him with a smile, and made a production of swallowing.

That was something she always did with me, and I always loved it. It was so hot knowing she wanted me so bad that she’d swallow my come.

And then it was over for both of us, which was an ominous thought considering its potential double meaning.

Laura pulled off of me, smiling up at me in the moonlight. Then Dustin and Whitney seemed to regain some of their senses, suddenly looking around.

I held still, terrified that they’d see me and realize what was happening. Though I need not worry. They were only glancing around for a moment, and then they stood and looked like they were getting ready to head back inside.

Shit. They were getting ready to head back inside. Which meant we needed to be back inside.

Laura seemed to get the same idea, because she stood, took my hand, and led me back through my bedroom.

All the while I was in a daze. I couldn’t believe that had just happened. Laura had sucked me off. My wife had blown another man. And there most of a week to go on this vacation.


Chapter twenty

Secrets
Whitney


Icouldn’t believe what I’d just done. I was in a daze as I stood.

I could still taste his come on my lips. I could taste another man’s come on my lips. Not just another man, but one of our friends. We were here on vacation with him and his wife.

I should’ve felt terrible about that, but instead I just felt…

Well, to be perfectly honest I felt turned on more than anything.

My legs shook. I was ready to be fucked again. Which came as something of a surprise. Usually I wasn’t ready to go that quickly, but I guess there was something about this forbidden scenario that was turning me on.

“Through here,” Dustin said, guiding me along.

Normally I would’ve been pissed off that he was talking to me like that. I didn’t need him to guide me anywhere, damn it.

Only…

I had to admit I was out of it. I couldn’t think straight. No, all I could think about was what I’d just done. How wrong it was. How I should’ve been better to my husband than that.

Josh. I felt guilty even as I felt a fire burning deep inside me. I knew I shouldn’t have done that, but I’d been overcome.

Besides. What was all that Dustin said about Josh bragging about what good blowjobs I gave? I felt annoyed that he’d talk about our sex life with other people like that even as I also felt the overwhelming urge to prove to Dustin that I was just as good as my husband said I was.

He led me through their bedroom. His and Laura’s bedroom for the week. I looked around, still in a daze. They were sharing this bedroom, and all I could think was how much I wanted to jump on that bed and get fucked.

It was like I didn’t even care who fucked me. No, all I cared about was getting fucked.

Which meant I desperately needed to get back to my husband, and I needed to get back to him soon. Before I did something we both might regret. Again.

“Okay, you need to wait a minute,” Dustin said.

“I do?”

“We have to be careful,” he said. “I might’ve come to an agreement with Laura for the weekend, but that doesn’t mean I want to be too obvious about what we were doing.”

“Oh, yeah,” I said. “I suppose that makes sense.”

“It totally does,” he said, grinning at me.

I was more curious than anything, honestly. What did he mean he had an arrangement with Laura this weekend? Sure he’d been talking weird, and he’d been acting awfully cavalier for somebody who was worried about his wife catching him in the arms of another woman…

Only I was still too much in a daze to think things through.

Dustin walked over to the door and peered out into the hallway. He looked for a long moment, then finally gestured for me to come over.

“It looks like everything is clear,” he said. “You go first, and I’ll follow a few minutes later.”

“Okay,” I said, unable to say much of anything else.

What the fuck else could I say, under the circumstances?

I was still in a daze over everything that’d happened. How could I not be in a daze over everything that’d happened?

I’d let one of our oldest and best friends fuck me in the lake earlier. And I’d just blown him in view of that very same like. All while my husband and the rest of our friends were just a short walk away.

Well, I guess they were a short swim away earlier today, but whatever. The point remained.

I was shaking a little as I walked down the hallway and into our room. I’d left to go get something, but I couldn’t for the life of me remember what that something was.

Hey, I’d like to see anyone try to remember what they were supposed to be doing after a day like what I’d just had!

I looked around the room. I was still in a daze. I was still having trouble remembering much of anything. And eventually I decided fuck it. I wasn’t going to try and figure it out right now.

So I turned and walked back towards the living room. Again it felt like I was walking in a strange funk.

I stepped into the room and smiled, looking at Josh as he sat there on the couch. He was staring out through the big picture windows that ran across one end of the living room. And then there was Scott at the other end of the room puttering around in the kitchen.

I felt a stab of guilt. Everything in here seemed so normal. There was nothing out of the ordinary. Nothing to indicate I’d just cheated on my husband.

Nothing but my cheating heart, though I hoped it wouldn’t follow in the footsteps of that old country song and tell on me.

I walked over and sat down next to Josh. It felt odd sitting down next to him. It felt wrong after everything I’d just done.

“You were taking a while,” he said, turning and smiling at me. “Is everything okay?”

Damn. Already that cheating heart was threatening to tell on me. Panic surged through me. I wondered if he knew something. I wondered if he’d gotten up and had a look at what was going on out there. It seemed impossible, there was no way he could suspect, but still.

I was in a fucked up space where I couldn’t help but think everything was going to go wrong at any moment now.

Shit. Everything had already gone wrong. I was just marking time until it blew up in my face.

At least that’s what it felt like.

“I’m fine,” I lied.

“You sure?” he asked, frowning. “You don’t look fine. You look a little flushed.”

Again panic shot through me. Again I pushed down on that feeling. I needed to keep this under control, damn it.

“No, I’m sure I’m okay,” I said.

“It’s been a busy day,” Laura said, coming in from the kitchen where I hadn’t seen her. She had drinks in her hands. She put down wine glasses in front of me and Josh.

I grabbed the offered glass and downed it. Like we’re talking I chugged it like it was a beer at one of the old frat parties where we’d all met.

Both Laura and Josh stared at me, their eyes going wide. I knew I was making a spectacle of myself, but I didn’t care.

There was that all-consuming guilt pumping through me, but there was also something else.

I was still turned on. Like more turned on than I’d been in a good long while.

I couldn’t explain it, but there was something about getting it on with another guy that made me want to get it on with my husband in the worst possible way. I needed to get him back to our bedroom.

“Whoa there,” Laura said, staring at me with her eyebrows shooting up. “That’s wine, not a shot. You okay?”

I put the wine glass down. Maybe a little harder than I should’ve. Like we’re talking hard enough it made an audible clink as it hit the table.

“I’m fine,” I said. “Really. It’s not a problem.”

“You sure about that?” she asked, still staring at me like I had a problem.

“Totally sure,” I said, looking between her and my husband.

They exchanged a glance, and again I had one of those panicked feelings where I wondered if something was wrong. If they knew something. Then I shook my head.

I was acting like an idiot. I’d give something away if I kept acting like this.

Then again, maybe that’s what the old song meant when it said your cheating heart would tell on you.

“Hey everybody,” Scott said, stepping into the room with a smile. He had a couple of glasses of wine as well. He put one down in front of his wife who’d rejoined us and sat down. Then he looked over to my own glass and frowned.

“It’s a little early to be hitting it that hard, don’t you think, Whitney?” he asked, grinning to let me know he was trying to tell a joke.

“Trying” being the objective word there. It didn’t seem like a very funny joke to me, but that didn’t stop everybody from laughing.

“I guess I just need something to settle my nerves,” I said.

“Why would you need to settle your nerves, honey?” Josh asked.

I jumped at his words. I looked over at him and tried to smile, though I wasn’t sure I did a very good job of it. It felt like a more sickly smile to me.

“Oh I don’t know,” I said with a shrug. “It’s been a long day.”

“It has been a pretty long day, hasn’t it?” Laura asked, smiling.

I looked between the two of them. Again I got the feeling there was something more going on here. Something I might be able to understand if I could just look at the problem the right way.

But I didn’t. No, I felt another wave of that heat raging through me, and all I wanted was to get my husband back to our room.

“You know, it has been a pretty busy day,” I finally said, making a point of stretching. “What would you say to turning in early, honey?”

Josh stared at me. He was looking at me like I was a space alien from a horror movie or something. Again I worried that I’d said something wrong. Why would my husband be looking at me like that when I’d just hit him with such an obvious hint?

Something had to be wrong. He had to know. The guilty thoughts tumbled through my head as I stared at him.

“Yeah, sure,” he finally said. “I could turn in early.”

“I bet you could after the day you had,” Laura said.

I stared at her. Again there was that overwhelming feeling there was something I was missing here. Something just out of grasp. But then I pushed the thought away. Again.

They couldn’t possibly know anything. There was no way they could suspect anything. I felt like a first rate asshole for even thinking like that in the first place. Apparently I was the kind of person who thought in terms of the other people in the affair figuring out what was going on.

Which isn’t a situation I ever thought I’d find myself in, but here we were.

“Anyway,” I said after that awkward silence stretched out. “I hope you all have a good night. I’m sure we’re going to have a busy day again tomorrow, after all.”

“A busy day of drinking and relaxing,” Scott said with a laugh. “That was a lot of fun going out on the boat today. I can’t wait to try it again tomorrow!”

“Yeah, I can’t wait,” I said, my stomach churning.

Because there was the possibility going out on the boat would result in more of what happened today. I wasn’t sure if I was excited or terrified at the thought of more of what happened today.

“Anyway,” Josh said. “I hope everyone has a good night, and we’ll see you in the morning!”

He stood. He looked down at me and offered his hand. I looked up at that hand being offered, and guilt churned in my stomach. Guilt mixed with how turned on I was.

It seemed odd. I’d already fucked and sucked one guy today. Usually I was done after one session. I should be satisfied. I should be ready to turn in for the night.

But instead it was like my libido had gone into overdrive. Like I couldn’t get enough of this, and my husband was the nearest convenient dick to take out some of that frustration and excitement on.

Not that I thought he was going to complain, even if I felt guilty for taking advantage of him when he had no idea what I’d been up to earlier in the day. Or earlier this evening, for that matter.


Chapter twenty-one

Excess Energy
Whitney


“So that was a pretty fun day,” Josh said as we stepped into the bedroom. “I thought we’d never… Whoa!”

I slammed the door shut behind me and leapt at him. He barely had a chance to grab me and hold me up.

Of course he was able to do just that. He was still strong enough to hold me up, no problem, and I was still just as light as I’d ever been.

I had a couple of friends who probably wouldn’t be able to do this kind of thing with their husbands anymore. Not that I faulted them for getting older. Time comes for us all, but it hadn’t come for me or my husband quite yet.

“Kiss me,” I said.

There was a moment where he hesitated. A moment where some look crossed his face. Like he was thinking about something, and the last thing he wanted to do was kiss me.

Panic welled up inside me to mixed with the guilt and the arousal. It was a strange mixture.

That panic made me want to kiss him even more. That panic made me want to make everything go away by sucking face with my husband like the old days.

Then something else took over. I could see the instant it happened because I was staring intently at his face, watching for any sign he might suspect what I’d been up to tonight.

One moment he seemed hesitant about kissing me for whatever reason, and the only thing I could think was he somehow knew I’d had my lips on another man’s cock earlier and he didn’t want to kiss me. Then he was pressing against my lips and pushing me back towards the bed.

It was sudden, and I loved it. He threw me down on the bed. One moment he was holding me up, the next I was falling back.

I fell and worried that I was going to hit the ground. Sure I still had my legs wrapped around him, but I didn’t have the kind of core strength that could hold me up while he was tossing me like that. Then I landed on the bed and bounced a couple of times.

Not that I had time to think about bouncing a couple of times. No, he was on top of me, grinding his cock against me and sounding oh so turned on.

“You’re so fucking hot, Whitney,” he growled.

“Fuck me,” I whispered.

“Oh I will,” he said.

He reached down and worked at my pants. I was in a pair of shorts, but I still had my bikini on under everything.

My skin still felt amazing. Like you only could after you’ve been out in the sun all day, but you remembered to put some suntan lotion on so it’s not like you had to worry about a sunburn.

We smelled like a mixture of sweat and suntan lotion as he leaned down to kiss me again, still grinding his cock against me over and over.

I moaned as he pressed against me. He moaned as he kept grinding against me. It was giving me some delicious friction down at my clit, and I churned my hips to meet his every thrust.

It reminded me of back when we’d first started dating. The first few dates when we weren’t quite ready to go all the way, but we’d definitely had some fun grinding against each other.

Which provided me a throwback to when I’d met his friends at the same time I’d met him. I’d met Allison and Laura and the other guys at the same time I started dating a cute frat guy from one of my math classes.

He kept grinding against me, groaning, and I thought about back in the day. I thought about times when I might’ve been able to go off with one of the other guys, but I never did because I wanted to stay faithful to Josh. I knew I’d be throwing away something special.

That had the guilt ramping up.

Then I thought about how hot it was feeling Scott and Dustin staring at me. About how hot it’d been feeling Dustin’s cock sliding into me today. I’d been so turned on that he didn’t even have to get me all that worked up. No, he’d just slid right in.

Which wasn’t something that happened all the time.

That had the arousal roaring to life. I didn’t know what to think about any of this. All I knew was I was turned on, and I needed my husband inside me, damn it.

He pulled away. Then started pulling up his own shirt and working at his pants.

I took his cue. We’d been married long enough that it’s not like we need to spend a lot of time undressing each other.

No, there was nothing slow and sensual about this. This was a repeat of what I’d done earlier with Dustin, which sent that guilt and arousal mixture roaring through me. This was quick. This was frenzied.

This was the two of us fucking, because that’s what I needed.

Josh was naked in an instant, his cock standing out long and proud. I licked my lips. I’d already seen Dustin’s cock twice today.

No, that wasn’t entirely accurate. I hadn’t seen it earlier when he was fucking me in the lake, after all. But I had seen it tonight, even if it was only in the moonlight, when I went down on him.

Another shiver ran through me.

I reclined back on the bed, staring with wide eyes at his cock. He stared right back at me, licking his lips and raking his eyes up and down over my body.

“You’re so beautiful,” he muttered.

“Am I?” I whispered.

I wasn’t sure if I felt beautiful right then. After all, I was a cheater. I couldn’t believe what I’d done to my husband. I couldn’t believe I’d put our relationship in danger like that.

Still. Hearing him call me beautiful made me feel a little better.

“You look like you’re turned on,” I said, giggling and biting my lip as I stared at his cock standing out straight and proud.

“I’m always turned on when I see you, baby,” he said, grinning.

“I mean you look more turned on than usual,” I said.

And it was true. He really did look more turned on than usual. His cock was hard as a diamond as it stuck out. Precum leaked out of the thing.

It reminded me of Dustin. It felt weird to compare my husband to his friend’s cock, but here we were. I had the recent comparison to make, after all.

“I guess there’s just something about being on vacation,” he said with a shrug.

Though there was something odd to his tone. Something that made me wonder, again, if he knew something. I tried to reassure myself that there was no way he could possibly know anything, but then he was on top of me.

It was just like earlier in the lake. One moment his cock was pressing against me, and the next he’d slid inside me and was buried to the hilt.

I squeezed my eyes shut as fireworks went off all through my body. I was already so worked up from everything that’d happened today. Feeling my husband buried inside me, feeling the familiar contours of his cock and the way he smelled and the familiar way he moved really did it for me.

“Oh fuck, baby,” I whispered.

“That’s exactly what I’m going to do, honey,” he said.

And he did. He started thrusting inside me, and it wasn’t a slow or gentle fucking. No, he was shoving inside me with a reckless abandon.

I writhed as he pressed inside me over and over. I gasped every time he bottomed out inside me. I tossed my head from side to side, moaning as he filled me.

“Oh fuck,” I hissed. “Fuck, that’s good!”

“You have no idea how good it’s going to be,” he groaned.

I looked up at him. Something seemed off about the way he said that. How could I have no idea how good it was going to be?

I wondered if he was talking about more than just fucking me, but then he was slamming inside me again and again, and all I could do was squeeze my eyes shut and moan.

“So good,” he hissed, burying himself inside me over and over again.

“I didn’t know it could feel like this,” I said.

“What do you mean?”

I looked up at him, and that panic took over. Panic, guilt, and arousal. Three things that were warring inside me. Three things that threatened to overwhelm me.

What I meant was I didn’t know it could feel like this letting my husband fuck me after I’d been fucked by another man. But of course I couldn’t say that. That would be giving everything away. That would destroy my marriage.

And yet…

I almost wanted to tell him. I almost wanted to admit everything. I had the hope he’d be turned on rather than pissed off.

I almost gave everything away, but of course I didn’t.

“Just fuck me,” I hissed.

I didn’t need to tell him twice. No, he seemed to take my request very seriously as he plowed into me.

I squeezed my eyes shut and thought of everything that had happened today. It was Dustin over me fucking me. Then it was Scott fucking me. Then I heard something else that turned me on even more.

Josh paused, because he seemed to notice it too. The sound of other women moaning in other parts of the house.

Because of course we’d already established that we could hear everything going on in other parts of the house. Hell, Dustin and Laura were on the other side of the hallway from us. It’s not like they couldn’t hear everything we were doing.

I could hear his groans. I heard Laura’s moans.

Josh’s cock twitched inside me. He stared down at me, and I could tell he was overcome with lust.

“Can you hear her?” I asked, leaning up to kiss him as I wrapped my legs around my husband.

I’m not sure what inspired me to bring up Laura, but I couldn’t help it. I needed to see how he’d react.

“Can you hear Laura moaning?”

“Whitney…”

“Answer the question, baby,” I said.

“I can hear her,” he said, though it came out as a strangled gasp.

“You want to fuck her, don’t you?”

“Whitney…”

“It’s okay,” I said. “If you want to fuck her then you can tell me. I’m not going to be upset.”

“I don’t think…”

“Don’t think,” I said. “Just tell me how you feel. Tell me what you want. Tell me everything you want.”

I’m not sure why I was suddenly doing this. Maybe it was a way of absolving myself of everything that I’d done with Dustin today. Maybe there was a part of me that figured if he was turned on at the idea of fucking Laura then it would somehow make it okay that I’d fucked Laura’s husband earlier.

I knew it was fucked up reasoning even as I thought it, but that didn’t stop me.

“It is hot,” he finally said.

“That’s it,” I said. “I know you want to fuck her. She’s got such a hot ass.”

“What are you…”

“Would that turn you on, baby? Fucking Laura and looking down at her ass while she’s going down on your pretty wife?”

I didn’t know where this was coming from. I’d never thought of Laura like that in my life, but it was just something that came out of my mouth in the moment. And it also turned me on like I couldn’t describe.

“Whitney, what the fuck?”

“Just answer the question,” I hissed. “Do you want to fuck her from behind while she’s going down on me?”

I pictured it in my mind. I thought I was only interested in one half of that couple, but maybe that wasn’t the case. Maybe I was into more than I’d thought!


Chapter twenty-two

Confession
Josh


Istared down at my wife, wondering who this strange woman was. Like had she been replaced with a pod person or something and I had no idea until now?

She smiled up at me. It was a seductive smile. The kind of smile that said she was enjoying twisting my tail.

“Whitney…”

I kept saying that, but I couldn’t help myself. I couldn’t stop thinking about how crazy everything she was saying was.

“I want to hear it, baby,” she said, pulling me closer with her legs wrapped all around me.

I shivered.

I should’ve been close. She usually only pulled dirty talk like this when she was close and ready to get a load blown in her. Only I was so distracted by everything she was saying that I couldn’t get to the edge.

If I’d known talking dirty about fucking our friends would be enough to push me back from the edge… well, it’s not like I would’ve actually done it. That probably would’ve caused an argument.

Or maybe not, based on how Whitney was acting now.

“It’s a simple question, Josh,” Whitney said, starting to sound more annoyed than seductive. “I know you’re listening to her moan. I knew you were listening to her moans years ago. I know something happened today when we parked the boat in that little cove. So answer the question.”

She paused. She made sure to stare directly into my eyes. I stared right back at her, licking my lips and continuing to pump, though it was as though I suddenly felt nothing down there.

Like I was certainly feeling something. I could still feel her pussy wrapped around my cock. It still felt amazing like always.

But I wasn’t anywhere close to blowing a load.

“Would you fuck Laura?”

I groaned. She smacked me on the chest.

“What was that for?”

“You don’t get to come yet, mister!”

“I wasn’t close to coming!” I said, indignant that she’d smack me like that.

“Oh. Usually when you groan like that it means you’re close.”

“I think you’re going crazy, is what I think,” I said.

“Why won’t you answer the question?”

“Because that’s not the kind of thing a couple asks each other! And what are you talking about saying you know something happened back at the cove earlier? What about you?”

I’d meant it to be a rhetorical question. To shove some of it back in her face. Only from the way she bit her lip and suddenly got a guilty look that she only did when she was trying to hide something from me, well let’s just say I suddenly got the impression there was a hell of a lot more to this than she was letting on.

“Whitney…”

Only this time it wasn’t a question. It wasn’t a strangled gasp. No, that was me hitting my wife with a warning tone.

“What?” she asked, biting her lip.

So I did the only thing I could think to do. She seemed so turned on. She seemed to be enjoying what we were doing so much. So I put a stop to it.

“What are you doing?” she asked, her eyes going wide as I pulled out of her.

There was a wet sound as I pulled out of her pussy entirely. I didn’t exactly roll off of her, though.

No, I wanted to make sure she knew she could have her fun if she wanted it. All she had to do was start acting like a sane woman rather than hitting me with craziness.

“No more fun until you tell me what’s going on here,” I said, rubbing my cock up and down her pussy but not pushing inside.

I was thankful I’d kept up with my gym routine over the years. If I hadn’t been able to hold myself up like this then it would’ve been difficult to tease her like this.

“Come on, Josh,” she said, smiling up at me like everything was just fine. “I was just being a little crazy, is all. Why don’t you put that sweet cock back inside me?”

“Not until you tell me what’s going on,” I said. “I saw that guilty look.”

“What guilty look?”

I pressed just the head of my cock inside her. Maybe she’d think I was letting up. She moaned and wrapped her legs around me again, but I didn’t give her what she wanted. She let out a delighted moan and started pulling me towards her. Only I didn’t give her the chance.

No, I pulled out, and I was more than strong enough to keep her legs from pulling me in.

Though it was dodgy for a minute there. Like we’re talking there was a moment when it was a contest of strength between the two of us. Where I wasn’t sure if she’d be strong enough to pull me in or if I’d be strong enough to keep out of her.

But I ultimately won, smiling down at her.

“Tell me what I want to hear,” I said. “Because you look guilty. And I saw some suspicious stuff.”

“Like what?”

That was a challenge. It reminded me of one of our kids getting caught in a lie and trying their best to get out of it by acting like nothing had happened.

Sometimes that worked these days. It’d been easier to catch them in a lie back when they were younger and they assumed we always knew when they were lying.

I wasn’t sure about my wife, though. I thought we’d always been truthful with each other, but then again…

I’d kept what happened with Laura to myself earlier. Sure it’s not like I’d wanted her to grab my cock or grind against me like that, but at the same time it’s not like I’d stopped her once she got started.

“I saw a tree that looked like it’d been pressed in a little. Like it was waterlogged and somebody leaning against it caused it to buckle and crack. Whoever was leaning against the thing is lucky they didn’t fall into the trunk and get covered with a bunch of creepy crawly bugs or something.”

“Ew. That was possible?” she hissed, her revulsion of creepy crawly things momentarily taking over her sense of reason and her desire to keep the truth from me.

“I knew it!”

Though oddly enough I was more excited than pissed off. Something had happened. My wife had done something with another man. And rather than being pissed off, I was more turned on than anything.

She stared up at me, her eyes going wide in horror as she seemed to realize, just a moment too late, that she’d given something up.

“Damn it,” she hissed.

“How about I tell you what happened with Laura if you tell me what happened with Dustin?” I said. “Because it sure as fuck seems like they’re trying to split us apart.”

“Oh he split me apart, all right,” she said, squeezing her eyes shut and grinning.

“What are you talking about?”

“What do you think, baby?” she asked. “He brought me back to that secluded little area, pressed me up against that tree, and then he fucked me. He slid his cock inside me and filled me with his come.”

I groaned as I finally sank inside her. I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t stop myself. Everything she was saying was so fucking hot.

I never thought it was the kind of thing I would think of as hot, but here we were.

“You’re not mad?” she asked, opening her eyes and looking surprised all over again.

“Keep going,” I said.

“Not before you tell me what happened with Laura,” she said.

“Are you serious?” I asked, staring down at her and licking my lips. “Did that actually happen? You actually fucked him?”

She bit her lip and nodded, and I knew she had to be telling the truth. There were none of the tells that happened when she was making shit up. There wasn’t even that strange breathy voice she used the few times we’d tried dirty talk.

It was one of those things where I’d eventually given up on dirty talk altogether because she sounded so ridiculous when she did it.

“My story isn’t nearly as fun as yours,” I said, starting to pump into her again.

“I still want to hear it,” she said.

“I followed Laura into an area secluded under some vines, and she wrapped her legs around me and started grinding against me,” I said.

“I bet she wanted to fuck you, baby,” Whitney said.

Well now. That was a surprise. She’d never been good at dirty talk when it was something we were making up, but it turns out she was really good when she was telling me how much she enjoyed hearing about something I’d actually done.

That made me wonder if we’d entered a new era of our marriage.

“I didn’t tell you to stop,” she said, hitting me with an irritated glare.

“She reached down and grabbed my cock and started jerking me off under the water,” I said.

“You really did miss out,” she said. “She totally would’ve fucked you. I know how much you’ve always wanted that. Are you finally willing to admit that?”

I sighed. “So maybe I did always want to fuck her,” I said.

That sent a chill running through me. Admitting to that was crossing a line. But we’d already crossed so many lines. What was one more?

“Yeah, I knew you did,” she said. “Can you hear her moans? She’s getting fucked just across the way!”

“Believe me, I can hear them,” I said.

“Do you want to hear her moaning for you?” Whitney asked.

I licked my lips. I obviously knew the answer. Whitney clearly knew the answer. And yet again it was one of those situations where having this telepathic link where we knew what each other was thinking was totally different from actually coming out and admitting it.

But I figured we’d already gone this far. Why stop now?

“Yeah, I do want to fuck her,” I said. “If you actually fucked Dustin then I’d totally take her up on that offer now. Hell, I let her blow me tonight while you were going down on Dustin.”

Whitney’s eyes opened in surprise, and that was it. She started screaming. I felt her pussy clamping down on me.

I was surprised. I guess she’d been close to the edge with all this dirty talk, but that was finally enough to push her over the edge. She pulled me against her, and I finally let out a sigh and started unloading in her.

It was strange. She’d already been fucked once today. Dustin had already come inside her. And now here I was blowing a load inside her too. My sperm would be in there competing with his.

Though I’d had a vasectomy. I wasn’t sure whether Dustin had. That was an even hotter thought, thinking there was a possibility we might have an unpleasant surprise from all this.

It was one of those things that my rational mind screamed was a terrible idea, but the irrational and turned on part of me thought that was just fine.

And so I emptied myself in my wife, thinking about another man emptying himself in my wife while she screamed loud enough that I was sure the others could hear her.

When I was finished I pulled out and rolled off of her. Though not before looking down between her legs. Come was already starting to leak out.

Which was something I’d seen plenty of times before, don’t get me wrong, but there was something especially hot about seeing it now.

Was some of that Dustin’s? I knew that wasn’t really possible, but it was still an intriguing thought.

I shook my head and collapsed against the bed. From the sound of things, Laura was finishing up her performance as well, but I still listened to it regardless.

Because talk about hot.

Whitney turned and stared at me. She seemed suddenly unsure of herself. As though being out of the moment finally gave her that post nut clarity, even though she didn’t nut in anything.

She opened her mouth like she was going to say something, but I put a finger over it.

“Why don’t you go get cleaned up and we’ll go to bed and sleep on it?”

She seemed to consider that for a moment, and then finally nodded. There was a small smile there, and I leaned in and kissed her.

“Besides. Everything is okay. Now we just have to figure out how we’re going to get back at Dustin and Laura.”

“Get back at them and fuck them again, right?” Whitney asked, and I could only throw my head back and laugh at how eager she sounded.

“Yeah, get back at them and fuck them,” I said. “Don’t you worry about that, gorgeous.”

“Fine,” she said, getting up out of the bed and leaving me there to sit and listen to Laura and Allison moaning off in the distance as my cock started to get hard again thinking about the possibilities.

We still had most of the week left, after all, and things were starting to get very interesting.


Chapter twenty-three

Plans
Whitney


“Idon’t know, are you sure about this?” I asked, looking myself up and down in the mirror in the bathroom.

The bikini I wore was something I would’ve worn on spring break back in college. Which is to say it wasn’t the kind of thing a mother should be wearing. Or at least it didn’t feel like the kind of thing a mother should be wearing.

“What’s wrong?” Josh asked, coming up behind me. “You look amazing!”

“Yeah, I look amazing, but…”

“Again, what’s the problem?” Josh asked.

“I have children,” I said, figuring that was all the explanation I needed.

“Well yeah,” he said, pulling me against him. Which had his cock nestling against my ass.

I’d been surprised and yet not surprised at the same time last night when he was ready for round two soon as I got back from “cleaning up” in the bathroom.

Not that I was complaining, mind you. We were on vacation, after all. We could totally sleep in if we wanted to. And I definitely wanted to after what we’d done last night.

It would seem he’d caught a second wind on this vacation. I’d like to think some of that had to do with me and all the sexy outfits I was wearing, but I was also well aware that a big part of it was because he was so turned on staring at Laura, and probably Allison, too.

“You know, you wearing outfits like that is precisely why you became a mother in the first place,” he said, rubbing his cock against me.

I squeezed my eyes shut and let out a quiet gasp. God it felt good having him grinding against me.

“Josh…”

“Don’t you give me that tone,” he said, though his voice was playful.

“What tone?” I growled.

“You know the tone,” I said. “The one that says we’re adults with response abilities and we don’t have time for whatever it is I’m doing, usually me hitting on you.”

“In all fairness to me and my perpetual annoyance, you hit on me an awful lot,” I said.

“You say that like it’s a bad thing,” he said. “Like seriously. If I’m going to hit on anyone, it might as well be my wife, right?”

“And what about Laura?” I asked, turning to look over my shoulder at him.

He held his hands up. “Hey now. You’re the one who was asking me whether or not I wanted to fuck her last night.”

“I suppose I was.”

“So if I talk about wanting to fuck Laura then it’s really your fault, when you think about it.”

“I’m only giving you a pass on that because I sort of accidentally fucked one of our friends yesterday.”

Josh pulled back. I was disappointed I didn’t feel his cock pressing against me any longer, though not for long. He gave me an up and down that was downright steamy. We’re talking it was the kind of look that would’ve had me pulling him back to the bedroom if we didn’t already have a day planned.

“With a little luck we’re going to be doing more than fucking by the end of the day,” he said.

“Oh really?” I asked, my eyebrows shooting up. “And what makes you think I’m going to go along with this plan of yours, big boy?”

“Probably because you were the one who accidentally fucked one of our friends yesterday, and so if you want to keep your husband happy and quiet about that then you’re going to have to let me fuck some of our friends today.”

I bit my lip and put a finger up against it. I wanted to look like I was seriously considering that. Then I grinned and rolled my eyes when he looked chagrined.

“Of course I’m going to help you with that,” I said. “I just don’t think you need my help. I think Laura is about as sure a thing as you’re ever going to get in this life.”

“I don’t know about that,” Josh said. “After all. I’m married to you. Isn’t that supposed to be a sure thing?”

“I suppose it is,” I said. “Though you shouldn’t take me for granted.”

“I would never dream of taking you for granted,” he said.

“Good,” I said, wrapping my arm around his back. I then pressed my ass against his cock. Which had him letting out a delighted little groan. God I loved it when he made noises like that. There was something entrancing about knowing I could have that effect on a man.

There was also something undoubtedly hot about knowing I now had that effect on at least two men. I loved knowing I had Dustin eating out of the palm of my hand. Even if I also was well aware part of that was Dustin and Laura trying to have their way with both of us.

I turned back to the mirror. I give myself an up and down once more.

“You’re sure this is going to be okay?” I asked.

“I thought we’d already covered this,” Josh said. “I’m more than okay with you wearing an outfit like that.”

“It’s just that…”

He put hands on my shoulders. He started massaging. Which was usually code for him getting ready to try and fuck me after a shitty massage, but in this case I was pretty sure he was just doing it to be nice.

Which was an odd change of pace, but I’d take it.

“Listen to me,” he said. “You’re one of the most beautiful women I know.”

“One of the most beautiful women you know?” I asked, opening my eyes and turning to look at him.

“Well there are other beautiful women I know, of course,” he said, rolling his eyes. “And besides. You’re the one who’s been trying to convince me to fuck one of our best friends. I’d think you’d be happy about me thinking other women were as beautiful as you.”

“As long as you don’t start going on about how there are other women who are more beautiful than me, Mister,” I said, wagging a finger at him.

“I’d never dream,” he said, rolling his eyes. “The point is, you’re a beautiful woman, and you deserve to show off. I’d love to see you showing off.”

“Are you sure about that?” I asked, turning back to the mirror again.

The suit wasn’t much. And when I say it wasn’t much I mean it literally wasn’t all that much. Like we’re talking it was just a couple of thin strips of cloth that barely covered my nipples and my pussy down below. And it was basically floss on the other side. It left absolutely nothing to the imagination, is what I was getting at.

“You’re gorgeous, baby,” Josh said, wrapping his arms around me and pulling me in closer. “And I want to share that beauty with the world. Is that really so bad?”

“I guess not,” I said, staring at the mirror.

I could say I guess not all I wanted, but that didn’t change the fact that it felt wrong staring at myself in the mirror knowing that I was going to be going out and showing off like this.

“So what changed your mind so quickly?” I asked.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean you suddenly liking the idea of me showing off. It just seems a little odd, is all.”

“You’re a beautiful woman,” he said with a shrug. “And I feel like I’m just showing you off to our friends. Some of them have already seen way more of you than what they’re going to see in this bikini, after all.”

“Technically Dustin didn’t see all that much yesterday when he was fucking me. We were in lake water, after all.”

“Still,” Josh said with a shrug. “I don’t mind you showing off. I don’t mind letting other people see what I get to enjoy on the regular. It turns me on thinking that they don’t have that all the time. I’ve seen the way they look at you, by the way.”

“Please,” I said, rolling my eyes. “Now you’re getting ridiculous.”

“Not ridiculous,” he said. “Surely you’ve seen the way they stare.”

“I mean I have,” I said, sighing. And I wasn’t just talking about the way our friends stared at me. No, I’d seen the way other men stared at me. It was hard not to notice. It was something I’d noticed ever since I was a teen, and I’d been really self-conscious about it back then.

It didn’t help that teenage boys were assholes who expressed their desire in some pretty fucked up ways. It really didn’t help that older men could be creepy perverts.

But I’d grown into it and learned to enjoy the subtle power I had. The effect I had on men. I knew I turned them on, and I liked it.

“Now come on,” Josh said. “We need to get out there so we can have some fun with our friends, don’t we?”

“I suppose we do,” I said, stepping out of the bathroom and walking over to a closet on the other end of our bedroom. I pulled out a small summer dress, one that was short enough that it didn’t leave much to the imagination. It was basically the kind of summer dress that was designed for somebody who was going to be at the beach and had on a swimsuit underneath.

Only in this case I was wearing a swimsuit that was barely there, basically butt floss as we’d called it back in the day. Which meant anyone looking at me in this dress would see practically everything.

That sent another shiver running through me. I liked the idea of anyone looking at me in this outfit being able to see practically everything, even if it went against everything I was supposed to be thinking as a married woman.

“Oh come on,” Dustin said, clearly rolling his eyes when he got a good look at what I was doing.

“What?” I asked.

“You can’t be serious,” he said.

“I am serious,” I said. “We might be going out on the boat again today.”

“Which means you get to show off to the world,” he said.

“Look, you might be getting all hot and bothered at the thought of your wife showing off, but I’m still easing into the idea. So we’re going to do this on my terms, or we’re not going to do it at all.”

My husband stood there for a long moment. He looked annoyed, but I also knew I had him. Finally he let out a long suffering sigh.

“Fine,” he said with a growl. “We’re going to do it your way, but I’m doing it under protest.”

“And I have zero fucks to give that you’re doing it under protest,” I said, grinning and patting him on the cheek as I moved past him. “Besides, I promise you we’re going to have a pretty good day today.”

“Oh you promise me that, do you?” he asked, following behind me.

It was so cute. He was like a puppy following me. I could only smile as we stepped out of our room.

“I promise,” I said, grinning at him.

“Well as long as you promise,” he said, rolling his eyes. “I can’t imagine you going back on your word, right?”

“Talk like that and I might not do anything at all today, mister.”

“I think we both know that’s bullshit,” he said, grinning as he gave me an up and down in my dress. “You’ve already crossed the line. The only question is how many times you’re going to cross it again today. Are you willing to take bets?”

“You’re impossible.”

“And you love me for it.”

“Come on, you big jerk,” I said. “Everyone’s going to be wondering where we are.”

“I can guarantee you the only thing people are going to be thinking of once you step into a room wearing that is the outfit you’re in,” he said.

“Come on, before I decide to throw you down on that bed and fuck you right here.”

“Again, you’re not giving me much reason to follow you,” he said, then he let out a yelp as I quite literally grabbed him by the dick and dragged him along.

I figured I couldn’t get more straightforward than that, even if I worried he was going to blow a load in his pants.


Chapter twenty-four

Showing Off
Josh


Icouldn’t wait to see how everyone would react to Whitney. I hadn’t been lying when I said it turned me on to think of other guys getting hot and bothered while looking at her.

It was like a switch had flipped in me. Sure it was something I’d always sort of enjoyed on some level. Like I’d catch a guy checking out my wife and all I could think about was “yeah, you motherfucker. She’s with me, and there’s nothing you can do about it.”

Only this went way deeper than any of that. This was setting my cock throbbing in a way I could barely describe. It was a turn on that was making me want to throw my wife down on the couch right in the middle of the living room and fuck her brains out right there.

I almost didn’t care that we’d have an audience. Though there was another part of me that figured having an audience was part of the fun.

“Hi everybody,” Whitney said as we stepped out into the living area.

“Hi yourself,” Laura said, looking up from her breakfast. It looked like she was eating some sort of oatmeal. Allison was also there. Both of them were in summer dresses that looked very similar to what my wife wore.

They clung to their bodies in all the right places, and it had me practically panting wondering what they looked like under those dresses.

I was getting too horny too soon, though. I figured with the way things had been going this weekend, it was only a matter of time before I got to see what was on the other side of those dresses.

Hell, I’d already seen most of what was on the other side of those dresses yesterday. It was just a question of whether or not I’d get to see everything, see it all, by the end of the week.

“So what’s the plan for today?” I asked, pouring myself a bowl of cereal and trying not to be too obvious about staring at the beautiful women who were staring back at me.

“I feel like we had a pretty good time yesterday with the boat,” Allison said with a shrug. “I was thinking it might be fun to do that again. What do you think?”

“Sounds fine to me,” I said.

“Of course it sounds fine to you,” Whitney said, rolling her eyes.

“What?” I asked.

“Oh come on,” she said. “You’re practically salivating staring at our friends.”

Laura giggled. Allison merely smiled. It was the sort of smile that said she suspected something, but she wasn’t going to say anything.

“I’m just going to sit over here and eat my breakfast, if you don’t mind,” I muttered.

“Good boy,” Whitney said.

She got her own breakfast and sat down at the table in the kitchen. In a matter of moments she was deep in conversation with the girls. I wondered what they were talking about, but I didn’t dare get close enough to figure it out.

It seemed she was feeling a little feisty this morning. Or maybe she simply wanted to make me work for whatever I was going to get today.

Whatever it was, I decided I kind of liked it and I was kind of annoyed. After all, she got what she wanted from Dustin yesterday. Why was she trying to make it harder for me to get what I wanted from Laura?

Of course as I stared at her talking to our friends I also found myself wondering about some of the things she’d said last night. I well remembered her talking about how hot it would be if I was fucking Laura from behind while Laura was going down on her. I wondered how much of that was her being serious, and how much of it was her making shit up because she was trying to turn me on.

I just didn’t know what to make of any of it, and the thought was driving me wild. Was she serious? Was she actually going to go through with something like that? Or was she just trying to tease me and turn me on?

I think it was the not knowing that drove me nuts. The idea that there was a very real possibility she’d been serious.

“Hey man, how’s it going?”

I turned to see Dustin walking through the room. My eyes narrowed.

I knew on some level that it wasn’t at all rational to be pissed off at him for what had happened yesterday. Like I’d been turned on by it, and it’s not like he forced himself on my wife.

Plus I’d had my fun with his wife.

Still, I couldn’t help but be just a little pissed off that he’d fucked my wife and I hadn’t even been consulted. Then again, I guess fucking someone else’s wife wasn’t the kind of thing that somebody consulted on in the first place.

The whole thing was driving me crazy with confusion. I wasn’t sure how to act in this situation.

“Have a pretty good night last night?” I finally asked, figuring it was best to try and keep things nice and simple.

“It was okay,” he said with a shrug and a grin. “Sounded like you and the misses were having a pretty good time.”

He grinned and wiggled his eyebrows.

“Same to you, asshole,” I said.

“Yeah, I think everybody’s having a pretty good time on this vacation,” he said, staring at the ladies.

“I think some of us are having a better time than others,” I said.

Again it was a situation where I wasn’t sure how much I should say. Where I wasn’t sure if I should be pissed off or turned on.

He looked at me and grinned again. Then he elbowed me in the side.

“Yeah, well the week is still young. We have more than half of this vacation ahead of us, right?”

“That we do,” I said.

“And you never know what’s going to happen on one of these vacations,” he said. “I know Laura had a pretty good time with you yesterday. At least that’s what she told me.”

My cock twitched at that. Laura had a pretty good time with me yesterday. I was surprised she’d share that with her husband.

Then again, it’s not like it was all that strange. Clearly they’d been working some sort of strategy. Trying to pull this seduction game. So why was I surprised that they were talking to each other about this shit?

“Hey guys,” Scott said, coming up behind us and interrupting any awkwardness that might’ve been brewing. “Looks like we’re in for a good day, doesn’t it?”

He was looking at the ladies. My cock twitched thinking about what he was thinking about.

“A good day, yeah,” I said.

“So it sounded like the two of you were having a pretty good time with your lady friends last night,” Scott said, turning to both of us.

“Dear God,” I said, rolling my eyes. “Time for a guy chat.”

Scott eyebrows shot up, but he didn’t seem all that surprised. More interested than anything.

“A guy chat?” he said. “You haven’t called one of those in quite a while.”

“Yeah, well I’m calling one now,” I said.

“Sure thing,” Scott said with a shrug, turning to call to the ladies. “I think the three of us are going to go out and see the sun rising on the lake.”

“Sure thing,” Allison shot back to him.

So we stepped out into the crisp morning air. It wasn’t exactly cool, it was still the middle of summer, but it was refreshing.

“So what’s up?” Scott asked, his eyes twinkling like he suspected something.

“Don’t you pull that with me,” I said. “You know exactly what’s up.”

“Pretend for a moment that I don’t,” he said.

“Don’t tell me you haven’t been paying attention to everything happening,” I said.

Dustin and Scott looked at each other, and finally Dustin sighed.

“I think it’s time we bring him in on everything,” Dustin said.

I stared between the two of them, not quite comprehending what was happening here.

“You think it’s time to bring me in on everything?” I said, still not knowing what they were on about.

“Yeah, this vacation week and everything,” Scott said.

“And what happened between me and Laura,” Dustin continued.

“What the fuck did happen between you and Laura?” I asked. “Because it sounds like you had some big fight or something, but here the two of you are acting like nothing happened. No, you’re acting like more than nothing happened. You’re trying to seduce me and my wife!”

“Wait, what?” Scott asked, sounding genuinely surprised.

“Yeah, about that,” Dustin said blushing.

“What did the two of you do?” Scott growled.

“Wait, so you knew about this?” I asked, turning on Scott.

“Josh, I think we need to explain a few things first,” Dustin said, holding his hands up. And for the first time since this conversation started he looked like he was genuinely worried about a jealous husband getting upset with him.

“What are the two of you going on about?” I growled. “What the fuck is going on here?”

Scott took a deep breath and let it out in a sigh.

“So all of Laura and Dustin’s problems happened when they decided to open up their relationship.”

“You decided to open up your relationship?” I asked, staring between the two of them. “What the fuck does that even mean?”

“It means exactly what it sounds like,” Dustin said. “We decided we were going to try sleeping with other people. We got the idea after hearing about other people doing it.”

“What other people do you know who would do something crazy like that?” I asked.

Though I also realized it was a little hypocritical for me to talk about them doing something crazy like that. Especially when my wife and I had already dipped a toe into that sort of thing. Though we’d only dipped those toes because Dustin and Laura were coming on so damn strong.

“Well that’s pretty simple,” Scott said, smiling. “They got the idea from me and Allison.”

I could only stare between the two of them. Suddenly a lot of things were starting to make sense. While at the same time nothing at all was making sense. I didn’t know what to think about all of this, even as it suddenly seemed reasonable that if they were going to do something stupid like that, well it seemed obvious Allison and Scott would be the ones to do it first.

They’d always been into trying new things. Crazy things. I never thought that would extend to fucking around on each other, but now that I’d heard about it, it’s not like it was all that crazy.

“Go on,” I said, curious about all this.


Chapter twenty-five

Plans and Confessions
Josh


“Well this is a little awkward,” Scott said, looking at me and seeming more embarrassed than I think I’d ever seen him in our entire friendship.

That was saying something, considering some of the things we’d gotten up to over the years.

“It might be embarrassing, but I want you to tell me everything,” I said.

“Well let’s just say Laura got a little too into the idea of sharing after Allison and I brought it up,” Scott said.

“Yeah, part of that was my fault,” Dustin said. “I was all for it until I actually saw it happening.”

I blinked, not sure what to make of this. That almost sounded like…

“What do you mean you were all for it until you saw it happening?”

“Well, Scott and Allison were talking about sharing, and then Laura talked about how she wanted to give it a try. It was supposed to start with her just having a little bit of fun with Allison, you know?”

Scott made a grunt and looked embarrassed. I looked over at him and he was blushing deeply.

Meanwhile all I could do was stare between the two of them, my cock throbbing. Which had nothing to do with staring at my two best male friends, and everything to do with thinking about Laura and Allison doing something like that.

“Laura and Allison,” I said.

“Yeah,” Dustin said.

“Together,” I said.

“Right?” Dustin said, looking conflicted. “It’s the kind of thing you always hope might happen, but I never thought it would really happen.”

Now there was a feeling I could totally identify with. Right down to being conflicted about seeing it happen.

“Yeah, and things got a little carried away,” Scott said, clearing his throat.

“I’ll say they got carried away,” Dustin said, frowning at him.

Scott flinched, and he actually took a step back. Like I got the feeling he was genuinely afraid Dustin was about to take a swing at him.

“What the hell happened between the two of you?” I said, staring back and forth between them. “You guys used to be best friends.”

“We still are,” Scott said, though again Dustin was glaring at him in a way that made me wonder how much truth there was to that.

“So what happened?” I asked.

“We got caught up in the moment, is what happened,” Scott said.

“You mean you got caught up in the moment,” Dustin said, that frown getting even deeper. Like we’re talking I was worried I was about to find myself in the middle of a knockdown drag out fight between the two of them.

“You were there too, man,” Scott said.

He was doing that thing where he tried to sound all breezy and cool, but I could tell there was some underlying tension to all of this.

“You got involved, didn’t you?” I asked, reading between the lines.

Scott cleared his throat again. He looked supremely embarrassed, but he didn’t answer.

“Yeah, he got involved,” Dustin said, his voice raw. “Allison asked about bringing him in, and I didn’t know what to say. Like the moment I thought it was hot, but…”

He turned to look at me, and he also seemed conflicted. Like maybe he’d thought it was hot, but he wasn’t ready for it. Which is also something I could totally sympathize with considering everything that’d happened yesterday.

“Yeah, I kind of got in the middle of things,” Scott said. “And we thought everything was cool, but sometimes seeing something happen and processing it afterwards are two very different things. I should’ve known when Dustin wasn’t interested in getting involved…”

“It didn’t have anything to do with not wanting to get involved,” Dustin said. “I just didn’t want to do anything with you. Like if Allison and Laura wanted to do that, that’s fine, but…”

“And I’ve told you a thousand times,” Scott said, sounding exasperated and so over this conversation. “I didn’t want to do anything with you either. I don’t want to do anything with you. It would’ve just been the girls in between us. How does that song go? With a honey in the middle…”

“Whatever,” Dustin muttered.

I looked between the two of them. It was a lot to absorb in a short amount of time.

Though I only had one burning question after hearing all of this.

“What the fuck does that have to do with me and Whitney or our marriage?” I asked.

“Well I was pissed off that Laura got to get with someone else. Like it was something that sort of blew up after we left their place that night.”

“Okay,” I said, feeling some low-level anger bubbling just under the surface. “That still doesn’t explain what any of this has to do with my wife or my marriage. So Scott got with Laura and Allison. Why didn’t you try getting with Laura and Allison?”

That anger was really starting to percolate. I couldn’t believe they were drawing us into this. I mean sure it was kind of hot, and I got to have that experience with Laura, but still…

“It was all timing,” Dustin said. “Like we talked about maybe doing something with Allison again, but we weren’t able to get together. And then we started planning this whole week long retreat, and it seemed like the perfect opportunity.”

I stared between the two of them, not quite sure what to make of all of this.

“You thought it would be the perfect opportunity,” I said, my voice flat. “What. To draw me and my wife into your sick perverted game?”

“I mean…” Scott said.

He hesitated, but again he looked embarrassed. And that told me all I needed to know.

“That was the plan. You got pissed off at Laura because she got to be with another woman, and so you made some deal with her? What, you get a chance at Whitney or something and you’re even?”

“I mean, you were going to get a chance with Laura, man,” Dustin said. “I know how you’ve been staring at her for years. It’s pretty obvious you’ve been carrying a torch for her. I thought you’d be excited.”

“And so the two of you decided to just peel both of us off and do the whole seduce and destroy routine without talking any of this over with either of us?” I asked.

My anger was really starting to get the better of me now. Like I felt like I was ready to punch one of them.

Sure it was a situation where things had gotten pretty hot. And sure it turns out I was kind of into the idea of Whitney going out and getting her freak on. There was something subversive about my sweet innocent wife letting other guys do the whole seduce and destroy routine. It turned me on for some reason I couldn’t explain.

Still. That didn’t change the fact that this was a massive betrayal of trust. These people had decided to gamble with my marriage. The fact that it had all turned out okay in the end didn’t make me feel better about fucking anything.

Not to mention I still didn’t even know if things were going to turn out okay. That was still very much up in the air.

“What exactly did you do with Whitney?” Scott asked.

“They didn’t tell you?” I asked, staring at Dustin.

“What do you mean the whole seduce and destroy routine?” Scott asked, staring at Dustin.

Now it was Dustin’s turn to look slightly embarrassed. He glanced at Scott, and then back to me.

“We didn’t mean…”

“What didn’t you mean?” I asked, advancing on him.

I was surprised to realize I’d balled my hand into a fist. I guess I was more pissed off that I’d realized.

“What did you do, Dustin?” Scott asked. “We were supposed to break it to them over wine and all of us getting together and having some fun. We were supposed to have a couple of days where it was a normal vacation.”

“So you were in on this?” I said, turning on Scott.

“We were going to see if the two of you were open to some fun, but I don’t know what you’re talking about with Dustin and Laura.”

“That’s pretty simple,” I said. “Dustin already fucked my wife yesterday, and then he got a blowjob from her out on the porch.”

“Wait, what?” Scott said.

“Yeah,” I said. “And Laura tried her best to do the whole seduction routine on me yesterday too. She grabbed my cock under the water while we were in that little cove you found, but I didn’t fuck her.”

“You could’ve fucked her and I would’ve been fine with that,” Dustin muttered.

“None of that fucking matters,” I said. “You don’t just go and fuck some other guy’s wife! I mean sure it was hot and all, but what if I wasn’t okay with it? You would’ve just done it without saying anything.”

“So you thought it was hot?” Dustin asked, grinning.

I couldn’t take any more. I was so pissed off. Again it was one of those things where everything had worked out in the end, but he didn’t know it wasn’t going to work out in the end. They’d acted very irresponsibly.

All of that anger took over and I took a step forward and my fist was in Dustin’s gut before I could think about what I was doing.

Then again, I figured that was the least he deserved. After all, he’d had his dick in my wife yesterday before she had a chance to think about what was happening. Before I had a chance to say anything about it, for that matter.

He doubled over, trying to breathe.

“Fuck, man,” Scott breathed.

I heard a commotion coming from inside as well. Not that I cared. I was seeing red.

Though as I saw Dustin doubled over in obvious pain, trying to catch his breath, some of that anger started to dissipate away. I’d needed to get that out of my system.

“Shit,” Scott said.

I looked at him, and he took a couple of steps back. Like maybe he thought he was next.

Maybe in another world he would’ve been next, but not right now.

I glared down at Dustin. I probably should’ve apologize, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. After all, he hadn’t apologized for what he’d done yesterday.

“You guys were total pricks,” I said. “And the fact that Whitney and I turned out to enjoy it doesn’t change the fact that you were total pricks.”

“Josh, what are you doing?”

I looked up to see Whitney standing there wide eyed. She was glancing between me and Dustin, and she licked her lips. That was made me feel like an asshole more than anything.

My wife had never looked at me with fear in her eyes before. I didn’t want her to ever look at me with fear in her eyes.

“Sorry,” I said. “We had to work some things out.”

“By punching Dustin?” she asked.

“No, he has a point,” Laura said, stepping forward.

Her and Allison were also out there with Whitney. Apparently they’d all decided they were going to come out and see what the commotion was.

I heard Dustin finally starting to draw a labored breath. Good. I’d only knocked the wind out of him. On some level I hadn’t wanted to actually hurt him, no matter how pissed off I was.

“I’m sorry, for what it’s worth,” Laura said, looking at me, and then to Whitney. “I guess we just got so excited about the idea of having a little fun this weekend that we got carried away and we started the fun before we should’ve. We really should have had a conversation with both of you.”

I stared at her, surprised that she was able to articulate all of that so well.

“I guess I owe you an apology too,” Whitney said, staring at me.

I blinked. “Why the fuck would you owe me an apology?”

“Because I fucked Dustin,” she said. “And maybe you were into it, but I didn’t know that for sure at the time. That was a pretty shit move.”

“Wait, he was into it?” Laura said, her eyebrows shooting up. “I mean I thought after last night, but…”

She trailed off as she looked around. Like maybe she’d just realized she shouldn’t be talking about what happened last night.

I took a deep breath. I held it for a moment and then let it out slowly. I looked at everyone all around. Suddenly all eyes were on me. All eyes seemed very interested in whatever I was about to say.

“Yeah, I think I am,” I said. “And whatever all of you had planned for this week, I think I’d be interested in going ahead with that, now that we’ve got all the cheating out of our systems.”

That was good for a laugh. It eased the tension. I was glad that something could break that tension.

Because otherwise I was probably going to get in a fist fight with Dustin. He’d finally managed to stand up, though he still had a hand over his stomach.

I figured it wasn’t going to hurt him longterm. Honestly that had probably hurt my knuckles more than it’d hurt his gut. The guy worked out, and he’d managed to flinch away and harden his abs at the last moment.

Whatever. The ice was broken, and it looked like we were on track for a very interesting rest of the week.


Chapter twenty-six

Cocktails
Whitney


“Istill can’t believe you slugged Dustin in the gut,” Allison said, laughing as she took a sip of wine.

Everybody laughed, though Dustin had a slightly sour look. I looked at him, and then to my husband.

I still felt guilty. Sure I’d thought everything was okay when we’d fucked last night and he’d revealed how turned on he was by what I’d been doing, but…

Well, all that stuff he’d said about it not being okay even if everything worked out had been eating at me all day long. I’d done something pretty extreme. It was only an accident of fate, and maybe my husband being horny for one of our friends, that kept my marriage together after what I’d done.

I’d resolved I was going to be a hell of a lot more cautious about all of this moving forward. But then Josh went ahead and gave the go-ahead for us to do whatever it was we were doing here this weekend.

It was all crazy, and I was still trying to make sense of everything even as I thought there wasn’t a chance I was going to be able to make sense of much of anything here tonight.

“Yeah, well he had it coming, but I also needed to get that out of my system,” Josh said, taking a sip of his wine as he leaned back.

Water bubbled all around us. There was a single light from the house on over the porch, and of course there were the color changing lights in the hot tub.

It was a massive hot tub. We’re talking the kind of thing that was designed for a whole big party of people to get together and hang out in.

I shivered as I thought about what might happen here tonight, even as the bubbling water all around us was warm enough that it’s not like I needed to shiver at all.

“You okay, Whitney?” Laura asked, leaning in close.

She put a hand on my leg. Which had me shivering all over again. After all, I’d heard everything about what happened with her, Scott, Dustin, and Allison. I was well aware it’d started with the two of them making out and then getting hot and heavy, and then Scott getting involved.

Apparently Dustin had been too paralyzed by everything to actually get in the middle. He claimed it was because he was worried about swords crossing, but I wondered if that was just an excuse. If maybe he hadn’t just been paralyzed by everything that was happening.

I could sympathize with things spiraling out of control so fast you didn’t have a chance to react before something happened you couldn’t take back.

“Yeah, I guess I’m okay,” I said, though I wasn’t sure if I was truly okay.

“Look, if this is about what we did…”

I turned and hit her with a glare that I hoped was sufficient to the moment. Maybe I wasn’t angry in the same way Josh had been angry. Like I wasn’t ready to claw her eyes out or anything.

Still. I was ready to do some violence considering the way they’d fucked with us. Literally, in some cases.

“I think we need to clear some of the air here,” Allison said, clearing her throat to get everyone’s attention.

I turned and looked across the hot tub at her. Like the thing was big enough that when I say she was across the hot tub I mean she was across the hot tub. It wasn’t at all like the one we had back home behind the house where you could barely fit a few people into the thing.

“Yeah, I think that might be a good idea,” Laura said, her eyes darting to me.

Meanwhile Dustin reached down and started rubbing at his stomach. There was no doubt in my mind what he was thinking about as he looked around the hot tub at everyone.

“I don’t know about that,” I said. “I mean y’all are lucky we even decided to stick around.”

There was a pregnant pause there. Everyone looked around. It was clear the other two couples in the hot tub were thinking they’d royally fucked up, and that was the truth.

Even as I also knew I was fucking with them. Making them think we were more upset about this than we actually were. Because the honest truth was I was still more than a little turned on thinking of everything that’d happened so far on this vacation, and I desperately wanted to see where the rest of the week was going to go.

“So maybe we should’ve been more honest with all of you from the get go,” Allison said. “I’m not going to try and lay blame about everything, but…”

“No, if you want to lay blame then it’s probably my fault,” Laura said.

“I told you, I’m not interested in laying blame or singling anyone out,” Allison said, her voice taking a slightly sharp tone.

“And I already told you the whole damn thing is my fault,” Laura said, her voice also taking on a sharp quality as she glared at Allison.

Allison sighed, and rolled her eyes. “So maybe Laura fucked things up, but I was also there and Scott was a willing participant. Dustin was also part of it, even if him not participating was part of the problem.”

“Hey!” Dustin said.

“The point is, we thought maybe we could smooth things over, and we got it in our heads that smoothing things over would also involve bringing you and Josh in on things, only it looks like somebody got a little ahead of themselves,” Allison said, glaring at Laura.

“I’d say so,” Scott said, glaring at Dustin.

Damn. It looked like he wanted to sock Dustin in the gut. Basically it was starting to look like this cabin wasn’t a good place for Dustin to be tonight.

“Okay, so I fucked up,” Dustin said. “I think we’ve all been over that a few times now. There’s no need for you guys to keep piling on me.”

“I think I know exactly who you want piling on you,” Laura said, rolling her eyes as she turned to look at me.

I blushed. Because hadn’t he already piled on me in some sense of the word?

Josh cleared his throat. Everyone turned to look at him. He had an unreadable expression, but I got the feeling he was enjoying this.

I decided to find out for sure. The bubbles were going right now, so it was difficult to see what was going on under the water surface. I that was a perfect opportunity to get my hands down there and see what was going on under that water.

I traced a hand up along his leg. He gave a little shiver that only I’d be able to feel since I was right there next to him. He didn’t even so much as turn to look at me.

Okay then. I guess he was playing things close to the vest for now.

“So I think all of you are assholes,” Josh said.

Well then. That was a matter of fact statement. It had the effect of making everyone else around the hot tub look deeply uncomfortable. Dustin shifted in his seat like he wasn’t sure if this was going to result in him getting punched in the gut again.

Though I knew something none of them did. Josh might be having fun playing it up like he was pissed off, but he was also turned on. Like really turned on.

I’d moved my hand up and pushed it over his cock, and the thing was throbbing. I’d been with my husband plenty of times over the years and I liked to think I knew exactly what he looked like, what he felt like, when he was turned on.

This went beyond any of that. This was him getting more turned on than I think I’ve ever felt him since we first got together, and that was saying something.

“Look, we probably deserved that,” Scott said, speaking slowly.

“Yeah, you did deserve that,” Josh said, some heat coming to his voice.

His cock twitched as he said it, though, and I knew he was full of shit even as he was trying to sound like he was pissed off. Maybe he was pissed off, but he’d also never been more turned on than he was in this moment!

“You two,” he said, gesturing vaguely to Allison and Scott. “You lured us out here making us think we were going to have a fun vacation with friends, and it turns out the whole reason you wanted us out here was because you were going to try and get in our pants!”

“Now hold on just a minute, Josh,” Scott said, holding his hands out in front of him like he was trying to hold off an actual attack.

Then again, given how everything had turned out earlier with Dustin, I could totally see where he’d worry that my husband was about to get pissed off to the point of throwing more punches.

“All of you were assholes, and I want you to admit it,” Josh said.

Everyone exchanged looks. It was pretty clear they didn’t like where the conversation was going, but it was also pretty clear they were going to have to say something if they wanted things to continue to have any semblance of normalcy.

Not that I thought there was much chance of anything approaching normalcy after everything that had already happened.

“I’m sorry for what I did,” Laura finally said. “I guess I just got excited at the thought of what we might be doing this weekend. I mean I’d be lying if I didn’t say I always had the hots for you, Josh,” she said.

Josh’s cock twitched. Meanwhile I arched an eyebrow. That was interesting. She’d never breathed a word about being interested in him to me before. Then again, that sort of made sense.

“I’m sorry, too,” Dustin said. “I mean I knew we were planning on trying to do the whole seduction routine this weekend, but I guess I never thought it would go so far, so fast.”

Josh stared between the two of them. Then to my surprise his mouth spread into a giant grin. He wagged his finger at all of them.

“Good. Now that we’ve gotten that out of the way, why don’t we talk about how we’re going to all that fun you were hoping for?”


Chapter twenty-seven

One Night
Josh


“So how were all of you going to start this whole thing anyway?” I asked, enjoying the uncomfortable way they were squirming.

Good. Let them squirm. I figured it was the least they deserved considering everything they’d already done.

They were playing a dangerous game, after all. Sure it turns out we were into it, but so what? That was the kind of thing that could end friendships. That was definitely the kind of thing that could end relationships. They were taking my marriage into their hands by playing this vacation game, and I wanted to make sure they knew I wasn’t happy about it.

“Clearly you had some sort of plan you were working out between the four of you before you decided to try the whole seduce and destroy routine with us,” I said. “So I think it’s pretty simple. I want to know what that routine was. What you were planning on doing.”

They turned and stared at one another. Scott got a sheepish grin on his face. Laura simply smiled at me.

She was an interesting one, that was for damn sure. It seemed like at every step of the way she’d been a natural seducer. It was enough to make me wonder what was going on in her head. How long she’d been fantasizing about doing something like this with all of us.

“Fine,” Scott said. “We did have a plan before these two went and fucked it all up.”

“I resent that,” Laura said.

“You resemble that, is what you do,” Allison said.

“Excuse me?” Laura said, looking pissed off.

“You two weren’t supposed to do things that early. You weren’t supposed to start trying to seduce them until we’d been here for a few days. It’s all your fault this has been fucked up.”

“Hey, it was Dustin who decided to do some of the seducing with Whitney,” Laura said. “Don’t try to put all of this on me.”

“Don’t act like it wasn’t you drooling all over Josh that put us in this position in the first place,” Dustin said. “I wasn’t going to go ahead with anything until you made it clear you were going to go ahead with everything.”

“What are the fuck ever,” Laura said, rolling her eyes. She turned to look at me.

“Go on,” I said.

I was more intrigued by the way they were talking about how they’d always wanted to get with me and Whitney than by anything else.

I mean it was always something I’d suspected, don’t get me wrong. I’d always had an inkling we were all attracted to each other on some level. That there was something to all that joking we did about having the hots for each other. But it was one thing to have a suspicion that we’d always been attracted to one another on some level, and it was another thing entirely to find out that attraction was definitely there and had always been there.

“So we were going to go a few nights without doing anything,” Laura said. “And then we were going to have a night where we maybe had a little too much to drink, and then we played a game of truth or dare.”

I blinked, staring between the four of them.

“Truth or dare,” I said, my voice flat.

“Yeah, you know. The game that you play with…”

“I’m well aware what truth or dare is, Laura,” I said, rolling my eyes. “I’m just surprised that was your move. That was your big play? You were going to try and seduce us with a game that a bunch of middle schoolers play regularly?”

“Well it seemed like a good idea to me,” she muttered, looking to her partners in crime.

“I thought it sounded like a pretty good idea, too,” Scott said. “You know how competitive Whitney can get.”

“And you know how reluctant she is to try new things, for that matter,” Dustin said.

“Like I was reluctant to try new things this weekend?” she asked, arching an eyebrow as she stared at Dustin and looked mildly insulted that he’d insinuate she wasn’t up for new things.

Though it’s not like I could fault him. She definitely was one of those people who was a little reserved. A little laid back. Sharing and swapping didn’t sound like the kind of thing she’d be into unless somebody tried to trick her into it. Which only had me all the more pissed off that they’d decided to go ahead and trick us into it in the first place.

Then again, if they hadn’t tried the trick there was a chance we never would’ve done it in the first place. To say I was conflicted would be an understatement.

“Come on, Whitney,” Dustin said. “You have to admit that it’s not the kind of thing you would’ve done if you didn’t have somebody pushing you into it, right?”

She glared at him. I would’ve given a pretty penny to hear what was going through her mind in that moment.

“I suppose you’re right,” she said, rolling her eyes. “But you all don’t have to talk about me like that.”

“Whatever,” Laura said. “The point is, we figured that would be a nice easy way to ease both of you into the idea of all the fun we were looking to have this week.”

“And then everything went to shit because these assholes started thinking with the brain between their legs rather than trying to think rationally,” Scott said.

“I mean… Look at Whitney. Is there anything rational about that body?” Dustin asked, grinning as he turned to look at my wife.

That sent a flash of jealousy running through me. It also made me feel just a little turned on.

After all, I’d discovered there was something hot about the idea of other men checking out my wife. I liked it. It got my cock hard.

And in the grand tradition of men everywhere who made bad decisions based on thinking with the brain between their legs, I was going to go right along with whatever it was that made my cock hard.

“So why don’t we do it?” Whitney asked.

“Excuse me?” Scott asked, blinking.

“You said you wanted a game of truth or dare, so why don’t we do a game of truth or dare?”

Scott licked his lips. He turned to Allison who hit him with a small smile.

“Don’t look at me like that,” she said. “You know I’ve been down for this since we started with Laura and Dustin.”

I shivered again about that. Because I was pretty sure what happened between her and Laura got a little hot and heavy. It was enough to make me wonder if maybe her interest was more in what she could do with Laura and less in what she wanted to do with any of the other men.

“As long as you’re sure about this,” Scott said.

“What about you?” Laura asked, looking to her husband.

It was a good question. After all, it seemed like he was the one who’d been fucking things up so far. Literally in some cases, like when he’d fucked my wife.

He licked his lips as he looked around the hot tub. Finally he turned to Whitney.

I suppose I should’ve been worried about the way he kept looking at my wife. There was the possibility he might try to do something stupid.

Then again, hadn’t they already done something stupid? And I couldn’t deny how hard my cock was. How much I wanted to see all of this go to its natural conclusion.

“Fine,” he said. “I promise I’m not going to freak out this time.”

“You’ll forgive me if I don’t believe you,” Laura said, a thin smile spreading across her face as she said it.

“You don’t have to be a jerk about this,” Dustin said.

I shook my head. This whole thing was a den of vipers, but it was one of those situations where I figured I was going to take what was right in front of me.

I wasn’t entirely sure I’d ever get an opportunity like this with my wife ever again. A situation where not only was she into the idea of whatever it was they were trying to do to us, but she was willing to go along with it.

I figured I could the rest of my natural life waiting for something like that to happen, but it never would.

“So let’s get started,” Whitney said, standing from the hot tub.

As she did she adjusted her bikini. Considering it was just a couple of small flaps of material, that meant she was showing off to everybody. She smiled and winked at everyone as she turned to step out of the hot tub.

I got a lovely view of her ass in that string bikini that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. Not that I was complaining.

Not that anybody else seemed to be complaining, for that matter. Scott and Dustin both stared, transfixed, as my wife made her way out of the hot tub looking like pure sex.

Hell, even Allison was staring with interest. Which was another little tidbit to file away for later.

“Well, is anybody else coming?” Whitney asked, turning to look over her shoulder and stare at everybody.

The way everybody scrambled to be the first out of the hot tub following her back into the cabin would’ve been funny if it wasn’t also dangerous. Like we’re talking Scott and Dustin looked like they were about to get into a fist fight to be the ones who had the privilege of getting out first, and Dustin very nearly slipped and fell which could’ve been dangerous.

I was also being selfish worrying about them acting like idiots. I wasn’t all that worried about them accidentally hurting themselves. I was still in a place where I figured something like that would be karma biting them in the ass.

No, I didn’t want them to accidentally hurt themselves being dumbasses because if we had to spend an evening in the emergency room then it would bring an end to the fun.

Maybe.

Considering the way they’d been acting lately, I was willing to admit it was entirely possible whoever went to the emergency room would get left behind as his wife stayed back to have fun with whoever was still left at the cabin.

Again my cock twitched thinking about them being so turned on at the sight of my wife that they’d fight and risk injury trying to get to her first. Then I shook my head and gestured for Laura to get out next.

She hit me with a smile of her own. And then she slowly stepped out, making sure to put some extra sway to her step.

It might’ve been fun watching Whitney getting of the hot tub, but there was something transfixing about watching Laura doing the same. She wasn’t wearing a thong, but it was still compelling seen her ass in that swimsuit.

Not to mention it brought to mind all the fun I could’ve had with her yesterday if I’d taken her up on the offer back in that little cove.

I shook my head. There was no point worrying about something that might’ve happened. No, all I could do was try to make the best of what was still right in front of us.

I was about to step out myself, but I felt a hand grab me at the side. A surprisingly strong hand. A surprisingly insistent hand that didn’t seem to want to let me go.

I looked over my shoulder to see Allison still down in the hot tub, but she was also looking up at me with a smile.

“Allison?” I asked, arching an eyebrow and wondering what was going on here.


Chapter twenty-eight

Dalliance
Josh


“Don’t you worry, Josh. I only need a moment of your time. I promise.”

“What are you…”

I closed my eyes as she reached up and grabbed my shorts. She pulled them down, my cock springing free.

Any other time I would’ve been surprised at how forward and brazen she was being, but this was far from any other time. No, all I could do was think about how delicious it was as she wrapped her hands around my cock and started pumping my shaft up and down.

“Oh yes, this is everything I thought it would be and then some,” Allison said.

“What are you doing?” I asked, staring at her.

“I’m doing something I’ve wanted to do for a long time,” she said.

I stared down at her. God she was beautiful. She was curvier than either Allison or Laura, but that wasn’t a knock against her or anything.

No, she just had a more hourglass figure with bigger breasts and a bigger butt. It was all proportional and oh so delicious. Think more Marilyn Monroe then a super athlete who spent every day at the gym.

In short: she looked fucking amazing. I’d always wondered what she’d look like under a bikini. I licked my lips as I stared down at her. I’d be lying if I said this wasn’t something I’d fantasized about for very long time. Her staring up at me as my cock was right there in front of her.

I also glanced over my shoulder. Because this seemed like the kind of thing that might get me in trouble with our friends. Only they were all walking off towards the house and seemed oblivious to what was happening back here.

“What have you wanted to do for a long time?”

I think the most surprising thing about this vacation was discovering that everybody in our friend group pretty much wanted the same thing. We’d just always been too chicken to tell each other what we wanted.

It made me wonder what kind of fun we could’ve gotten up to if we’d admitted how we felt a long time ago. Though we certainly seemed to be making up for lost time now!

“I think you know what,” she said.

I noticed Whitney stopping at the door to the cabin. She turned and looked at what was going on, and hit me with a subtle smile. Subtle, but that smile was definitely there.

She gave me a little wave, then licked her lips and turned and walked inside. I shivered. I wondered what that meant. Was she licking her lips because she knew what kind of fun she was going to have when she went in there? Was she looking forward to what might happen with Scott and Dustin?

Or was she licking her lips because she knew what was going on with me and Allison right now, and she enjoyed the thought as much as I’d discovered I enjoyed the thought of her getting with another guy?

I didn’t know. I also didn’t give much more thought to it, because no sooner had Whitney gave me that little wave than Allison leaned forward, opened her mouth, and wrapped her lips around my cock.

My eyes rolled into the back of my head. A couple of choice words came to mind, but all I could do was let out a growl. Meanwhile Allison moved her head down until she had all of my cock in her mouth.

I stared down at her. Damn. I hadn’t realized she was that good at sucking cock. I mean sure Scott had bragged about how good his wife was, but I’d always figured that was just guys talking about how good their women were. It was always exaggerations, but there was no exaggerating her skill.

“Fuck, Allison,” I groaned.

She pulled off my cock, and it made a little popping noise. She looked up at me, grinning as she continued working the shaft.

“That’s the idea, Josh,” she said. “But we might have to wait until later tonight for that.”

“Yeah, I guess,” I said, shivering as I stared down at her.

She kept working my cock like the expert cocksucker I now knew her to be. Then she moved her mouth down and she was moving up and down my shaft.

There was no hesitation. No moment where it seemed like she didn’t want to do this like with some women I’d been with. No, she was enthusiastic, and she was right there swallowing my cock.

I shivered and threw my head back, letting out a groan as she moved her mouth up and down the length of my cock.

Meanwhile I also wondered what was going on inside the cabin. Was Whitney doing something like this with Scott right now? Was this the kind of trade I could expect?

I had a feeling everything about this vacation was going to be a trade between friends. That we were all going to get to experience something like this before the week was over.

And I also figured I was going to enjoy this.

She was different from Laura sucking dick. Different from my wife sucking dick. She applied a little more suction, but in the best possible way.

She pulled back and stared up at me, those beautiful eyes locking with mine. It was a sexy sight. Also? Something I’d totally fantasized about on plenty of occasions. There was definitely something to be said for finally having that fantasy fulfilled!

I grabbed some of her hair when it looked like she was going to stay there on the tip of my cock, and started using that to encourage her to continue. She let out a quiet moan as I guided her head down to the base of my cock, and I held her there.

I’m not sure why I did that. I never would’ve done something like that with Whitney.

Only it was so hot doing it with Allison. She looked up at me and grunted, but she stayed down there. Her throat contracted around my cock, and I very nearly blew my load there.

Finally I pulled her back. She pulled off entirely, taking a deep gasping breath.

“Are you trying to kill me with your cock or something?” she asked, looking up at me and grinning.

“Something like that,” I said.

“Well this is a killer cock,” she said.

I chuckled. Which apparently wasn’t the right thing to do in that moment. She looked up at me, cocked her head to the side, and didn’t look too happy.

“I’d like to know what’s so funny about me sucking your cock like this,” she said.

“Killer Cock,” I said, chuckling again. “It sounds like an X-rated Batman villain.”

She hit me with a look that seemed to say “are you fucking serious?”

I couldn’t quite believe I was saying stupid shit like that. It was just an example of my mouth running ahead of my brain. Which was a problem I had from time to time. Just ask my wife.

“Sorry, I just…”

She moved her head down along the length of my cock again. Again her throat contracted around it, and I wondered where she’d learned to do that. I also wondered if there was any way she could teach Whitney how to do that before the week was over.

My cock started to twitch, and I knew I was close. So very close. All it would take was her doing that thing with her throat one more time, and…”

She pulled back. I cried out.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“What do you mean?” she asked, staring up at me with a sweet smile.

My cock was twitching, and I was right there at the point of inevitability. She seemed to realize that, too. She looked to my cock twitching and smiled. I wondered if I was going to get the sublime joy of blowing a load all over her face.

That was something I’d tried to get Whitney to do on so many occasions, and she’d never allowed it. She always complained and said that definitely wasn’t her thing.

Was I going to get to do that with Allison and her beautiful freckled face?

Only that wasn’t to be. No, she reached out and grabbed the base of my cock, and it wasn’t exactly the attention I’d been hoping to get.

No, she held her finger down there as my cock twitched and I felt like I was on the verge of coming, but it never quite happened. Even her pressing down like that wasn’t enough contact to push me over the edge.

I whimpered as I stared down at her.

“What are you doing?” I growled.

“If you’re going to make stupid jokes while I’m being nice enough to blow you then we’re going to wait and let you have your fun later, Mister,” she said, wagging an admonishing finger at me with her free hand. The one that wasn’t being used to keep me from blowing a load all over her pretty face.

“Me and my stupid big fucking mouth,” I groaned, my eyes rolling into the back of my head as my whole body started to shiver and twitch.

What can I say? That was the effect I got when I was being denied an orgasm. I’d heard there were guys who were into this sort of thing. Who got off on being constantly edged. As I stood there staring down at Allison I couldn’t understand why somebody would be into that sort of thing.

“There we go,” Allison said, standing up. Though she was still down in the hot tub, so her face came up to about my chest. She looked me up and down and licked her lips, a clear invitation there.

“Are you sure you don’t want to stay out here?” I asked. “I’m sure they’re having all sorts of fun in there, and we can have our fun out here.”

“Tempting, but Laura would kill me if I did that,” she said, reaching down and grabbing my cock again. She gave it a stroke, but just one stroke. Just enough to let me know she was still very interested, but that nothing was going to happen right now.

I shivered again.

“You can’t just tease a guy like that,” I said.

“Oh but I can,” she said. “And that was my intention. Now that you’re all worked up we can go in and play the game with everyone else!”

I blinked. Was she serious? Had that actually been the plan this entire time?

She had a huge grin plastered across her face. Yeah, that didn’t surprise me at all. She must’ve planned this with somebody. Get me all worked up, then leave me high and dry.

“That’s evil,” I said.

“Says the man who just got his dick sucked by a woman he’s been fantasizing about for most of his adult life,” Allison said, again wagging her finger at me. “Now come on. We need to get in there and join the game!”

I shivered. I’d be pissed off if it weren’t for how interesting the evening seemed to be getting already. I got the feeling that wasn’t going to be my last chance to do something incredible with Allison.

So I took her by the hand, helped her out of the hot tub, and walked inside. Though I made sure to enjoy the view as I did.


Chapter twenty-nine

Truth or Dare
Whitney


The door opened and Josh and Allison stepped inside. I looked over to my husband.

He was flushed. More than that, though, his cock was sticking straight out from his bottoms.

Well then. It looked like he had a good time with Allison out there, but not a good time to the point that he wasn’t going to be able to enjoy the good time that was on offer in here.

Which probably had him frustrated, but it was all part of the plan.

“Enjoy yourself?” Scott asked, staring between the two of them with an unreadable expression.

Though I had a pretty good idea of what he was thinking. I’m sure he was wondering exactly what happened between the two of them. Wondering if they’d gone all the way.

I didn’t think they had time for that. Plus Allison had said something about trying to tease him before we got out of the hot tub. Just a quick whisper, a murmur really, that was meant for my ears only. She wanted to get him worked up before we came inside then leave him high and dry so he was ready to go.

“Of course we had a good time, honey,” Allison said. “Wasn’t that part of the plan? We were going to show our guests a good time?”

“Your guests?” Dustin started. “We’re all paying a pretty penny for the privilege of being at this cabin this weekend.”

“Of course you are,” Allison said, grinning.

They moved in and sat down. Josh moved to sit next to me on a loveseat in the living room.

We all sat in front of a fire. There were was a couch and two loveseats that were set in a semicircle in front of the crackling fireplace.

Sure it was warm outside, but there was just something about having a fire in a cabin that made everything seem nice and cozy. Even if it was ridiculous that we had the air conditioning fighting against the fire’s warmth.

“So…” Dustin said, clapping his hands and rubbing them together.

“So,” Laura repeated.

“I suppose we should go ahead and get this started,” Scott said, hitting everybody in the room with a grin. “Is there anybody here who’s never played truth or dare?”

He looked around at everybody assembled. Nobody said no. I blushed.

The last time I’d played this game had been all the way back in the early years of high school. It was at a lock-in for the freshman class, and I’d been roped into going off to a storage area where a group of people were playing the game.

It wasn’t exactly a pleasant memory for me. Sure there’d been a cute guy there I’d been crushing on, but I’d been too hesitant, too embarrassed, to truly take advantage of the situation.

My cheeks still burned remembering running out of the room when somebody dared the two of us to kiss. There were times when I wondered what might’ve happened, how my high school life might’ve been different, if I’d gone through with that.

I wasn’t going to make that mistake here. No sir. I was going to take advantage of this. I was going to enjoy whatever life threw at me tonight.

Even if it seemed like life was throwing some pretty big curveballs since we got to this cabin.

“Good,” Scott said when it became obvious everybody knew how the game was played. “So just to go over everything in case y’all are a little rusty. I imagine it’s been a while since high school when we last played this.”

“Actually the last time I played it was at a house party in college,” Dustin said.

“Yeah, that was a fun night,” Laura said with a grin. “I should’ve realized Dustin was into the idea of sharing from how hard his cock got watching me kissing another man.”

I blinked as I stared between the two of them. I guess I was learning all kinds of crazy things about my friends I never would’ve imagined before.

Like apparently they had a friend group they hadn’t told us about in college. A friend group they were close enough with that they played a game of truth or dare with them. Interesting.

“I don’t know if I’m into sharing,” Dustin said.

“Bullshit,” Laura said. “I can feel how hard your cock is getting, even if you’re trying to play it off like you’re not interested.”

“Whatever,” Dustin muttered. “Let’s just get started.”

“Anyway,” Scott said after clearing his throat. “The rules are pretty simple. You can choose either truth or dare. If you choose truth then you have to answer the question. If you choose dare then you have to do the dare, no matter what it is.”

He looked around at everybody. He seemed to be testing everyone with that look. Trying to see if anybody was going to back out.

Nobody did.

“Okay then,” he said, glancing around the room again. “So if we’re all agreed on this, I guess we should get started. Who gets to go first?”

Everybody looked around at each other. Nobody said a thing. Finally I raised my hand, blushing like I was back in that room in my old high school.

I couldn’t believe I was volunteering at myself as tribute, but somebody had to make the first move.

Besides. I was getting kind of annoyed at everybody talking about me like I was some sort of prude. I wanted to prove I was capable of having a good time.

“Looks like Whitney gets to go first,” Scott said, grinning as he looked at me.

“Excellent,” I said, turning to Laura who was on the loveseat across from us. “Truth or dare?”

“Wait, how is that supposed to work?” Laura asked. “I thought you were the one who gets asked first?”

“I said I’d go first,” I said. “And then we’re going to go counterclockwise around the room.”

Laura looked annoyed. She opened her mouth like she was going to say something, and then stopped herself. Finally she crossed her arms and grumped.

“Fine,” she said. “But I’m going to remember this.”

“I hope you do,” I said, my eyes twinkling. “Now what’s your answer? Or are you going to bitch out on us?”

“I’m not going to bitch out on anything,” she growled. “Dare.”

“Fine,” I said. “I dare you to kiss your husband.”

Her eyes went wide. “That’s your dare?”

“It is,” I said. “I feel like the two of you could use some care in your marriage. It seems like things have been pretty fraught between the two of you. You need to figure out what it is you want, and you need to get back in touch with each other.”

“Fine,” she growled, turning to look at Dustin like she was almost pissed off at the idea of having to kiss her husband.

I frowned at that. If nothing else, Laura and Dustin were providing me and Josh with a great example of what not to do when you were interested in doing this kind of thing. I suppose everybody has something to teach you, even if some of those people are a cautionary tale.

She leaned in and pressed her lips against her husband. For a moment it was a very chaste sort of kiss. Then it started to heat up just a little. They both seemed to start to realize exactly how much they were into each other.

They melted into one another, Laura’s mouth opening to Dustin’s as he moved a hand up and started feeling one of her tits.

“There you go,” I said, grinning. “It’s about time the two of you remember why you liked each other in the first place!”

That didn’t even break the spell. They kept right on going. At least until Allison cleared her throat. Both Laura and Dustin pulled away, and they looked around the room and blushed.

“Sorry,” Laura said. “I guess we got a little carried away.”

“It’s so nice that the two of you are rediscovering how hot you are for each other,” Allison said, and she sounded like she genuinely meant it. “But do remember that the rest of us are playing this game two.”

“Right,” Laura said. “So does that mean it’s my turn now if we’re going counterclockwise?”

“It is,” I said.

“Fine,” she said, turning to Scott and grinning. “Truth or dare, Scott?”

Scott looked around the room with a barely concealed grin. It looked like he was enjoying this. Not that I could blame him. I was getting a little thrill from all of it as well.

“I think I’d be an idiot if I didn’t choose dare at this point,” he said.

“I thought you might say something like that,” Laura said, hitting him with a thin smile as well.

“So what’s it going to be?” Allison asked, licking her lips and staring between her husband and Laura.

“Patience,” Laura said, grinning as she looked between the two of them.

“It’s hard to be patient,” Allison said. “Both of you have been having all the fun. I want to get in on the action!”

I frowned. Hadn’t she just had fun with my husband out there? It made me wonder what they did and why she didn’t think that was fun.

Knowing my husband, he probably opened his big stupid mouth and said something that ruined the moment.

“Fine,” Laura said, staring at Scott and Allison. “Your wife wants to get in on the action.”

“Yeah, but I’m the one who has the dare,” Scott said, frowning like he wasn’t sure what to make of this.

I was wondering where Laura was going with this as well. I had no doubt she was planning something sneaky, the question was what was she going to do?

“Fine. I want you to lift your wife’s top up so everybody in the room gets a look at what she’s packing. And if she’s wearing a bra then you have to lift that up too. There’s not going to be any of that getting around things by being technical bullshit you got with playing truth or dare back in the day.”

She sat there smiling, looking supremely satisfied with herself. Meanwhile Scott could only grin.

“You know we’re the ones who got you into this in the first place, right?”

“Well yeah?” Laura said, suddenly not looking quite as confident as she had just a moment ago.

“Yeah, thought so,” Scott said. “So you should know I have absolutely zero issue with showing off what my gorgeous wife has.”

“Well fine. If you want to take all the fun out of it,” Laura said, crossing her arms and sitting there in a huff.

I almost laughed. It was so delicious watching her getting her comeuppance.

Meanwhile Scott looked like he was having a grand old time. I guess he was just as into the idea of people being into his wife as Josh had suddenly gotten about the idea of people being into staring at me.

He reached out and pulled her shirt up. We’d all thrown on shirts after getting inside, though I’m not sure why. Maybe because on some level we all anticipated something like this happening that would make having extra layers a plus.

Allison’s shirt was tight fitting, but not so that it molded to her body. Just enough that you didn’t see everything but enough that you got a pretty good idea of what her body looked like under that shirt.

She grinned at everybody and gave a little wave as Scott worked. Clearly Scott wasn’t the only one who enjoyed the attention she was getting. She bit her lip as the shirt went up, then lifted her arms up and gave a dramatic shimmy.

“Told you,” Scott said, laughing at Laura’s look. “You’re not going to embarrass the two of us. Trust me.”

Laura merely jutted her lip out in a sexy little pout. Which surprised me. I wasn’t used to thinking of anything my friends did as sexy, but as I watched Allison’s shirt move up I had to admit there was something sexy about seeing her being disrobed in front of everybody.

I wasn’t sure if that was because I was picking up on the sexual energy that was crackling through the room, or if it was because I was actually turned on at the thought of seeing Alison’s body.

That was an interesting conundrum. I’d never really thought of another woman like that before. Sure I’d looked at women and thought they were hot, maybe there’d been a couple of times when I’d made out with somebody at a party, but I’d never actually intentionally thought about getting with a woman. Only now…

Allison’s breasts fell out. Okay then. I guess it turns out Laura didn’t need to worry about any of that lawyering bullshit. She apparently got rid of the bikini top when she pulled that shirt on too.

Again I got the feeling that her and Scott totally knew what was happening here tonight, and this was all on purpose.

Her breasts defied gravity, which was saying something considering how big they were. Especially compared to her frame.

“Damn, girl,” I breathed out, not quite realizing what I was saying.

“You like?” Allison asked, doing another shimmy that caused them to bounce in a most distracting way.

And from the way all the guys in the room were staring at her, I wasn’t the only one distracted by what she had on offer. I licked my lips, wondering what those would taste like. But then it was over and Scott pulled her shirt back down.

“Okay, time to move on. Your turn, honey,” Laura said, turning to Dustin.


Chapter thirty

Getting Hot
Josh


Iwas so busy staring at Allison that I hardly even realized that the game was moving on. But moving on it was. Right over to Dustin who was the next in line.

Of course he was a little distracted, too. He stared at what Allison had on offer, and I couldn’t blame the guy.

She was spectacular. I didn’t realize a pair of tits could look that amazing. It made me wish I’d seen all of this years before. Maybe she could’ve dropped the towel on one of the occasions when I’d seen her stepping out of the bathroom.

In short: she was perfection. And my cock was rock hard. I desperately wanted some attention, but the game hadn’t gotten quite that far.

Not yet, at least. I didn’t doubt that it wouldn’t take long before we got there, though. Especially if things kept going the way they were.

“Dustin?” Laura said, frowning. “Dustin!”

“What?” he said, shaking his head as he looked around. Then he grinned sheepishly as he got a look at his wife glaring at him. “Oh. Sorry. Got a little distracted there.”

“You and everybody else,” she growled, shaking her head.

Though I wondered what she expected. She was the one who told Allison to take her shirt off. Or, rather, she told Scott to take his wife’s shirt off. Did she expect everybody to not stare or something?

Laura was definitely acting weird this weekend, but whatever.

“Okay, so truth or dare,” Dustin said, looking around the room.

I wondered where he’d land. What he would do. So far everybody had been getting with their own husband or wife, but I suppose…

Finally his eyes came to rest on Whitney. My cock twitched. He’d seemed obsessed with her, but I was totally aware that and I was totally aware it was possible he might use is there to get a little something from my wife.

He looked at me, then back to her.

I stared at Whitney, and realized she was just as distracted as everybody else. Staring straight at Allison’s tits like she wanted to have a taste.

And maybe Dustin picked up on that, based on what he said next.

“Like what you see there, Whitney?”

She blinked and shook her head. Then she blushed when she realized everybody in the room was staring at her staring at Allison.

“That’s fine,” Dustin said. “She’s hot, isn’t she?”

“Yeah…” Whitney said, though she seemed hesitant.

Which made sense. I’d never known her to show even an inkling of attraction for another woman. Sure she’d told me she’d made out with other women in her wilder days back in college before we met, but I wasn’t sure if that was true or if it was just her trying to turn me on.

Now, though, I was starting to really wonder. I’d jerked off a couple of times thinking about her making out with faceless hot college girls from back in the day. Back before we met.

Because that was definitely something she’d never done once we got together, much to my disappointment.

“Why don’t you go over and check them out?” Dustin asked.

“Wait, you didn’t say truth or dare,” Whitney said.

“Do I need to?” Dustin asked, arching an eyebrow at her. “Or do you want to go over there and play with Allison’s tits?”

“I want to go over and play with Allison’s tits,” Whitney finally said, licking her lips again.

My cock throbbed. I couldn’t quite believe she was doing this. I loved that she was doing this.

“Wait, is that against the rules or something?” Laura asked, frowning.

“Hush,” Dustin said, smacking her on the leg.

Which earned him an irritated glare from his wife, but he got her to shut up.

Thank goodness for that. I didn’t want anything to interrupt what was in the offing right now. From the way everyone else was glaring I think they wanted her to shut up too.

Whitney kept her eyes on Allison’s breasts. Meanwhile Allison pressed her tits out, proud of what she had.

They were perfect. Upturned just a bit. Her nipples slightly puffy. They defied gravity, which wasn’t necessarily a guarantee as we got older.

Not that I’d complain. A pair of tits was a pair of tits. I didn’t care about the particulars.

Whitney moved across the room. She almost banged her ankle against the coffee table, she was so distracted. Which got a laugh from everybody else.

She turned and bit her lip as she looked at all of us, a blush spreading across her face. Only that didn’t stop her from continuing towards Allison.

She got down between Allison’s legs, and Allison was obliging enough to spread those legs apart.

That sent another shiver running through me. There was my wife, down on her knees in front of another woman, that woman was spreading her legs, and it looked like both of them were turned on.

“Are you sure?” Whitney asked, looking up at our friend.

“Are you sure?” Allison asked, staring down at her.

“I think I am,” she said, leaning forward.

The room was absolutely silent. Like it was one of those moments where you could’ve heard a pin drop. Nobody said anything as Whitney leaned forward, pressing her face in between Allison’s breasts.

Okay then. I hadn’t expected the motorboat to be the first thing she went for, but I wasn’t complaining. She stayed like that for a long moment, seemingly savoring being there in between Allison’s breasts.

Then she started kissing along the left side, swirling her tongue around a nipple. Allison arched her back to meet Whitney. She let out a quiet gasp as she wrapped her hands around Whitney’s head and pulled her in closer.

Whitney started sucking on her nipples, and I stared in fascination. I’d fantasized about this, but I’d also resigned myself to never seeing it happen, and now…

“That’s it,” Allison whispered. “Just like that. Your tongue feels so good, Whitney…”

I shivered, my cock throbbing. It seemed like everybody in this group had the hots for my wife.

Whitney moved over to the other tit. Licking and sucking. Meanwhile Allison kept her hand around my wife’s head, holding her against her body.

I thought maybe that’s where things were going to end, but then Whitney started kissing down along Allison’s stomach. It was like she was totally transfixed, and out of it. Like she’d been overtaken by lust.

Not that I could blame her. I was feeling overtaken by lust as well. All I could do was stare in rapt concentration as I watched what was going on.

“Whitney…” Allison said, her voice quiet.

Though it didn’t look like she was in a mood to stop my wife from whatever she was planning. No, she merely gasped and threw her head back, licking her lips, as Whitney moved down between her legs.

I held my breath, wondering what was going to happen.

Whitney seemed to be a woman possessed. She didn’t seem to give a fuck that she was down between one of our friends’ legs. No, she kissed along Allison’s thighs, moving up one, then the other, and finally she pressed her lips against Allison’s bottoms.

She was just in a pair of tight fitting shorts. Like a cloth pair of shorts. The kind of stuff somebody would wear as pajamas. She’d thrown them on along with her shirt when we came in. Everybody got dressed, as though we didn’t want to be wearing practically nothing when the game started.

So I’m sure when Whitney’s lips pressed against her lips, Allison could feel everything. She jumped, her back arching, and let out a quiet gasp.

Her hand went down to Whitney’s head. She pressed Whitney against her, and my wife put her hands on either side of Allison on the couch.

I turned to look around the room. Dustin and Laura were both staring intently. Scott had a small smile. Like he’d seen all of this happen before, and he was ready for it.

I turned my attention back, scarcely believing this was happening.

“That’s it, Whitney,” Allison said quietly. “Just like that. Right there. You’re so good…”

I figured that would be it. That had to be the end of it. Surely they wouldn’t take things any farther than this, but then Allison moved her hands down and started pulling down on her pants. On her bottoms as well.

It looked like truth or dare was well and truly forgotten at this point.

Whitney blinked in surprise when Allison’s pussy came into view. Allison licked her lips, staring down at my wife.

I could imagine what was going through her head in that moment. No doubt she was wondering if Whitney was going to see this through to the end. If she was going to be so overcome by lust that she forgot all her inhibitions.

I was wondering the same thing.

Whitney’s surprise only lasted for a moment, staring up at Allison with eyes fueled by lust. It was a moment of hesitation where I screamed at her to do it. It was a moment of hesitation where I screamed that she didn’t need to go through with it. That everything she’d done so far was so much more than enough.

Not that she got the memo. No, she dove down between our friend’s legs, and Allison sighed in satisfaction as my wife’s lips made contact with her pussy.

She continued shimmying until her pants and bikini bottoms were down on the ground. They landed with a muted thump that was loud enough to fill the room.

“Oh yes, Whitney,” Allison whispered quietly as my wife went down on her.

The sound of her licking our best friend filled the room. It was wet. I was surprised at that sound.

I’d always been down between Whitney’s legs when I heard that sound. Or I had the volume turned way down on the computer while I was watching other women doing that sort of thing to each other.

The point was, I’d never heard it happening live and in person like this when I wasn’t a participant, and it was an experience!

Allison seemed to really be getting into it, too. Her hips bucked. Her tits were pressing out. Her nipples were rock hard. She kept her hand on Whitney’s head, keeping her down between her legs.

Again and again she thrust her pussy to meet Whitney’s tongue. Again and again she gasped. Her eyes squeezed shut, and she seemed totally lost to the world. She was clouded with lust.

Her moans were getting louder, too. They started out as quiet gasps, but they quickly turned into long and low moans as Whitney got the hang of eating pussy.

It surprised me that she was doing such a good job when she’d never done something like that before, but at the same time I guess I shouldn’t have been all that surprised. She knew what she liked, after all.

Finally Allison threw her head back and let out a quiet gasp as her entire body shuddered and shook. She held Whitney there for a long moment, quietly gasping and enjoying the moment. When it was done she fell back against the couch, her breath coming in quiet little gasps as she tried to regain control.

She looked down at Whitney who got up and looked around the room.

Whitney licked her lips. She was a sight to behold, that was for sure. Her whole face was slick with Allison’s juices. And she blinked as though she was surprised at everything that had happened. As though she was surprised to suddenly see everybody looking at her.

“Did you have fun?” Laura finally asked.

“I guess,” she said, shaking her head. “Damn. I can’t believe I did that!”

“You can’t believe you did that?” I asked, staring.

“Come on, baby,” she said. “You had to know something like this was going to happen when we started playing this game.”

She was right. I had to know something like this would happen, but I thought it would be her with one of the other guys. I never thought…

Holy shit this was going to some very interesting places I never would’ve suspected!


Chapter thirty-one

Ultimate Dare
Whitney


Istared up at Allison, and then turned to look at everyone else in the room. I looked down between her legs.

One of my best friends was lying back on the couch with her legs spread. Her pussy was glistening, and that wasn’t all because she was aroused. No, at least some of that was because I’d just gone down on one of my oldest and best friends from college.

I thought about what I’d just said to Josh, and it was like the spell was broken.

“Fuck,” I hissed. “I didn’t mean to…”

Allison reached out and put a hand under my chin. Her smile was enough to make my legs shake. I still couldn’t believe what I’d done, but I also had to admit it felt pretty hot.

“There’s no need for you to apologize for anything, my darling,” she said, still smiling at me. “If there’s any justice in the world then we’ll be able to have more fun like that before the week is over.”

I shivered. She licked her lips. I had no doubt what she meant. I wondered if I’d be into her going down on me.

I never thought I’d be into the idea of going down on another woman, and yet that’s exactly what I’d just done. Sure I’d made out with girls from time to time at parties back in college, but that was back in college.

I was a grown woman now. I was a mother. I was married and had a house and a car and all sorts of adult stuff that left me feeling like I shouldn’t be doing something like this.

Only that’s exactly what I’d just done. Damn.

I turned to look at Josh. He still stared, transfixed, at where I’d just been going down on our friend. Then he smiled and gave me a thumbs up. Okay then. Maybe that was a little goofy, but it was also the kind of reassurance I needed.

“That was amazing, baby,” he said.

“Glad you liked it,” I said.

The words came out of my mouth before I could really think about what I was saying. Then I shook my head I felt like an idiot for saying it, but everyone in the room seemed to enjoy the show so whatever.

“Okay,” I said, trying to take control of the situation and distract from what I’d just done. “That was pretty fun and everything, but I think maybe it’s time to move to the next person in line?”

I looked to Scott. He was the next in line if we were going counterclockwise around the room. Not to mention I was pretty sure Allison was still recovering from me licking her pussy. At least when I looked at her she had a hazy sort of look like she wasn’t quite there, and her body kept giving off little shivers.

Like she was still being hit with little orgasmic aftershocks. Which sent another thrill running through me. Damn. I didn’t know I could do that to a person!

“I think it’s time for us to get serious,” Scott said, grinning as he looked around the room.

I blinked. He thought it was time to get serious? I’d just gone down on his wife! How could you get more fucking serious than that?

“What are you talking about?” Josh asked, clearly thinking along the same lines I was. “Did you see what just happened?”

Scott chuckled. It wasn’t a mean sort of chuckle. No, it was the kind of chuckle that said he was well aware of everything that was going on here, but he had more in mind.

Or maybe I was putting thoughts in his head.

“That was pretty hot, I’m not gonna lie,” he said, looking between me and his wife. “I didn’t expect Whitney to do something like that on the first night, but it makes me think this next dare is going to be so worth it.”

Heat pulsed between my legs. I was well aware I hadn’t gotten off yet today. I desperately wanted to feel something between my legs, and right now I was at the point where I didn’t care if that something was another man’s cock or one of my friend’s tongues.

I turned and looked at Laura. She stared at me, eyes wide. I wondered if she expected me to do something like that. Well then. Maybe they thought I was a prude, but I’d showed them.

“What did you have in mind?” I asked, turning back to Scott.

I think it was that feeling between my legs more than anything that had me being so bold. Calling the shots like that. I needed to get off, damn it, and I didn’t care if it meant going farther than we’d already gone.

He looked at me and grinned. “Whitney. I dare you to spend the night with me.”

I blinked. Okay then. He hadn’t shown any interest in me tonight other than checking me out. That was something he did all the time, though. It wasn’t anything out of the ordinary.

Guys checking me out was just part of the background noise of life. It was something all dudes did, and I didn’t think anything of it unless they were being creepy about it. Scott had never been creepy in his appreciation.

I looked back to Josh again. I wasn’t sure what I should do here. I wanted to do it, but at the same time this would be crossing a line again.

“Um. So what does that mean for the rest of us?” Josh finally said, glancing around the room.

I glanced around the room as well. I wanted to get a read on things. Wanted to see what everyone else thought of this. Laura and Dustin looked a little shell shocked, but at the same time they weren’t standing up and storming out of the room or anything.

Which would be hypocritical if they did. They were the assholes who started all of this by jumping the gun and trying to get in my pants.

“So would that mean I go to bed with Allison, and Josh goes to bed with Laura?” Dustin finally asked, also glancing around the room to get his own read on things.

“That’s pretty much it,” Scott said, grinning. “I know y’all have been doing this whole back and forth thing with the two of you trying to get in our friends’ pants, but I don’t want me and Allison to be the third wheel couple in all this fun.”

Dustin flinched. Which made sense. If they’d had a conversation about how they were going to do the whole seduction game before we all came up here then Dustin and Laura were the ones who’d fucked with that plan.

“I guess that sounds reasonable,” Dustin muttered.

“I thought you’d agree,” Scott said, that smile never leaving his face.

Though there was something there. Something just under the surface I could see because I was close to him and Allison. There was a slight annoyance there. Like he wasn’t happy that Laura and Dustin had fucked this up.

“So is everyone okay with this?” Scott asked, breaking the spell. “It’ll be the last dare of the night, but I think we’re beyond the point where truth or dare is going to do anything for us.”

“I’m fine with it,” Josh said, glancing at Laura.

I frowned and tried to interrogate my feelings. I knew I should’ve been annoyed that he was so eager to get in her pants, but the truth was I was so turned on that I was willing to go along with just about anything as long as I got off.

Maybe that meant we’d turned a corner. Or maybe it meant we were barreling headlong towards a disaster that would be the end of our marriage when all the alcohol left our system and we were confronted with the cold light of morning and everything we’d done here tonight.

Not that I gave a fuck in the moment.

“I’m fine with it too,” Laura said, staring at my husband.

“I guess I’m fine with it,” Dustin said.

“You should be fine with it,” Scott said. “You already got your chance with Whitney, after all. Share and share alike, right?”

“Yeah, I suppose,” Dustin said, though he didn’t look happy that he wasn’t going to be getting with me tonight.

Which sent a little thrill running through me. I hadn’t realized he wanted to get with me that bad. It was hot knowing I had that kind of power over him. It was weird knowing I had that kind of power over him.

Scott stood and walked over to me. He took me by the hand and pulled me up. I stared at him, and then looked over to my husband.

I’d looked at Scott plenty of times before, of course, but never like this.

Whenever I’d looked at him before he’d been a friend. Nothing more. Sure I might think he was hot, but there was always the hard line in the sand of knowing nothing was ever going to happen with him because he was a good friend.

Now, though? Everything was changing. The world was wide open. I could do whatever I wanted with him, and there wasn’t anything that was going to stop that from happening. My husband certainly wasn’t going to do anything because throwing me to Scott would give him a chance to finally fulfill his lifelong fantasy of getting with Laura.

“Let’s go,” I said, taking the hand he was offering.

I didn’t turn to look back at everyone else. There was no point in looking back.

We all knew what was happening here tonight. We’d all signed up for this when we decided to play this game. And now I was going off with another man for the first time since I’d met my husband and decided he was going to be the only one for me.

I guess he wasn’t the only one anymore.


Chapter thirty-two

Another Man
Whitney


“Damn,” I muttered when I stepped into the room Scott was sharing with Allison for the weekend. “When the two of you planned this thing you sure made sure to keep the best for you.”

“Yeah, well we were the ones who did all the planning and we ended up paying a little more than everyone else,” he said with a shrug and a smile. “It only seemed fair that we’d get the nicer room for the week, y’know?”

“Yeah, I guess,” I said, looking around.

Their room was on the second floor. Though it was really more of a loft that looked out over the lake, with stairs leading down to the kitchen and the living room on the other side.

Still. It was something.

“Step over here, Whitney,” Scott said, his voice quiet.

I shivered at his voice. It was quiet but insistent. I wondered that I didn’t feel anything but lust.

I should’ve felt like this was wrong. I should’ve felt like I needed to go back to my husband. There should’ve been some guilt over what I was doing, but there was none of that.

I walked over to Scott. I looked out the window over the lake. It was dark out there, but the moon was bright enough that it shone down and illuminated ripples of light on the lake.

That wasn’t the only source of light, either. There were lights on the lake. Probably from people who decided to go out on boats and enjoy some night fishing or something.

There were also lights from all the other cabins out there. I shivered and wondered if there was anything like this happening in any of those cabins. If any of those places had couples who were stepping out on each other.

It’s something I never would’ve considered before this weekend. Now it seemed like me and Josh were the last people in the world who hadn’t considered something like this.

“Beautiful sight, don’t you think?” Scott asked, coming up behind me.

I turned and grinned at him over my shoulder. “Are you talking about the view of the lake, or are you trying to hit on me?”

“A little bit of column A, some of column B?” he said.

Then he leaned in and kissed me. I closed my eyes and let the kiss melt into me. His muscles pressed against me from behind, but more important than that his cock was pressing into me from behind.

I pressed my ass against that cock. It wasn’t my husband’s cock. That should’ve felt wrong, but I’d already let one man fuck me so it’s not like it was all that big a deal now that there was another man grinding against me.

Besides. It felt so good. I was so turned on and so ready to do this.

The kiss got more intense and I turned around. His tongue snaked out as he opened his mouth to mine. I moaned as he wrapped his arms around me and pressed his cock against my stomach. Pressed it right against that burning desire deep inside me that needed him in the worst possible way.

The kiss grew deeper. I felt like a teenager or a college kid making out with someone for the first time. That’s how intense it was.

I wondered if part of the reason why people got into this sort of thing in the first place was because they got some of that new relationship intensity. I knew I wanted nothing more than to jump my husband when this was all done, for all that I was in the moment with Scott right now.

Though I did have a fleeting thought wondering what Laura and Josh were up to. Was he pulling her clothes off? Was she showing off that tight athletic body he couldn’t get enough of?

I’d always been a touch jealous of her. I wasn’t quite as petite as her. I’d never been quite as athletic as her, for all that I liked to think I looked good. And now he was getting with her.

Would he want to be with me after he had a chance to get with her after so very long?

I pushed those thoughts away as Scott’s hands moved up and cupped my breasts. I moaned into his mouth as he stared massaging them. Then he pulled away and stared at me with an intensity that made me go weak in the knees.

“I know they’re not as big as Allison’s,” I whispered.

“They’re perfect,” Scott whispered, staring into my eyes as he felt me up.

His hands moved down, and then he was under my shirt and moving those hands up. I wasn’t wearing a bra. Just my swimsuit under the shirt, but he made quick work of that. A moment later we were enjoying the same view as before, only he was feeling me up under my shirt. Again like we were a couple of teenagers doing all of this for the first time.

“I don’t know,” I said. “Your wife is…”

“Whitney, you silly idiot,” he said, leaning in to kiss me again.

I wanted to be insulted that he was calling me a silly idiot, but that kiss was so delicious. Not to mention he went right back to grinding against me. One hand stayed on my tits, but the other one moved down to my side so he could pull me against him as he kept up that grinding.

“What do you mean I’m an idiot?” I asked, frowning when he pulled away from the kiss. “If you think you can distract me by kissing me every time…”

He kissed me again. This time he moved his hand down between my legs and ran his fingers up and down the length of my pussy. It sent an electric charge running through me that had me going weak in the knees. The only thing that kept me from collapsing against him was that he was so damn strong holding me up.

I was putty in his hands, and he was holding me up as I lost it.

Finally the kiss stopped, though he kept working his fingers between my legs. Which was driving me wild to the point of overwhelming me. I needed this contact. I was so desperate I’d even be willing to let one of the girls go down on me.

Hell, I’d probably still be more than willing to let one of them go down on me, but this was far more delicious.

“Why do you think there was so much fighting going on this weekend?” Scott asked. “Why do you think Laura and Dustin were assholes who moved in before we had a chance to talk about anything?”

I licked my lips. Everything they were doing was so crazy, so fucked up, that I guess I’d never stopped to think about their motivations.

“Because they were jerks who didn’t want to talk to you about something before they went ahead and did it?” I asked. “That seems like the kind of selfish bullshit the two of them would pull.”

Scott chuckled as he moved his fingers inside my bottoms. There was nothing stopping him from exploring the folds of my pussy. It’s not like there was anything I was going to do to stop him, for that matter.

Again there was a part of me that screamed I should say something, anything, to stop him. That part of me screamed that I was a married woman and this was wrong.

That also made it all the hotter when his fingers pressed inside me and my whole body shuddered. I opened my mouth and let out my first gasp of the night as the first orgasm of the night washed over me.

I was that turned on. I was that primed and ready to go.

“That’s it, baby,” Scott said, whispering in my ear as I came on his fingers. “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted this. Dustin and Laura and I have all wanted you for so long. Allison too, once we started playing with each other. You have no idea how much it meant to her having your pretty tongue buried in her pussy tonight. You have no idea how much it probably chaps Laura’s sexy ass that Allison is the first one who got to ride your tongue.”

I blinked. Both because he was so vulgar and because it was surprising to realize I was the center of everything our friends wanted to do on this vacation.

“Don’t get me wrong,” Scott said, chuckling as he nuzzled at my neck and started sucking on it. He pinched my nipple as his fingers from his other hand moved in and out of my pussy.

“Don’t get you wrong?” I asked, gasping and still having trouble keeping myself upright considering everything he was doing to me.

“Laura really wanted to fuck Josh, and I’ve got a feeling Josh has wanted to fuck Laura for a while now,” he said. “But trust me when I say you’re the prize this weekend.”

I shivered. I was the prize this weekend.

His hand pulled out of my pants and he picked me up. I let out a surprised yelp as he walked me over to his bed. The bed he shared with Allison. The bed where he’d been fucking her all week.

I knew because I’d heard them fucking. Only now it was me who was going to be making all the noise up here.

He threw me down on the bed and his eyes raked up and down my body. He licked his lips as he took it in, and I suddenly felt self-conscious.

I mean sure they kept going on about how I was the prize this weekend. Sure he and Dustin acted like they were fighting over me or something. Still, the way he was looking at me…

I didn’t see how I could possibly stack up to Allison.

“I see the doubt in your eyes,” he said, still looking me up and down. “You know that’s part of what makes you so sexy, right?”

“What are you talking about?”

“You have no idea you’re so hot. It’s this unassuming girl next door innocence that makes men want to take you. I know Josh picked up on that back when we were in college, even if he never actually articulated it.”

“What are you…”

I didn’t get a chance to finish the thought. No, he fell forward and was on top of me, his arms to either side of me as his powerful shoulders hovered above me. He stared down at me, his eyes running up and down my body again.

His cock pressed between my legs. I shivered at that contact. God it felt amazing feeling his cock pressing between my legs.

“What are you…”

“Hush, Whitney,” he said. “I’m going to make you feel good. I’m going to make you feel better than your husband ever made you feel.”

“I…”

Again I didn’t get a chance to say anything before he was on me, pressing his lips against mine and devouring me with a hunger that surprised me even as it sent thrills of pleasure coursing through my body.

I wondered what Josh was up to and if he was having the same good time I was.


Chapter thirty-three

Another Woman
Josh


“So here we are,” Laura said when we stepped into our room.

Though I suppose it would be more accurate to say it was my room right now. Sure it was the room I shared with my wife, but she was on the other side of the house and one floor up with Scott.

I shivered thinking of everything she might be doing with him right now. It seemed wrong that he’d be the one to get with her tonight. I guess I assumed if anyone was going to get with her then it would be Dustin.

“Thinking about your wife with Scott?” Laura asked, stepping forward so she was almost pressing against me.

Almost, but not quite. It was like she was hesitant. Or maybe it was something else. Maybe she was waiting for me to make the first move. Maybe she was waiting for me to bridge the gap.

I’d been the one who was reluctant to move forward earlier in the week, after all. Maybe she wasn’t going to do anything unless she knew I was into it.

“Yeah, I am,” I said.

Something flashed in her eyes. It was only there for a moment, but it was definitely there. Like she didn’t enjoy the thought of me thinking of my wife in this moment. Then it was gone, and she was back to being all smiles.

“I know it can be a lot the first time,” she said, taking my hands in hers. “But I promise you things are going to be so amazing once the two of you realize what your relationship is capable of.”

“I guess,” I said, looking her up and down.

God she was hot. Like this was the hottest I think she’d ever been. That was saying something, too. I’d been making a habit of staring at her when I didn’t think anyone else was looking for a good chunk of my adult life.

I couldn’t believe I was in here now with her. That I was actually going to get a chance to get with her.

“It just seems weird that Scott would be the one to get with Whitney,” I said. “Dustin was the one who was drooling over her all week long, after all.”

Okay. I guess I wasn’t over everything that was happening, because here I was opening my big fucking mouth and saying something stupid when there was a beautiful woman right in front of me willing to let me do whatever I wanted to her.

“So did you talk about other women when you were first getting with Whitney?” she asked, smiling and cocking her head to the side.

There was still that annoyance there, too. She was making it clear she didn’t like me talking about other women when I was supposed to be getting with her.

“Not exactly,” I said. “But I wasn’t exactly married to anyone when I was first getting with Whitney, and I was pretty sure she was the one I wanted to lock down forever with. The situation’s a little different.”

“Yes, I suppose it is,” she said. “But if you must know, it makes perfect sense that Scott got with your wife tonight.”

“Well yeah,” I said. “There are three couples. It’s not like we can swap with the two of you without him and Allison feeling left out, I guess…”

“No, it’s not that,” Laura said.

“It isn’t?”

“Come on,” Laura said, rolling her eyes. “Are you really that oblivious?”

“Let’s pretend for a moment that I am really that oblivious,” I said.

She stepped a little closer. It’s not like there was all that much space in between us to begin with, and her stepping forward meant she was pressing against me. Which I was more than happy to enjoy.

She had a body I wanted to enjoy. A body that was built for sin. A body I’d been fantasizing about for years, for that matter. I was more than happy to have that body pressing against me!

“I guess I need to make a few things clear because it’s obvious you’re every bit as oblivious as your wife,” she said, running a finger down my chest and grabbing my dick.

My eyes went wide. Okay then. I figured we were going to get there at some point, but I didn’t think we’d be getting there so quickly. Not that I was complaining considering how much I wanted this to happen!

“So I’ve wanted you forever,” Laura said, staring at me with an intensity that had my cock throbbing in her hand. “Like I know the others have joked about how we always wound up with who we did because of timing, but I’ve wanted to fuck you since the first time I laid eyes on you. There’ve been a few times when I brought it up and I was pretty sure you weren’t interested because you never said anything or took me up on the offer.”

I licked my lips. I could think of a few drunken moments over the years where she’d said things that were pretty inappropriate considering the two of us were married. Or at least they would’ve been inappropriate if she was serious.

I’d always assumed she was joking. Needless to say I wasn’t quite so sure about that now.

“You were serious all those times?” I asked, my eyebrows shooting up.

“Most of them,” she said with a shrug. “Sometimes when we were in front of everybody I was joking around, though if you’d come back to me later and taken me up on the offer you bet your cute ass we would’ve been fucking sooner rather than later.”

I shivered. Of course I knew in retrospect it would’ve been a bad idea to take her up on what she was offering. That didn’t change the fact that it was hot hearing her talking about me like that. Knowing she’d been serious all those times.

“The point is, the other guys have been carrying a torch for your wife for years. Both of them have been so desperate to get into Whitney’s pants it would’ve been funny if it wasn’t so damn serious,” she continued.

I blinked. “You’re fucking with me.”

The corner of her mouth turned up in a slight smile. Ever so slight, but it was definitely there. “Hold your horses and wait for the fun to begin, but not yet.”

“So they’ve seriously done all this because they want to get in Whitney’s pants?”

On the one hand I was pissed off that they’d gone to these lengths to try and get into my wife’s pants. It seemed like there was a lot of headache and heartache that’d been happening on this vacation that could’ve been avoided if…

Well, honestly I wasn’t sure how they could’ve avoided it. The whole thing was fucked up. Like if any of them had come up to us and proposed what was happening here tonight we probably would’ve laughed at them at first, then made plans to head home as soon as we realized they were serious.

“Scott and Dustin think this whole thing has been part of a plot for the two of them to finally get a chance to fuck Whitney,” Laura said, speaking plain and simple. “Which is true, to an extent, but mostly I’ve been pushing all this because I want to get with you. Sure that means maybe I pushed things a little too far a little too fast, but what can I say? The pussy wants what the pussy wants.”

I shivered again. That seemed to just be a thing that was happening with me. I also noted her phrasing. She was being very specific. The pussy wants what the pussy wants. Like she wasn’t interested in locking down forever with me or anything, but she was interested in fucking.

Which was more than fine with me. I wasn’t leaving Whitney, though I did worry she might not feel the same.

I reached down and put my hands on her for the first time since we’d come into the room together. I still couldn’t quite believe that I was finally in this room with Laura. I’d dreamed about this. I’d jerked off thinking about it plenty of times over the years.

Never did I think we’d be meeting under these circumstances, though. Never did I think we’d actually have a chance of getting together that wouldn’t immediately result in the end of my marriage and the life I’d built with Whitney.

“Well I’d hate to disappoint you after all that waiting,” I finally said.

What else could I say? I wanted to do more than talk. I could do this, and damn it I was going to do it! I leaned down and pressed my lips against hers. There was no hesitation this time. No guilt.

It also wasn’t a light kiss. This was no chaste peck on the lips. No, I devoured her. Our mouths opened to each other and I wrapped my arms around her as she jumped and wrapped her legs around me.

My cock pressed against her pussy. I started grinding against her as best I could considering she was suspended over me. I didn’t care. I needed her against me.

I turned around and pushed her down on the bed. I kept pressing my cock against her as we sucked face. As I moved a hand down and started exploring her body in the way I’d wanted to for so very long.

I moved my hands down and pulled up on her shirt. I needed to see her in all her glory. In a way I’d almost gotten to see her earlier. She held her arms up and obliged, keeping her eyes locked on mine as I pulled her shirt up and exposed her skin to me.

“Like what you’re seeing?” she asked, licking her lips as she stared at me.

“You know I love what I’m seeing,” I said.

Though the degree to which I loved what I was seeing scared me. Like if I could be this into what she was showing off then there was a good chance Whitney could also be this into what she was seeing with Scott.

I wouldn’t leave Whitney for Laura, but what if Whitney decided she was going to leave me for one of the guys? It was a thought that had me rock hard even as it terrified me and had me wondering exactly what we were getting into here.

“Amazing,” I said, staring at her.

I imagined she knew what was going to be happening tonight, because she wasn’t wearing anything underneath her shirt. So I was staring at her tits that were just the right size for her athletic frame.

“You’re sure you like what you see?” she asked, suddenly seeming unsure of herself.

“Why wouldn’t I like what I see?” I asked.

“Because I’m not as gifted as Whitney,” she said. “She was the one who ended up getting you, after all.”

“Laura, you’re amazing,” I said. “You always have been.”

I stared down at her. She stared up at me. It was another one of those moments that terrified me even as it turned me on. What if Whitney was having the same moment with Scott right now?

I pushed those thoughts away. I wasn’t going to worry about that. I was just going to enjoy the time we had together, even if it was only for tonight. Besides, if it was only going to be tonight then that was all the more reason to enjoy it while I could!

So I bent down and pressed my lips against hers as she moaned and started working at my shirt.


Chapter thirty-four

Hot and Heavy
Josh


Our tongues danced. Laura pulled my shirt off and then I was bare chested pressing against her body. She gasped and moaned as our bodies danced together.

Her tits felt amazing brushing against my chest. There was something about feeling a woman pressing against me that I never got tired of. Like I’d spent so many late nights dreaming about the day it would happen back before I could actually get a girl interested in me, and it was something that still felt amazing every time it happened.

That it was Laura doing it? Well that just added a new layer of hotness to it all.

She moaned into my mouth as I moved to the side ever so slightly. Just enough that our bodies were still pressing together, but off to the side so I could have better access to everything going on down below.

Meanwhile Laura was doing the same thing. Her hands snaked down and pressed against my cock. I groaned into her mouth, pressing my cock against her hands and willing her to do more. I needed to feel her feeling me, damn it!

“So big,” she gasped, pulling away from the kiss and looking down and licking her lips.

“You don’t have to blow smoke up my ass,” I said.

“I’m not,” she said. “I mean Dustin is also big, don’t get me wrong, but this…”

She gasped as my hands moved into her shorts and into her bikini bottoms. I guess she decided to keep wearing her bottoms. Not that I was complaining.

Her body pressed into my fingers as she kept gasping. She was humping my hand as I moved down between her legs and felt her pussy. Like her whole body jumped under my ministrations, and I fucking loved every minute of it.

“Fuck yes, Josh,” she gasped. “Just like that. Just fucking like that, please.”

That last bit turned to a whine as she continued pressing against me. Like she was trying to get more and more of my hand into her body. Which had me looking forward to when I got my cock in her!

“Fuck. Your pussy is so tight,” I gasped.

It was true. I mean sure a finger wasn’t the best way to measure that sort of thing, but she did feel tight. I curled my finger and stroked along the inside of her pussy with one finger while trying my best to work her clit with the other, and she jumped at the contact.

“Oh fuck, Josh,” she hissed. “Please. I need more of it. I need you.”

I leaned in and kissed her again. Though this time around it wasn’t as frenzied as before. No, this was more slow and sensual. This was the two of us coming together and exploring each other like we’d always wanted to.

I continued crooking my finger and pressing against her. It was something Whitney loved. Sure I knew all women were different, but it’d been so long since I’d been with another woman that I figured I’d go with the greatest hits for now and hope that was enough to get her going.

If the way she was gasping was anything to go on, it was definitely working!

“You like that?” I hissed at her.

“You fucking know I do,” she hissed right back at me. “But I need a hell of a lot more than your fingers inside me.”

“Yeah, well you’re going to take what you can get,” I said, grinning down at her and enjoying the way she looked up at me with a frustrated pout.

“That’s not fair,” she said.

I crooked my finger again. She didn’t seem to be ready for that, and her whole body jumped. I looked at her laid out before me and my breath caught.

I’d always thought she was beautiful, of course. I’d always thought she had an amazing body she was barely hiding under all those tight clothes she was always wearing.

Thinking she might have something amazing she was hiding under all those tight clothes and actually seeing her amazing body were two very different things, though.

I leaned down and sucked on one of her nipples. Her tits weren’t quite as big as Whitney’s, but that wasn’t a bad thing. She gasped and pressed up to meet my mouth as I licked around her tit.

Her gasping was getting more intense, and I started kissing down along her stomach as I really got into it.

“What are you…”

I didn’t give her a chance to think about what I was doing. Though it was probably pretty fucking obvious what I was doing considering the way I was kissing down her stomach. I even managed to keep my fingers in her, though it was hard to concentrate on what I was doing with my fingers when I was anticipating all the fun I was about to have with my tongue.

Finally I reached the top of her pussy and stuck my tongue out. I thought about Whitney earlier and all the fun she’d had with Allison. I wondered if she’d had some of the same feelings that were running through me now as I got ready to go down on one of our friends.

Hell, she probably had an even more conflicted time as she got ready to go down on Allison. After all, that was her first time going down on a woman.

I wasn’t sure what was going on with everything this weekend, but I did know that there were some things I wasn’t going to be doing even if I was getting into the moment. Like I couldn’t see myself getting so carried away that I went down on one of the guys.

Not that I judged someone who enjoyed that, but I was all about the pussy. It revealed a new side to my wife I hadn’t known about before that she was willing to do that in the heat of the moment.

“Are you ready?” I asked, looking up at Laura and enjoying the way her body was bucking. Like she wanted to get as much of me as possible.

“I’m ready,” she said. “What the fuck are you waiting for?”

“Patience is a virtue,” I said, still moving my finger that was buried inside her.

I quickly added my tongue to that mix, though. I wasn’t sure if this was going to be the only time I got with Laura, but I sure as fuck wanted to make sure we had a good time if it did turn out to be the only time I got with her.

So my tongue darted out and ran around her clit. Her reaction was immediate as she hissed and pushed her body to meet me.

“What the fuck are you doing to me, Josh,” she whined. “Dustin never did this for me.”

I had my own thoughts about a guy who wasn’t willing to go down on his wife, but I figured this wasn’t the time or the place. So instead I continued swirling my tongue around her clit trying to figure out what really did it for her.

I’d discovered long ago what worked for Whitney. Though not before we had a couple of awkward conversations where it turns out she was moaning because she thought that’s what she was supposed to do.

It’d taken some deprogramming to get her to cut that shit out, but she’d been all about it once she realized I was genuine in my desire to give her a good time.

And I was genuine in my desire to give Laura a good time. Part of it was selfless. I wanted to make sure she had a good time. Part of it, though, was very selfish. I wanted to make sure she had a good enough time that she’d want more of this.

And if I was willing to do something that even her husband wasn’t willing to do…

Well, I pushed those thoughts away. Better not to think about that for now, for all that it made my cock rock hard thinking about where that might lead.

I kept working, paying close attention to her body as she moved and shook on my tongue. Her hands moved down and ran through my hair, and she tried to pull me closer to her pussy.

I let her do it. Sure it was the lady equivalent of a guy pushing a woman’s head down towards his cock, but I didn’t care under the circumstances.

Finally I found something that really seemed to work for her. The gasps got louder, and her hips bucked up as she tried to get more of my tongue deep inside her.

She started to really moan, and I realized with a start that her moans were joining moans coming from other parts of the house.

I couldn’t separate Whitney from Allison, but I didn’t care. All I cared about was what was right in front of me. Sure it gave my cock a little bit of a twinge to think about Whitney getting up to some naughty fun out there, but I wanted to concentrate on Laura.

I swirled around her clit as she got louder and louder. The problem with that being I wasn’t sure if she was moaning louder and louder because she was really into what I was doing, or if she was moaning louder and louder because she thought she was in competition with the other women.

Whatever. I figured I was doing something right if she was moaning like that, so I kept at it.

Around and around my tongue went. Her hips churned. Her moans got to the point she was screaming every time I moved my tongue up and down her slit and then around her clit, and it was music to my ears.

Finally she reached a breaking point. She threw her hips out one final time to press against me, and I was treated to the intoxicating scent of her pussy and her arousal as she came on my tongue.

That was a moment I was going to remember forever as she held herself there, her body shaking. Finally it seemed to be too much for her, though. Slowly her ass lowered until it was down against the bed, and she stared down at me with an odd expression.

I was far from done, though. Her pussy was right in front of me, and I could see how turned on she was. I could see the mixture of her arousal and my spit, and I desperately wanted to feel more of that.

I climbed up over the bed, placing my cock at her entrance. She looked like she was exhausted from the fucking I just gave her, but she also looked more than ready for another round. She bit her lip as she looked up at me, and I figured that was all the permission I needed.

I pressed forward. Her pussy lips parted for me, then stopped. She grunted in surprise, looking down between our legs where our bodies came together.

“What the fuck,” she hissed.

I looked down to where the head of my cock was pressed against her pussy. Then I looked back up to her.

“I thought you said I was just as big as your husband?”

“I thought so, but clearly you’re bigger around than he was,” she hissed, panting as she looked down between our legs. “I didn’t think I’d have any trouble taking you, but…”

She trailed off in a long moan as I pressed into her again. I figured she was already good and lubed up thanks to all the work I’d done before, and sure enough I was right. Her pussy lips parted, and I was treated to the most delicious velvety tightness I’d ever felt.

I lost all thoughts of my wife in that moment. It was just me and Laura coming together as I pressed inside her. As I explored her depths with my body pressing against her. My eyes rolled into the back of my head as I pressed into her, and she kept gasping as her own eyes rolled into the back of her head.

It was intoxicating watching her. Knowing it was my cock that was giving her that incredible experience. I kept pushing into her until I felt our bodies finally come together.

I held myself there inside her, relishing the moment. It was one of those things where I knew I’d never fuck her like this again. I’d never get to be in her for the first time again.

“Fuck me,” she finally said, staring up at me.

“I want you to beg me for it,” I said.

She stared at me, her eyes going wide in obvious surprise. Then she smiled.

“I need you to fuck me,” she whined, pressing her hips up. “Please. Fuck me. I need to feel your cock in me.”

Well then. Who was I to deny a woman who asked that nicely? Though as I started fucking her I could tell I was in trouble.

“What’s wrong?” she asked when I slowed down.

“I don’t know if I’m going to be able to last very long if we keep this up,” I said.

Her smile only got wider. “I love it when a man tells me that. It lets me know I’m the hottest shit he’s ever fucked.”

She surprised me by pushing at me. I wasn’t sure what she was getting at, but then it became pretty fucking obvious as she tried to roll me on my side. I found myself rolling right along with her, and then she was on top of me staring down at me, her breasts sticking out proud and without a hint of sag.

Her whole body was laid out above me, and she was incredible. I could see every inch of her athletic frame. Right down to where it looked like she had the hint of a six pack.

That sent a flash of jealousy running through me. I’d had a six pack once upon a time, but it’d been a while thanks to the whole being an adult with kids thing.

“Here we go,” she said as she started moving her hips back and forth and really working on me. “I’m going to show you the good time you just showed me.”

She leaned back, and it was amazing watching her work. I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised that she was so good at fucking. She was in excellent shape, after all. Even Whitney had never been able to pull something quite like this off.

Her hands moved up and she seemed to be doing a dance of her own, her eyes closed as her hips churned and she fucked me for everything I was worth.

“Fuck, Laura,” I hissed, grabbing onto her hips and holding on for dear life.

What the fuck else could I do? It was like she was trying to suck the life out of me through my cock, and I fucking loved every minute of it!

“I need you to come for me, Josh,” she said, licking her lips as she stared down at me. “I need you to blow your load deep in my pussy. It’s begging for you. I need you to…”

She smiled as I groaned one final time, maintaining that death grip on her sides as I pulled her down one final time. Sure she was doing most of the work at this point, but it didn’t change that I could pull her down and hold her in place.

And that’s exactly what I did. I held her there as I shoved my cock deep inside her. As I blew a load inside my best friend’s wife.

And if the moaning happening elsewhere in the cabin was anything to go on, it sounded like something similar was playing out in the other parts of the cabin.

I could hear Whitney now. Her voice was distinct from Allison’s, for all that Allison also seemed to be having one hell of a good time with Dustin if the way she was moaning was anything to go on.

Maybe she didn’t mind that he wasn’t willing to go down on her. Maybe she was one of those lucky women who could get off from someone fucking her alone.

Whatever. I concentrated on Laura as I pumped her full of my seed. Her tits jiggled as she closed her eyes, and then she was coming yet again. All I could do was watch in fascination as she let out quiet little gasps.

Then it was over. She leaned down over me and pressed her body into mine, hitting me with delicious little kisses as her body rubbed against mine.

For a moment I thought maybe she was going to try and go for another round, but then she pulled off of me. Which disappointed me, to be sure, but I also didn’t care. All I cared about was all the fun we’d just had.

Not to mention there was still plenty of vacation left!


Chapter thirty-five

After
Whitney


“Oh fuck! Fuck yes! Fuck me, Scott! Fuck me!”

I wasn’t sure if I was moaning because of what he was doing to me, or if I was moaning because there was some part of me, deep down inside, that prayed and hoped Josh would be listening to everything.

I wondered if he was getting off more because he was finally getting a chance to fuck Laura, or if he was getting off more listening to me screaming and moaning.

I knew I what I hoped it was, and I knew what I was pretty sure it actually was, for all that it was a disappointment that he was probably getting off more on the idea of finally getting with her than he was at the idea of me getting railed.

“That’s it, Whitney,” Scott said.

He surprised me by grabbing my hair and pulling on it. I grunted in surprise, but I was also beyond the point where I was going to tell him I didn’t want him pulling that shit. Because if I was being perfectly honest, I fucking loved that he was pulling something like that.

I squeezed my eyes shut as my pussy squeezed his cock. It boggled the mind that he could fuck me like this. The man was a machine, and I fucking loved it.

Usually when I was with Josh he made sure to put in the time to make sure I got off before it was time for him to get off. Mostly because most of the time he was so overcome with lust that he had trouble with going off a little too soon.

Not that I’d ever complained. No, he always made sure I got mine before he got off, and I figured that was all a girl could ever ask for in a relationship. It was one of the reasons why I’d been willing to marry the guy.

Only now…

Well I was starting to realize there were a lot of roads to the same destination. I’d been disappointed at first when it didn’t seem like Scott was going to go down on me like Josh always did, but that disappointment rapidly disappeared when I realized he was a literal fucking machine.

I leaned down and bit into the pillow as he fucked me. I screamed into it, feeling my body catching fire all over. I didn’t know it could be like this. It wasn’t necessarily better than getting with my husband, don’t get me wrong.

It was definitely something new, though. Something exciting. Something different. And that made all the difference in the world.

His hands moved down to grab at me again. I frowned. He hadn’t done that in a while. I wondered if that meant something was changing. I almost turned to look around at him, but he gave my ass a small slap and I was pushed over the edge all over again.

I screamed loud enough for the whole cabin to hear me. It felt like it was echoing off the walls, and I didn’t care that my screams were joining in with Allison and whatever the fuck she and Dustin were doing.

I did worry, though. I didn’t hear Laura. What could that mean that I didn’t hear Laura? Were they even doing anything?

Guilt shot through me. What if they weren’t doing anything? What if I was up here being fucked by another man, and the entire time my husband was down in another part of the cabin having a chat with Laura instead of fucking her?

Scott grunted one final time. His cock started to twitch, and I was pulled away from my worries about whatever my husband was doing as I realized the big moment was finally here. He’d been fucking me relentlessly, but now it was coming to an end.

I felt another orgasm roar through me as I realized he was coming. This was it. It was the first time another man had come inside me since I got with my husband for the first time.

Sure there’d been times when other guys hit on me. There’d been times when I was tempted, if I’m being perfectly honest. That’d never stopped me from going back to have a good time with my husband, though.

I stayed there on all fours looking all around the room and wondering at the crazy series of events that brought me to this moment. I took in a couple of deep gasping breaths, trying to keep control, and finally collapsed when Scott seemed like he was done.

He pulled out of me, and it was a wet and lewd sound. It was the sound of fucking. It was the sound of pure lust.

I rolled over onto my back and stared up at him. He was on his knees where he’d been fucking me from behind, and his cock stood out proud like he hadn’t just fucked me for what felt like forever.

Though a quick glance at the alarm clock on the night stand next to the bed he shared with Allison told me we’d only been going at it for about twenty minutes. Only!

Twenty minutes. That would’ve been a record if I was doing it with my husband, and now I was thinking about it as “only” twenty minutes!

“You’re still hard after all that?” I asked, incredulous.

I mean sure Josh had still been hard on a few occasions when we were fucking like this, but I wasn’t used to the idea of fucking again so soon after the first fucking. It was one of those things where having kids meant you were getting in and out, quite literally in some cases, and then getting back to life.

Scott grinned down at me, and his cock twitched. “Are you trying to tell me Josh isn’t ready for you after round one?”

I frowned. That sounded almost like he was trying to insult my husband. I didn’t like that. I didn’t like that one bit.

“I mean… I don’t know. We’re usually so busy and everything. The kids and all. You know how it is.”

Scott laughed and fell down on the bed next to me. Though I noted his cock was still sticking up. I stared at it, marveling that I’d just had that thing inside me. Hell, I was still surprised I was even lying here next to one of our closest friends of so many years after fucking him!

“Yeah, I totally get where you’re coming from,” he said with a sigh. “There are times when it feel like we never get a chance to fuck because the kids are always coming in and fucking things up for us.”

“They are?” I asked, surprised.

I guess it shouldn’t be a surprise. I’d seen plenty of people complaining about that sort of thing online. I guess it was different hearing a friend from real life complaining about it, though.

“Yup. There have been so many times when I thought I was on the verge of getting some, but then a kid starts pounding on the door demanding a new juice cup or something,” Scott said with a sigh. “There are times when I really miss the good old days in college when it was just the two of us. Like I thought I had overwhelming responsibility back then, but I had no idea how easy I had it.”

I frowned. Sure life was more complicated in some ways. Sure I had to worry about the kids bursting in on us sometimes. Still, I wouldn’t change that for the world.

“I don’t know about that,” I said. “I think life always seems complicated and there’s always a lot going on, and the only reason things might seem less complicated in the past is because you’ve already lived through it and you know how things ended. It probably didn’t seem that simple and straightforward when you were living through it, though.”

“You are a wise Yoda with an amazing body, Whitney,” Scott said, leaning to the side and giving me an up and down look. He was drinking in my body like a starving man looking at a feast.

“Thanks,” I said, suddenly self-conscious. “But I think now is a good example of how things can be complicated.”

“How do you figure?” he asked, arching an eyebrow.

“I mean obviously there’s been some tension in our friend group for a while now if we’re doing something like this,” I said, looking down at my naked body and to where his come was leaking out of my pussy. “I guess we’re maybe resolving some of that now, but I have a feeling it’s going to make things more complicated before it makes them less complicated.”

“You might have a point there,” Scott said, still grinning. “But I think we’ll make it through?”

“How can you be so sure about that?”

“I mean Allison and I have done this a few times, and it’s worked out for us so far,” he said with a shrug, still grinning as he looked me up and down yet again.

It reminded me of my kids when they had a new toy they couldn’t stop playing with. Like we’re talking the kind of toy they insisted on taking everywhere. Even to the dinner table or in the bath when it wasn’t a bath toy.

I shivered thinking about the kind of fun I could have with Scott if I decided to become his bath toy.

“You and Allison have done it, sure, but look at what happened with Dustin and Laura. Clearly things didn’t work out quite so well for them considering the way they almost fucked things up for all of us.”

Scott frowned. “You might have a point at that. Look. I’m not saying things aren’t going to be complicated. Just that I think we’re going to work through it all before the week is over. Things even managed to work out for Dustin and Laura, right?”

I thought about that as I listened to Allison moaning on the other side of the house. Though I couldn’t hear Laura moaning. I’m not sure why that should be so disturbing, but it was.

“She’s not making any noise,” I muttered. “I don’t know why that bothers me, but it does.”

“What are you…”

Scott didn’t get a chance to finish that thought before I stood and made my way across the room. Though I stopped to gather my things. Not because I was worried about modesty or anything, not at this point, but mostly because I didn’t want to leave my clothes in their room. There was something that felt wrong about that.

“Where are you going?” Scott asked, looking disappointed that the fun was already coming to an end.

“I’m going to see what my husband is up to,” I said. “I need to see what he and Laura are doing.”

“Suit yourself,” Scott said with a shrug. “Just know you might be disappointed in what you find.”

“Says the guy who just got done reassuring me that everything’s going to work out,” I said, rolling my eyes.

I got the feeling Scott would be willing to say just about anything as long as it let him continue getting in my pants. Only he’d said just the wrong thing tonight, and I was more worried than ever about everything that was going on here.

I needed to go talk to Josh about all of this and figure out where we stood. Even if I was having trouble standing after the amazing fucking Scott just gave me!


Chapter thirty-six

Hashing it Out
Josh


“Ican’t believe they’re still going at it,” Laura said, looking over her shoulder.

We couldn’t exactly see their room. The door was closed so it’s not like there was any way to see in there. Still.

“I guess he’s having as good a time with Allison as he was having with my wife when he was trying to steal her from me,” I said, a bit of annoyance slipping into my voice as I thought about what they’d done.

“Oh come on,” Laura said, smacking my chest. “You know you were having a good time with me while he was having a good time with your wife. Seems like a fair trade to me.”

“I’m not sure I’d describe it like that,” I said, frowning. “Seems more like the two of you were trying to seduce us and make yourselves feel better about it.”

“Whatever,” Laura said, rolling her eyes. “The point is the two of you had a good time. Right?”

“I guess.”

I didn’t hear Whitney moaning anymore. I wondered what that meant. There was something worrying about not hearing her moaning anymore. It had me wondering what she was up to with Scott right about now.

“Y’know, we could always make some noise,” Laura said, looking over her shoulder again. She sounded annoyed. “It might let that bastard know…”

She trailed off. I’m not sure what she wanted that bastard to know. I did know it seemed like there were still some issues the two of them needed to work out, that was for damn sure.

“You were saying?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “I guess I should be okay with all this, but I’m also a little pissed off at the way he keeps going back and forth. He’s totally okay with watching me in a threesome even though he doesn’t want to get involved, then he gets pissed off when I’m in the middle of a threesome he didn’t want to get involved in, and now here we are this weekend an he’s jumping at every opportunity he can to get into everyone’s pants but mine.”

“I don’t know,” I said, thinking back to earlier this evening. “It seemed like the two of you were sharing one hell of a kiss earlier when we were playing the game.”

“Maybe,” she said with a sigh. “Either way, thanks for listening. I know it’s crazy we’re even having these conversations, but it’s nice to have someone I can talk to about all this.”

“Don’t mention it,” I said.

I paused as I heard a creak out in the hallway. I looked over to the door in time to see it push open, and Whitney stood there in all her glory.

And when I say she stood there in all her glory I meant she really stood there in all her glory. She wasn’t wearing a stitch of clothing. Then again, I guess there wasn’t much point in wearing a stitch of clothing considering everything that’d already happened tonight.

She stared between me and Laura, and there was an unreadable expression there. Like she didn’t know what to make of the two of us hanging out together. Like she wasn’t sure what she’d find when she walked in here.

It got at some of the deep insecurities that’d been running through my mind all night. Like sure it was hot getting with other people, it was hot knowing she was getting with someone and having a good time, but that didn’t change the fact that it was also crazy and dangerous.

The women locked eyes.

“Laura.”

“Whitney.”

Okay. Talk about a tense moment. I wondered if the two of them were about to get into a cat fight. Which might’ve been interesting once upon a time, but I didn’t want to be in the middle of them scratching and fighting.

I wouldn’t mind being in the middle of them, don’t get me wrong. Just not like that.

“Did you have fun, baby?” I asked.

Whitney turned her attention to me. The look she gave me was unreadable. Maybe she was annoyed. Maybe she was turned on. Maybe she was going to run off and find a divorce attorney because she was done with whatever good times we’d had.

Finally she shrugged and walked over to the bed. She hopped in on my other side, and I found myself in the enviable position of having two of the most beautiful women I’d ever known on either side of me.

“So did the two of you have a good time?” she asked, running a hand up and down my chest.

Though she was mostly moving that hand down my chest. Like we’re talking it was clear she had a goal in mind. Not that I minded where she was going. Her hand traced down and ran up and down the length of my cock, though she hesitated. Which she hadn’t done since the first time we got together long ago.

“Is something wrong?” I asked, grinning at her.

“It feels different,” she said, frowning. “There’s something…”

“That would be me,” Laura said. “He just got done fucking me, Whitney. That’s sort of the whole fucking point of this.”

My cock twitched hearing Laura talking like that. It was vulgar. It was naughty. It was everything my wife hadn’t been so far in our marriage, for all that she’d taken a turn for the naughty this week.

“Yeah, I guess it is,” Whitney said. “And I need to…”

She didn’t say anything else. Not that she’d be able to say much of anything else. Not when she leaned down and wrapped her lips around my cock. One moment she was at the head running her tongue around it, and then she’d buried my cock in her mouth which had my eyes rolling into the back of my head.

“Fuck, Whitney!” I hissed, utterly and totally surprised that she’d do something like that when I’d just fucked another woman.

Then again, I guess she’d had her fun with Allison earlier. Maybe this was something that’d awakened in my wife. Which was hot, but it was yet another thing to worry about.

What if she decided she liked women more than me?

She also didn’t act like she normally did when she was giving me a blowjob. There was none of the up and down. No, she was moving her tongue around my cock as she held it in her mouth. Almost like she was trying to get as much of Laura’s taste off my cock as she could.

Which only turned me on even more. Damn that was hot!

Finally she came up, and she took a couple of deep breaths as she squeezed her eyes shut.

“You taste good, Laura,” she said, opening her eyes and locking them with our friend.

My cock twitched. I wasn’t sure what to make of all this. I didn’t know where this was coming from, but I did suspect where it was going!

“Why thank you,” Laura said, suddenly looking unsure of herself. Which was an interesting look for her considering the way she’d been taking command and trying to manipulate the situation so far.

Whitney moved up so she was between the two of us. She leaned in and kissed me, and I was treated to the taste of my cock and my wife’s spit mixed in with Laura’s pussy.

It was an interesting combination. Something I never thought I’d get to enjoy, but now that it was happening I had to admit there was a certain fun to it!

Whitney turned to Laura next. There was a moment of hesitation as the two women stared at one another, but then Whitney leaned in and started kissing her as well. She moved so her body was on top of her, their breasts pressing together as their legs intertwined and they made out like there was no tomorrow.

I decided to hang back and let them do their thing. It was the kind of thing I’d always dreamed of seeing, like so many things that were happening this week, and I wasn’t going to get in the way if there was a fantasy moment playing out right in front of me!

I lost track of how long they made out. I simply stared and enjoyed something I only ever thought I’d get to see on my computer monitor. They let out quiet gasps and moans as their hands roamed up and down one another’s bodies.

I thought about grabbing my phone and trying to get a video of the moment, but thought better of it as soon as the thought occurred to me. I didn’t want to do anything that would interrupt them or the fun they were having.

Finally Whitney came up for air. She stared down at Laura, breathing heavily as their breasts pressed together. As their bodies came together. As their hips still did that churn while they pressed against each other with their legs intertwined.

I looked down between her legs and wondered what was going on down there. I wondered if she still had Scott’s come buried deep in her pussy, and there was something about that thought that excited me as I moved in. My cock brushed against Whitney, and that broke whatever spell was going on between the two of them.

“Did you fuck him?” I asked.

“I did.”

“Did you like it?”

“I did.”

“Then why did you come back here?”

Okay. So that last bit wasn’t meant to be part of the questioning, but I was genuinely curious. If she was having a good time with Scott then why the fuck would she come back here?

“Because I wanted to get back to you,” she said, staring between me and Laura. Her eyes flashed as she looked between the two of us. “I was worried because Laura wasn’t making any noise.”

Laura threw her head back and laughed. Whitney frowned as she stared down at our friend.

“I don’t see what’s so fucking funny about any of this,” she growled.

“What’s funny is I was about to start making some noise with your husband,” she said. “Like I wanted to enjoy my first time with him. Not make it about anything else. Only…”

Her eyes darted over to the door. Whitney had closed it behind her, but we could still hear Allison and Dustin carrying on. Which made me think maybe they were trying to be performative with their moaning and groaning.

I didn’t think anyone was that good in bed, but I really didn’t think Dustin was that good in bed based on what Laura told me about his technique.

Whitney grinned. “So do you want to maybe make some noise now?”

My cock twitched. I’d hoped this was going somewhere interesting when they started making out, but I definitely thought that was the case now!

Laura bit her lip and nodded. Oh hell yes!


Chapter thirty-seven

Three Way
Josh


Whitney moved down and started making out with Laura again. There was no hesitation from either of them. No, they locked lips and they were making out like there was no tomorrow.

Shit. With the way they were making out it was entirely possible there wasn’t going to be a tomorrow. At least for one of our relationships.

It seemed more and more like Laura and Dustin had some serious shit they needed to work out. And it had me wondering if the two of them were still going to be together when the weekend was over.

There was also still some very dangerous shit me and Whitney had to work through. I found myself wondering if we’d even be together by the time this was all said and done.

But in that moment I didn’t give a shit. No, I was watching my beautiful wife making out with another beautiful woman, and that had my cock hard. Which meant the brain down below was the one calling the shots.

In short: I didn’t give a fuck about consequences in that moment. No, I was thinking with my dick, and that’s all that mattered.

I ran a hand along Whitney’s back as she made out with Laura. I took a moment to enjoy the delicious sinful feeling of watching their bodies coming together. Seeing their breasts pressing together. Watching them running their hands up and down one another’s bodies as they really got into it.

I wanted to preserve that forever. It was almost enough to make me want to go and grab my phone, but I figured there was a chance that might ruin the moment.

The last thing I wanted was to do anything that might ruin the moment!

So instead I moved so I was positioned behind Whitney. Her ass stuck up in the air. I looked down at her pussy. I found myself wondering exactly what had happened between her and Scott.

I was pretty sure they’d fucked each other. It would be impossible for them not to have fucked each other. I didn’t see a world where he had my wife alone in his room and he didn’t get with her.

That sent a raging fire of jealousy coursing through my body all over again, but I was starting to get used to that raging fire of jealousy.

I was starting to welcome it as a friend, because along with it came my cock throbbing.

I grabbed Whitney’s ass. She let out a delighted moan and shook her ass as she pressed it back against my hand.

I figured that meant she was into what I was doing back here. So I started to squeeze and massage her ass. Which had her moaning and moving her ass from side to side again.

They stopped kissing for a moment. Laura turned to look and see what was going on. She grinned when she saw me behind my wife.

“Well what are you waiting for, sailor?” she asked. “There are two beautiful women here. Why don’t you take care of both of us?”

That seemed like just the thing to do. So I moved my hand down in between Lauren’s legs. Down between Whitney’s legs too, for that matter. It was impossible to get at the one without touching the other.

I found Laura’s pussy and pressed my finger inside. She was still so very wet and so ready to go.

I wondered how much of that was from all the fun we’d been having, and how much was because of how turned on she was at getting with my wife.

I decided I didn’t care. No, the only thing that really mattered was that I was fingering her. I kept pressing my finger in and out of her, and she started to squirm and moan.

Whitney turned and looked over her shoulder at me. She looked just a touch annoyed.

“What?” I asked.

“Stop interrupting the fun,” she said.

“As far as I see, he’s adding to the fun,” Laura said, grinning at me.

Whitney looked between the two of us. It was one of those expressions that was unreadable. Though I got the feeling from many years of marriage that she was pissed off about something.

Then she finally sighed, rolling her eyes.

“I’m not going to get you away from your new toy, am I?”

I blinked. “What are you talking about?”

“Come on, Josh,” she said. “I know you’ve been fantasizing about fucking Laura for years. You’re not going to give up the opportunity to get with her just because your wife is in the room and you’re pretending to be interested in me.”

There was the barest hint of accusation in her voice. I stopped and wondered how true that was. I was excited to be with Whitney, as always, but I was more excited that Laura was still in the room.

Not to mention I was getting an opportunity to try that threesome I’d always wanted. That more than anything had my cock throbbing.

“Come on, Whitney,” I said. “You know you’re the only woman for me.”

“I know I’m the only woman for you, but I also know you want to play with your new toy. And besides, I think I promised you something on our first night here, and it’s time for me to follow through.”

I blinked again, wondering what she could possibly be talking about. Sure we’d said a lot of things since we got here. We’d had a lot of weird conversations that pushed the boundaries of our marriage. Conversations I never would’ve imagined happening before.

“You don’t even remember?” she asked, again with that hint of accusation. “Is that how obsessed you are with getting in Laura’s pants?”

“In all fairness, that obsession should be over,” Laura said. “He already got that, after all.”

“You’re not helping,” Whitney said, turning her irritated look on Laura.

“Sorry,” Laura said, putting her hands up. Then she started chewing on her lip. “All this introspection about your relationship is well and good, but it seems like we have a good time in the offing. Maybe we should get back to that?”

“I think a lack of introspection is what’s causing you and Dustin to have so much trouble,” Whitney shot back.

“Ouch,” Laura said. “But I probably deserved that.”

“Come on, Whitney,” I said. “If you have a problem then we can end this now, but we don’t have to go back and forth like this.”

She stared at me. I could see the wheels turning in her head. I could see her wondering if I was telling the truth, or just telling her what I thought she wanted to hear.

Finally she smiled. I guess whatever she saw in my face, she liked it.

“You’re not bullshitting me, are you?”

“I’d never bullshit you,” I said.

Okay, so that wasn’t entirely true. We’d been married long enough that there were lots of little white lies I bullshitted her about on the regular. Stuff that kept the relationship healthy.

Like how it drove me nuts that she always kicked her socks off on the bedroom floor and I always had to pick them up. That shit drove me batshit insane, but I dealt with it rather than turning it into a giant argument. One of the secrets to a successful marriage and all that.

“You’d really stop right now if I asked you to?” she asked, glancing between me and Laura. “Even though you’re getting with the girl of your dreams right now?”

I leaned down so I was right beside the two of them. That was the only way I could get close to her considering she was still right on top of Laura. I stared directly into her eyes and smiled.

“Whitney. You’re the woman of my dreams. It’s been fun getting with Laura, and I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t always dreamed of that, but you’re the only one for me.”

Her grin only got wider. “I hoped you’d say something like that.”

“I’m hurt that you’d ever think I wouldn’t say something like that,” I said.

“Well since you’ve been such a good boy, I’m going to go ahead and give you what I promised. Even if you are a big idiot who can’t remember that promise.”

“I’m gonna be honest, baby,” I said. “I’ve had so many crazy things coming at me since we started this vacation that I’d have trouble remembering much of what happened this morning, let alone back at the start of vacation.”

“You’re not going to have any trouble remembering this,” she said, winking and leaning in to hit me with a kiss.

I let her give me that kiss. It was a fun sort of kiss. The kind of kiss that had my toes curling in a most delightful way.

Then she jerked her head. “Go on. Get back there so you can have your fun.”

I frowned, having no idea what she was talking about. Still, she seemed to know what she was on about, and so I figured I’d go along with it.

Besides. I’d like to see anyone who didn’t want to go along with their beautiful wife when she was on top of their beautiful friend getting ready to have a very good time.

So I moved behind her. Meanwhile she leaned down and started kissing Laura again. Only this time they didn’t get nearly as hot or heavy.

Which was a disappointment, to be sure, but I tried not to let that disappointment show.

Again, it was a situation where I desperately didn’t want to do anything that would ruin the fun that was obviously in the offing here.

I didn’t have to wait long before things started to get really interesting again, either. No, she started kissing her way down along Laura’s body. First to her neck, nuzzling and sucking on it, and then moving lower until she was circling Laura’s breasts with her tongue.

Then she was moving down Laura’s stomach, and I got the feeling everything that had happened with Allison earlier while we were playing truth or dare wasn’t a fluke.

Finally she moved down until she was between Laura’s legs, and the first thing that ran through my head was I was really glad we’d gotten a cabin that had king-size beds. I didn’t think we’d be able to do something like this in some of the smaller beds in the smaller cabins we’d rented back in college.

Then again, if something like this had happened back then I’m sure we would’ve made it work somehow.

Whitney didn’t waste any time diving between Laura’s legs. She started licking, and Laura’s reaction was immediate. Her breasts pressed up, and she started gasping and moaning like there was no tomorrow.

Though there was a pause. Whitney turned around to stare at me, a slightly odd expression on her face.

“What?” I asked, wondering where this was going now.

“She taste like you, you naughty boy,” she said.

“That makes sense,” I said.

Whitney rolled her eyes and dove back between Laura’s legs. Meanwhile she pushed her ass up and started moving it back towards me.

I figured that was an invitation if there ever was one, and so I leaned forward and pressed my cock against her entrance.

And that’s when it hit me. This was what Whitney had promised me. Me fucking her from behind while she went down on Laura. A chill ran through me.

I wondered if Whitney had any inkling this would happen when she made that promise. I was pretty sure that was just pillow talk, but it was funny how it was coming true.

I sank into her with a sigh.

The first thing I noticed was how different she felt. Not stretched out or anything like that. I wasn’t some idiot who thought that was a possibility. That’s not how women’s anatomy worked, for all that sometimes it felt like people writing with one hand on the Internet seemed to think so.

Funny how the kind of person who wrote that sort of thing was exactly the kind of person to never actually have contact with a woman’s pussy in the first place, but whatever.

No, the way she felt different was…

Everything felt more slick. Like when we’d used lube in the past. I stared down at her, uncomprehending, and then it hit me like a bolt of lightning straight from the heavens.

“Fuck,” I groaned as I started fucking her.

It was the only thing I could think to do. There was another man’s come deep inside my wife, and I desperately needed to fuck her. I couldn’t explain where the urge came from, just that it was there.

I started pounding into her and she dove between Laura’s legs. I fucked her like I was a drowning man and this was the only way to get to shore. I fuck her with a desperation I’d never felt before. Not even back when I was a young man trying to find some company for the night and it was never a sure thing like when I was married.

I pounded into her over and over, my cock plunging in and out of my wife’s pussy, and she started moaning. That moaning seemed to do something for Laura who threw her head back, tossing her hair from side to side as she squeezed her eyes shut and started moaning along with us.

I couldn’t help it. I let out a guttural and primal cry as I pressed myself into my wife. As I fucked her in the way I’m sure Scott had fucked her just a little while ago.

That coupled with the sensory overload was too much for me. With one final powerful thrust I shoved myself deep in Whitney, holding her sides in a vice grip, and blew load after load deep inside her pussy.

Not that it was a problem that I came so quick. It seemed like the ladies were just as turned on, and they started screaming as well. We all joined together in a primal yell that seemed to go on forever, but it couldn’t have lasted all that long even as Whitney’s body shuddered and shook under me as she was hit with the force of her orgasm.

Finally we started to trail off, though. I collapsed on the bed in between two beautiful women, looking back and forth and thinking about how lucky I was to get this amazing moment with them.


Chapter thirty-eight

The Morning After
Whitney


“Josh. Josh, what are you doing?”

I moved back and forth. I looked down between my legs, only it was Dustin down there. Not my husband. His tongue was moving up and down, and he was really good at that!

Which surprised me. There was something that seemed off about that. Laura had complained on a few occasions that he wasn’t willing to go down on her. I wondered why…

I squirmed. There was something odd. His face changed, and then it was Scott down there. That made a little more sense, though not much. Hadn’t Dustin been down there just a moment ago?

Finally that face changed to my husband. I blinked, and I was in our room back home worrying about somebody walking in on us. No, I was in the cabin. In the room I shared with Josh here.

In the room he shared with Laura.

Speaking of Laura…

I blinked and there she was between my legs. Morning light streamed in through the windows. She looked up and grinned.

“About time you woke up!”

I didn’t get a chance to think about much of anything else. No, she dove back between my legs, her tongue working on overtime as she moved it up and down and around.

And let me tell you. She was every bit as experienced as her husband supposedly wasn’t. When she went down on me I could tell she knew what she was doing!

I wondered if that was because she knew what she liked, or if it was because she’d done this sort of thing with other women before. Then I decided I didn’t care as long as it felt good!

“Oh fuck, Laura,” I said, squeezing my eyes shut and leaning back.

This was definitely different, but it felt good. I suppose this was a part of me that had been awakened as a result of everything that happened this weekend. This was something that was going to take some getting used to, because I realized it was going to be a part of me from now on, whether I liked it or not.

And so I decided to just enjoy the sensations. After all, she was good at what she was doing.

It didn’t take long before I felt a familiar tingle running through me. But that was helped by someone else coming up next to me and cupping my breast.

I opened my eyes and turned to see Josh right there. He was slightly damp. Clearly he just got out of the shower, but he looked more than willing to join in on the fun.

“Fuck, baby,” I hissed.

“Are you having fun?” he asked.

“This is the best vacation ever!”

“I thought you might say something like that,” he said, grinning as he leaned in to kiss me.

And that’s when it hit me. The delicious orgasmic feeling that had been threatening. It exploded all through my body, and I had to hold onto my husband for dear life. He was my anchor to reality.

When it was finally done I stared between the two of them.

“Did you plan that?”

“Not at all,” Josh said, shrugging and grinning at me. “I told Laura I was going to take a shower, and when I came back she was down between your legs having a good time.”

“Sorry. After seeing you having fun with Allison last night and you being so nice to me, I decided I had to repay the favor,” Laura said.

“Boy did you repay the favor!” I said, falling back against the bed and staring up at the ceiling.

Thoughts ran through my head. Tumbled through my head, is more like it. Everything we’d done recently kept flashing through my mind. Memories of all the craziness.

I shook my head. “This is insane.”

“Maybe,” Josh said with a shrug. “But we’re going through the insanity together, and that’s all that really matters, right?”

“I suppose,” I said.

Though I felt a pang of guilt as I looked between the two of them. We were supposed to all split off and spend time with other people last night. Sure Scott got to have a little bit of fun with me, but then I left him and came back to my husband.

He didn’t get the full night experience. I wondered if he’d be upset about that. It seemed like something that was almost as shitty as the stuff Dustin and Laura had pulled on us at the beginning of the weekend.

I shook my head and pushed those thoughts away. No, I was just going to live in the moment and have fun. That’s all that mattered.

“So you might want to go take a shower,” Josh said. “I know we all had a lot of fun last night, and you might want to wash some of that away.”

I shivered. We all had a lot of fun last night. I’d been fucked so many times I’d lost track of it. This week really was getting crazy!

But I stood from the bed. I was surprised I wasn’t a little wobbly in the knees. After everything that happened it seemed like I should be having trouble walking, but I seemed just fine.

“Are you okay?” Josh asked.

“I think I’m going to be fine,” I said, though I wasn’t so sure about that.

“If you say so,” he said, though he still looked at me like he was worried something was wrong.

“Really, I’ll be fine,” I said. “I just need a shower.”

“I should probably head back to my room and do the same,” Laura said.

I felt another pang of something at her words. I couldn’t quite describe it.

With a start I realized it wasn’t guilt. No, I was disappointed she wasn’t going to join me for my own shower. I guess I’d been hoping the fun might continue.

Maybe she could see some of the disappointment written plain on my face, because she walked across the room and put a hand to my cheek.

“Don’t you worry, though,” she said, grinning at me. “We’re going to have plenty more fun as the week goes on. We’ve still got almost half of our vacation ahead of us, right?”

“Right,” I said, grinning at her.

So I went and took that shower, and I had to admit it was actually kind of refreshing to not have to worry about somebody pawing at me and trying to fuck me for at least a moment.

Even though I couldn’t wait until I got back out into the cabin and got to enjoy some more fun like what we’d already been enjoying.

For the moment, though, I let the water run down over my body. A body that, apparently, had become the object of desire for every other person in our friend group.

Which was a surprise. I’d never thought I was all that special. I’d always felt a little jealous of Laura, to be honest. I’d always seen the way my husband looked at her. It made me feel inadequate. Like he’d rather be with her than me.

Even some of those jokes we always made about how things might’ve been different if we’d met each other in a different order had stung just a little. There’d always been that nagging doubt in the back of my mind that he might’ve gone with Laura instead of with me.

I felt a little better about that after last night, though. Whatever was going on between the two of them, he’d made it clear I was his one and only. That made me feel a whole hell of a lot better about everything we were doing this week.

It also made me a lot more likely to go through with more fun. I almost wondered if that was his cynical way of trying to get me to do more, but then I pushed those thoughts away.

Josh had been sincere. Josh loved me. He wouldn’t do something like that to me.

At least I hoped he wouldn’t. If he was capable of doing something like that then I suppose that was the end of our marriage regardless of what we did with some of our friends this week.

I pushed those thoughts out of my head as I stepped out of the shower and looked at myself in the mirror. I smiled.

Yeah, it was a confidence boost to have so many people lusting after me. Clearly I had something, even if I couldn’t see what that something was. And I was going to enjoy it for the rest of the week!

I put on a new bikini, this one even more scandalous than the ones I’d worn yesterday. I’d almost hadn’t brought it at all, but Josh had convinced me. Which almost had me wondering if he had some inkling of where this week was going, but I pushed that thought away along with all the others I’d been pushing away. There was no way he could’ve known.

Could he?

I shook my head. No, there was no way he could’ve possibly known where things were going when this all started. He would’ve told me about it.

Not to mention he was pretty bad about lying. I could always tell when he was making shit up.

“Wow. We’re going all out, aren’t we?” he asked, letting out a low whistle as he got a good look at me.

“What’s it to you?” I asked.

I glanced at myself in the mirror again. Even with everything that’d happened this weekend, I found myself wondering if maybe it was a bit much. Like we’re talking the thing was mostly some strings that were barely holding the material together.

It’s the kind of thing I would’ve worn when we were on our honeymoon out in Hawaii. Not the kind of thing I should be wearing when we were hanging out with our friends. And yet here I was.

“I’m not complaining at all,” he said, shaking his head and laughing. “But you realize you’re going to have everyone in this place trying to get in your pants, right?”

I looked down. My “pants” were nonexistent. The thing barely covered my tits up above, and it was barely covering my business down below, for that matter.

“I don’t know that I have much in the way of pants to get into,” I finally said with a sigh. “Though I guess you’re right. It does feel like everyone has been going crazy about getting with me this weekend.”

Josh came up behind me and wrapped his arms around me. I felt the familiar hardness of his cock pressing into my ass. I shimmied against him just enough to let him know I felt that thing back there and I welcomed it.

Also? As always I felt a little thrill running through me. The kind of thrill that let me know I was alive, and that I’d married the right man. I figured as long as I kept getting that kind of thrill everything was right in the world.

Even if I was getting some thrills with other men this weekend!

“So can I ask you something?” I asked.

“Considering what’s been going on this weekend, you can ask me anything you want,” he said. “What’s on your mind?”

I took a deep breath and held it. Then I let it out. Meanwhile Josh arched his eyebrow.

“That sounds like you have something really serious you want to go over,” he said, then he chuckled. “Though honestly if it’s a conversation about everything that happened last night then I can tell you we probably should’ve had those conversations before everything happened.”

I rolled my eyes as I turned to look him up and down.

“Have a seat,” I said. “Because we do have some stuff we need to clear out before we go out there and I find myself getting thrown to the wolves again.”

“Sure thing,” he said, though he seemed more nervous now.

Maybe he thought this conversation wasn’t going to go well. Which felt a little odd, but whatever. I needed to hash this out and get an honest answer from him, damn it, for all that it was my own insecurity talking even after everything that’d happened.


Chapter thirty-nine

Radical Honesty
Josh


Ilicked my lips as I sat down on the bed. Laura had disappeared to go see what Dustin was up to, so it was just me and Whitney.

Which felt odd considering everything that’d happened last night. It felt somehow wrong that it was just the two of us in here. Like we should have a third person in here.

“So what’s up?” I asked.

I tried to keep my voice carefully neutral. I was worried the other shoe was about to drop. I’d been waiting for the other shoe to drop ever since the first time I started getting with Laura in the lake.

I figure it was only a matter of time. Sure things had gone well last night and all, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t change her mind. People were complicated, and what we were doing was really fucking complicated.

Whitney sat in silence for a long time, and I tried not to let it get to me. Both because I knew she liked to do that to try and get me to talk when she was annoyed about something I’d done, and because I didn’t have anything to say. I was going to let her lead this conversation.

“I keep noticing something this weekend,” she said, turning and hitting me with a sharp look.

Then she went silent again. Like she didn’t know what to make of what she kept noticing this weekend. Though I had a pretty good idea of what she was talking about.

“Listen. I know we went over this last night, but I want to make it clear to you. I might think Laura is hot, sure, but that doesn’t mean I want her more than you. You’re the one I married.”

Whitney blinked, and I knew I’d said the wrong thing. At least I hadn’t given anything up like I usually did when she pulled that trick on me.

“What are you talking about?” she asked, frowning. “I thought we got through that last night. I know you’re my husband, no matter what fun we might have with other people.”

“Thank goodness,” I said, letting out a relieved sigh.

“Though you have me wondering if there’s something I should be worried about considering how you keep coming back to that,” she said, arching an eyebrow.

“Sorry,” I said. “I just want to make sure everything is okay between us. I figure if we’re going to do something like this without winding up like Laura and Dustin then we’re going to need some radical honesty with each other.”

“Maybe you’re right, at that,” she said, looking off into the distance and sighing again. “I could use some of that radical honesty right about now.”

“What do you need me to be radically honest about?” I asked when it was clear she wasn’t going to tell me anything.

“I mean… it’s just that everyone this weekend has been talking about me like I’m some great prize to be won or something,” she said.

“And?”

“And I’m not anything all that special,” she said, turning to me. “I mean sure I know I got you to marry me somehow, but I don’t see what the big deal is. There’s never been anything special about me. Not compared to Allison or Laura. Both of them are so beautiful, and I’m just me.”

“Oh honey,” I said, wrapping an arm around her.

Which had me very aware of how good she felt. She was wearing practically nothing, after all. I could scarcely keep from saying something when I saw her packing this bikini. I knew saying something would have her having second thoughts, and that would mean she wasn’t going to wear the thing.

Only now she was going to wear it. Of course compared to everything else that’d happened it’s not like this string bikini was all that much.

“Don’t you ‘oh honey’ me, Mister,” she said, pushing back at me.

Which surprised me. I didn’t know why she’d be pushing me away. I pulled away from her and looked her up and down.

It was a distracting look. I was attracted to my wife no matter what. Like we’re talking she could wake up and have a severe case of dragon breath and I’d still want nothing more than to get with her.

Now, though…

Well, let’s just say that was a dangerous outfit for her to be wearing right about now. It was the kind of outfit that made me want to throw her down on the bed and have my way with her right now, and fuck whether or not we should go out and meet our friends.

Hell. With the way things had been going lately I figured it was entirely possible our friends might decide to come in and join us once they realized what was going on in here!

Only I was still confused.

“Why are you pushing me away?” I asked.

“Come on,” she said. “You’re trying to make me feel better about the fact that you think Allison and Laura are better looking than me.”

I frowned. “But aren’t you the one who was just telling me everything is going to be okay because you know I’m going to come home to you at the end of the day?”

To say I was thoroughly confused right about now would be the understatement of the century, let me tell you.

“I mean yes,” she said. “But knowing you’re going to come back to me at the end of the day and knowing you think Allison and Laura are hotter than me are two very different things, y’know?”

“I’m sorry, but I’m confused.”

“You’re confused because you have the hots for them?”

“No, I’m confused because I don’t know where you’re getting the idea that they’re somehow hotter than you.”

She blinked. Okay. Maybe she wasn’t expecting that line of attack.

Still. I had to wonder what she was smoking. For all that I knew she wasn’t into smoking much of anything. Whether we were talking about smoking a little something something that might make you feel better, or your average cigarette. Though we had enjoyed edibles on at least one occasion, for all that we lived in a backwards fucking state that was probably going to be one of the last states in the union to legalize it.

“Well they’re hotter than me,” she finally said. “I’d think that much would be self-evident.”

“Yeah, the only problem there is it’s not really self-evident that they’re hotter than you,” I said, talking slowly as I thought through this problem.

It was clear something had put the zap on her head. It was clear she was having trouble realizing she was the hottest of hotties, thank you very much.

“Wait. Do you really have no idea that you’re the hottest woman here?”

Whitney blinked. Yup. She wasn’t expecting that. Then she threw her head back and started laughing.

“Um. I don’t see what’s so damn funny,” I said.

“You don’t see what’s so damn funny?” she asked. “You’re here with Allison and Laura, and you’re trying to make me think I’m somehow hotter than those two? It’s ridiculous!”

“Maybe you think it’s ridiculous,” I said, feeling a touch insulted. “But it’s the truth. Why do you think everyone has been so eager to get with you?”

“I mean… you were eager to get with Laura,” she said, giving me an up and down. “What’s the difference?”

I sighed. “You keep coming back to Laura, and if you’re going to keep doing that then there might be an end to the fun we’re having this weekend.”

The look that passed across her face when she realized I was being totally serious would’ve been comical were it not for the fact that things were so… well, serious. She looked like a kid who’d just gotten a toy to play with, only it was being taken away and that was the last thing she wanted.

“What are you talking about?” she asked.

“What I’m talking about is I don’t know how many ways I can tell you I’m not interested in Laura or anything she has to offer,” I said.

Whitney hit me with a look, and I immediately knew I’d put my foot in my mouth. I grinned at her to try and take some of the bite out of this.

“Well, there are some things I’m interested in, obviously, but you’re the whole package. Not to mention you’re the most beautiful woman in the world as far as I’m concerned. Not to mention it’s a huge turn on to know the guys are so turned on thinking about getting with you.”

“It is?”

“Of course it is. Why else do you think I’d be so into all of this?”

She hit me with another one of those knowing looks. Another half smile. I blushed as I realized that, once again, I’d opened my big mouth and put my foot in it.

“I mean obviously I’m into this partially because I get a chance to get with Laura or Allison. Still hoping for the latter to happen at some point this weekend if we play our cards right.”

“I’m sure that’s going to happen,” Whitney said, leaning in to hit me with a kiss that distracted us for a little bit. She winked when she pulled away. “I figure Scott owes us for everything that happened last night, after all.”

“So did he fuck you?” I asked, suddenly very interested in what happened with her and Scott.

She took a deep breath, then sighed. “Would it be a terrible thing if he did?”

“It would be an amazing thing if you fucked him last night,” I said.

I was surprised to realize I truly meant that. It really would be amazing if she fucked him last night. My cock was throbbing thinking about my wife fucking him last night. My cock throbbed thinking about watching her fucking someone.

I think that was the only disappointment I had about this whole thing. I hadn’t actually gotten a chance to watch her having her fun with any of them. I really wanted to make that happen before the week was over.

“I still don’t get it,” she said. “You’re supposed to tell me I’m the hottest thing you’ve ever seen, but the rest of them…”

“I mean, they’re not going to say anything in front of their wives or anything, but it’s pretty obvious Scott and Dustin have been carrying a torch for you for years,” I said with a laugh.

“What are you talking about?” she asked.

“I mean guys talk about that kind of stuff.”

“They do?”

“You’re telling me you don’t talk about us with each other?” I asked, arching an eyebrow as I looked at her.

Whitney blushed, and I knew I had her. I knew she’d totally talked about us with the other girls.

“Busted,” I said, leaning in and elbowing her in the side. Which meant her tits started jiggling in a most delightful and distracting way.

“Okay, so maybe we talk about you from time to time,” she said. “But I’m surprised to hear that you talk about your wives with other men.”

“Why would that surprise you?”

“Because that doesn’t seem like the kind of thing a bunch of guys would do,” she said with a shrug. “Like aren’t you supposed to keep everything secret? Bottle up your emotions and all that stuff they’re always saying about guys?”

“Yeah, that’s not true at all,” I said. “It might be more like bragging rights than it is with women, but we definitely talk about the women we get with. And believe me when I tell you they’ve always been very jealous that I was the one who managed to catch you.”

“I don’t believe it,” she said.

“Well you should believe it,” I said. “Both of those guys totally have the hots for you. They’ve totally had the hots for you since the first time they laid eyes on you. They’ve told me they want to get with you for years now, and this week has to be the culmination of one hell of a fantasy for them. Sure I might want to get with Laura, but you’re definitely the hottie of the group.”

She stared at me like she didn’t believe it. Then she blinked.

“You’re serious, aren’t you?”

“I am,” I said, grinning. “Now it’s time for you to get out there and be the fantasy they’ve always wanted!”

She grinned right back at me. I had the feeling things were about to get a hell of a lot more interesting than they already were, and that was saying something considering the week we were having!


Chapter forty

New Hotness
Whitney


Itook a deep breath as I stepped out into the hallway. Then I looked down the hall just a bit to where Laura and Dustin’s room was. I was tempted to go over there and see what was happening with the two of them, but then I thought better of it.

It seemed like they had some shit they were working through this week. I didn’t want to get into the middle of it. I really didn’t want to step into the middle of things if everything Josh just told me was true.

I mean sure I’d seen guys staring at me over the years. I knew I was attractive, but I’d never thought it was to the degree Josh just said.

I guess I’d always assumed I was okay, but I didn’t hold a candle to women like Allison and Laura. I’d always wondered why men looked at us like we were in the same league, and I was starting to get an inkling of a feeling as to exactly why that was the case.

Yeah. I figured me walking into their room wearing this bikini would be the equivalent of dropping a bomb on their marriage.

“You ready to do this, babe?” Josh asked, reaching down to take my hand.

He gave that hand a squeeze. Which was a good thing. I was starting to feel my pulse pounding. Like I worried my heart was going to go pounding straight out of my chest if we kept this up. And we still had almost half the week to go!

“Yeah, I’m ready to do this,” I said.

I wasn’t sure if I was ready to do this.

We walked down the hallway and stepped out into the living room. I glanced over to the kitchen and saw Allison standing there cooking something that smelled delicious.

“What’s on the menu today?” I asked, walking up behind her.

I wrapped my arms around her. Which was new. I mean sure we’d hugged before, but there was something way more intimate about the way I was hugging her now. There was something intense about it. Something singularly sexy in a way our relationship hadn’t been before.

Also? I totally think she got that there was a big difference between what had come before and what was happening between us now, because she wiggled her ass against me, which sent a shiver running through me.

Sure I didn’t have a cock for her to press against. That was one of the glorious things about rubbing my ass against my husband. There was always that hardness pressing against me.

Still. This felt good. I moved a hand up and cupped her breast. She was in a T-shirt, it wouldn’t make much sense to cook bacon wearing as little as possible, but she wasn’t wearing a bra.

I played with her nipple, tracing my fingers around it. She let out a quiet gasp, putting one of her hands down against the counter next to the stove.

“You’re gonna have to give that a rest for a minute,” she finally said, her body quivering as she did.

“Oh yeah?” I asked, leaning forward and whispering in her ear. I also nibbled at her earlobe.

Hey, what can I say? I’d discovered something about myself last night. Maybe it was something I’d always known but was sort of afraid of on some level. The point was, I wanted to explore this new side of me as much as I wanted to explore Dustin and Scott.

“I need to cook this, and you’re going to cause an accident if you keep that up,” she hissed.

I moved down to her neck, but then I pulled away. I thought I heard her let out a quiet whimper of disappointment as I pulled away. Which was too bad, but I wasn’t going to bother her while she was doing something that could turn potentially dangerous if she was distracted.

“Fine. Have it your way,” I said with a shrug.

“Thank you,” she said, though it came out more as a growl.

“Any time,” I said, moving to the coffee machine. Someone had been nice enough to start it earlier, so I poured myself a cup and took in a deep breath.

There was something that was always amazing about that first cup of coffee in the morning when you were on vacation. Something that was almost magical knowing the whole day was ahead of me and I could do whatever I wanted with it.

Though as I turned to look at Allison in that baggy T-shirt that showed off hints of her curves without giving everything away I could think of a few things I wanted to be doing by the end of the day.

“Stop looking at me like that,” she said, turning and looking at me as she brushed a lock of her bright red hair away from her face.

“Like what?” I asked, arching an eyebrow.

I was having fun with this. It was like hearing Josh talking about how much everyone here wanted me gave me permission to be a little naughty in a way I’d never been naughty before. It filled me with a confidence that had me wanting to explore and try new things.

“You know what I’m talking about,” she said. “Let’s just say you were the most interesting thing to happen to me last night.”

I looked around to make sure Dustin wasn’t in the room. It would be just my luck that he’d show up right when we were about to have a conversation about his inadequacies in the bedroom. Even Laura seemed a little disappointed in her husband, which was a shame.

I tried to imagine being stuck in a marriage with a guy who wasn’t all that good in the bedroom. I couldn’t imagine it, though. Josh had always been a very good performer, thank you very much.

“You didn’t have much fun with Dustin last night?” I asked, lowering my voice to a whisper.

“I mean he was fine and everything,” she said with a shrug, still pushing bacon around on the pan. She grinned as she stared at me. “It’s just that it was nothing compared to the fun I got to have with you. Talk about unexpected, but really fun!”

“Yeah, unexpected but a lot of fun,” I said, taking another sip of my drink. “That sums up a lot of stuff that’s happened on this vacation.”

“You know it, and we’re just getting started,” Allison said. “We’re going to have to draw straws to see who gets with Dustin, though.”

I giggled, but kept my thoughts on Dustin to myself. He’d been pretty fun for me, after all. Sure some of that was probably because of the forbidden nature of what we’d been doing, but whatever. I wasn’t going to write him off entirely until I’d had a chance to get with him again.

I wondered when that would happen. It felt like this morning was full of potential, after all. There was a chance everything would blow up in our faces and someone might decide they were done with this. There was also a chance we’d all wind up in a pile fucking and sucking each other.

I walked over to the couch and sat down. I looked around at the place, and everything felt different.

I thought of everything that’d happened here last night. It seemed crazy that we’d let things go that far. Then again, if I’d been lusting after someone for years wouldn’t I take the opportunity to get with them if it came along?

I looked across the room to Allison again. I thought about all the times I’d thought she looked so pretty. I thought about all the times I’d been jealous of her, and how that jealousy had turned out to be so much more than simple jealousy.

And now here I was. I guess I got to fulfill a fantasy with someone I’d been thinking about for years too. I just hadn’t realized I’d been lusting after her for years.

“Good morning everyone,” Laura said, swishing into the room with a huge smile and giving everyone a wave.

I noticed the way Josh gave her an up and down. It’d be impossible to miss the way he gave her that up and down. Though oddly enough that didn’t spark the jealousy I’d felt in previous years when I’d seen him looking at her like that.

Hell, I was giving her an up and down of my own and thinking of all the fun we’d had with her last night. I couldn’t wait to have more of that fun!

“Good morning yourself,” I said. “Have a good night last night?”

“Oh please,” Allison said.

I turned to see her rolling her eyes as she started cracking some eggs.

“I’ll take my eggs lightly poached if you don’t mind,” I said, affecting a hoity toity accent as I said it.

“You’ll get your eggs scrambled the same as everyone else,” Allison said, flipping me the bird. Though she did it with a smile that told me she wasn’t too upset with me.

“I don’t know. With all the fucking that’s been going on here lately I’m worried one of us is going to wind up with their eggs fertilized before the weekend is over,” I said.

I’d meant it to be a quip, but Allison threw her head back and let out a long and loud laugh.

“I don’t think what I said was that funny,” I muttered.

“Please,” she said. “I know for a fact Josh has been snipped. Scott got that taken care of a few years ago when it became clear we were going to be enjoying ourselves with this lifestyle. It’s bad enough to have to worry about catching something from someone without worrying about walking away with a present that’ll last you the next eighteen years.”

“Oh,” I said.

I guess that made sense, but it wasn’t something I’d really thought of. I’d been so busy thinking about all the fun we were having that I hadn’t stopped to consider the long term consequences of doing something like this.

“Oh doesn’t even begin to describe it,” Allison said. “There are actually people out there who get off on the idea of their wife getting knocked up by someone else. I never got that one. Seems like a hell of a lot of work for a few minutes of getting your rocks off.”

“Yeah, that sounds extreme to me,” I said, thinking through the implications.

Going through a couple of pregnancies had been hard enough for me. Not to mention all the work I’d done afterwards to get back into the shape I’d been in before getting knocked up. I did it all for love and because I wanted to start a family with Josh, but I couldn’t imagine doing something like that with a total stranger.

I really couldn’t imagine getting off on something like that.

“Yeah, you don’t have to worry about that with Dustin either,” Laura said with a grin. “He got that taken care of at a young age.”

“Well isn’t that nice,” I said. “No surprises coming out of this weekend, then.”

“A good thing, too,” Laura said, grinning. “I had enough fun doing the first round of baby showers with y’all a decade back. Not in the mood to go through all of that again.”

“Good morning everyone,” Dustin said, finally making his appearance.

“Good morning yourself, stud,” Allison said, winking at him from across the room.

I looked between the two of them, surprised she was talking like that.

“Stud?” I said.

“Of course,” she said. “Dustin there gave me one of the best rides I’ve had in a while!”

Laura and I exchanged a look. I mean sure I didn’t have too many complaints about him, but I hadn’t been with him when we weren’t doing something deeply transgressive that it turns out I was totally into.

Though I was looking forward to my next chance to get with him after hearing that! Even if I was a little confused considering she’d been lukewarm just a moment ago.

I was wondering if maybe she was trying to keep him all to herself, though, because the way she lit up when he walked into the room was either genuine, or she deserved an award for her acting ability.

I was looking forward to finding out which one it was now that I’d have a chance to really enjoy myself and not just have a quick furtive fuck in the lake!


Chapter forty-one

Lazy Days
Josh


“Damn, Allison,” I said, leaning back on the couch and looking out the windows to the lake view beyond. “That was one of the best things I’ve had to eat in a good long while.”

“Speak for yourself,” Whitney said, hitting me with a wink.

That had my cock stirring. I had no doubt what she was talking about. I wanted to see more of that, come to think of it.

“Easy there,” I said. “You might give her ideas about what’s going to be going on here today.”

“Why shouldn’t I be giving her ideas about what’s going on here today?” she asked, arching an eyebrow at me. “We’re having a lazy day with our friends, after all.”

I licked my lips. I liked where this was going. My mind was filled with thoughts of my wife getting down and dirty with our friends. I got the feeling her mind was filled with thoughts of getting down and dirty with our friends, for that matter.

“And what did you have in mind?” I asked.

We were lounging around on the couches again. They were arranged at right angles to each other with every one of them facing towards the fireplace. There wasn’t a fire going, but that didn’t mean things weren’t heating up here!

“Oh I have a few things I can think of,” she said, standing up.

I stared at my wife. I wondered what was about to happen here. I’d just told her about how the guys had the hots for her for years.

I knew she had self-confidence issues sometimes. There were some dark times when I thought the only reason a schlub like me was able to get with a beautiful woman like her was because she didn’t think she was good enough to get the kind of guy she could pull if she knew her full potential.

It’s not like I was a slouch in the dating department. I’d never had trouble getting women when I wanted. I’d never had trouble getting the kind of women I wanted to get with, for that matter.

I’d had a couple of friends who had that kind of trouble. Not a single one of them ever seemed to realize that they needed to work on themselves if they wanted to get with the kind of woman they wanted to get with.

That was all my mind wandering, though. Because the point I was trying to get at was Whitney was a woman who was way out of my league. Like we’re talking it wasn’t just lack of self-confidence that had me wondering why she was with a guy like me.

Only she was. And now it looked like she was getting ready to have some fun with some of the other guys.

“Dustin, Scott, are you ready?” Whitney asked.

They both exchanged looks. It was the kind of thing that would’ve been funny if the situation wasn’t so damned serious. Not to mention my cock was throbbing as I watched and wondered what my wife was getting up to here.

She seemed different. More confident. Like she was taking control of the situation. I decided I loved this new version of my wife!

“I think I’ve been more than ready to have fun with you all week,” Dustin said.

“Ditto,” Scott said.

I stared between the two of them. It was the kind of situation that should’ve had me pissed off. Both of them didn’t so much as hesitate as my wife sent them that invitation. Neither one of them seemed to care that they were getting ready to get with the woman of my dreams. They’d been at our wedding, damn it. They’d stood with me that day we decided to forsake all others.

And now here they were, ready to help her commit the ultimate betrayal. And my cock couldn’t be any harder thinking about it!

“Come here, Dustin,” Whitney said, crooking a finger and giving him a come hither stare.

He didn’t need any more encouragement than that. No, he quickly hopped up from his spot on the couch and moved over to stand right in front of Whitney.

“Now sit down,” she said.

He plopped down on the couch right next to me. She stared down at him for a moment, and then looks to me, licking her lips.

“Are you ready, baby?”

“Do I even have a choice at this point?” I asked.

A thin smile spread across her face. A knowing sort of smile. The kind of smile that said she had me, she knew it, and she loved it.

“Not really,” she said. “We’re past the point of no return, but I figured it would be nice to make you think you were still in control.”

My cock throbbed even more at that. I wondered who this woman was, and what she’d done with my wife. Meanwhile I loved that she was taking command like this!

“Then I suppose you should go ahead and do whatever you were about to do, baby,” I said.

“That’s a good boy,” she said.

She straddled Dustin, staring down at him. Her perfectly tight stomach was shivering. Like she was really aroused, or maybe she was unsure about what she was doing, for all that she was playing the part of the seductress.

“Oh my,” she said, her eyes going wide in what I was pretty sure was mock surprise. “It feels like somebody is happy to see me!”

“I’d be an idiot to not be happy to see you,” Dustin growled, reaching out to grab her waist.

Only she surprised me by slapping his hand. She wagged a finger at him, like he was being a naughty boy and she wanted him to hold off.

“None of that. I’m the one calling the shots here. You want to get with me, right?”

“Yes, I want to get with you,” he said.

I looked across the room to Laura. She was on a couch on the other side from us. She stared with an unreadable expression, and I would’ve paid a pretty penny to know what was going through her mind in that moment.

Did she enjoy the idea of my wife taking command of the situation like that? Was she enjoying watching her husband getting down and dirty as much as I was enjoying watching my wife do the very same thing?

Or was she pissed off? Would this cause more tension in their marriage? Would this push things to the breaking point?

Well that was her marriage. I figured if it did push things to the breaking point then at the very least I’d get a chance to get with her more.

Silver linings and all that.

Whitney started grinding against Dustin. She looked like a stripper working at a club. I’d gone a few times with the guys back in college, though we’d never let on to the girls where we were going. That seemed like the kind of thing they wouldn’t be all that understanding about.

Watching Whitney doing this, though…

Well, it reminded me of the whole Madonna/whore complex I’d heard about a few times. You wanted to have a whore in bed, but you wanted to marry the perfect girl who didn’t want to do that sort of thing.

Or at least I think that’s what it was. Admittedly it’d been a while since I’d read about it, and the whole thing seemed a touch ridiculous to me.

The point was, my wife was doing both now. She was being the seductress, and yet she was still the same beautiful and innocent Whitney I’d always known.

Her grinding got more and more insistent. She reached down and grabbed one of Dustin’s hands.

He seemed to take that as an opportunity, and he moved his other hand up to try and cup one of her breasts. Only she slapped it away.

“You really are being a naughty boy today, Dustin,” she said. “Even more naughty than when you were trying to mess up my marriage.”

Dustin licked his lips. He glanced around the room, suddenly nervous. He turned back to Whitney and opened his mouth like he was thinking up some explanation, but she put a finger to his lips.

“Naughty boys don’t get what they want,” she said. “So I’m going to have to have some fun with a friend, instead.”

She stood and looked around the room. I noted that she pointedly ignored me in that looking around. I wasn’t going to be getting anything from my wife in the next few minutes.

She settled on Scott who was sitting on his own couch with Allison. She gave a little smile to Whitney, and my wife seemed to take that as an invitation.

She swayed across the room, putting a little bit of extra oomph into her step. I knew she had to be doing that on purpose, because she never walked like that.

Only she looked gorgeous now as she played the part of a seductress who had command of the entire room. And I think she knew she had command of the entire room.

She finally settled on Scott, looking down at him.

“Can you be a good boy?”

“I’ll be whatever you want me to be,” he said, licking his lips and staring up at her.

She smiled, looking over her shoulder to Dustin. That smile seemed to speak volumes.

“Well then. We’ll have to see what you get for being a good boy.”

She got down on her knees in front of him, pulling his pants down. His cock sprang free, and I was treated to the sight of Allison staring at my wife as she leaned forward, opened her mouth, and devoured her husband’s cock.

The room went silent as Whitney bobbed up and down on Scott’s cock a few times. True to his word, Scott was whatever she wanted him to be. He kept his hands on the couch, not daring to move.

Which was an amazing amount of self-control. If I was in the same situation I would’ve had trouble not putting my hand on her head and guiding her.

I felt movement next to me. I wasn’t at all surprised to see Laura coming over to sit next to me. Though I was surprised when Allison got up and made the trip across the room, sitting down on the couch arm on my other side.

I stared up at her. The two of us had only had the one short interaction out at the hot tub this weekend. Only now she looked down at me with a slight smile.

“I wanted to enjoy the show,” she said with a shrug.

“What makes you think there’s going to be more of a show?” I asked, though I knew that was exactly what was about to happen here. Whitney was doing something. I wasn’t sure if she was doing this for herself, or if she was putting on a show for me.

In the end I decided it didn’t matter. I got to watch my wife doing whatever it was she was doing, and that was hot.

“Just wait,” Allison said.

Whitney seemed to be distracted by Scott’s cock. Up and down her head bobbed. I wished I had my phone so I could record the moment, but it also seemed like the kind of thing that would be dangerous to have evidence of.

No, this was going straight into the memory hole, for all that I’d love to have the ability to look back on this.

Finally Whitney stopped, looking up and over her shoulder.

“So, Dustin,” she said, biting her lip. “Do you think you can be a good boy now and keep your hands to yourself?”

He nodded, dumbfounded.

“Good boy,” she said, crooking her finger towards him. “I need you to get over here now. Because I’m about to put on a show for Josh, and I think you want to be in on this, don’t you?”

Dustin licked his lips. He glanced over to me, but it wasn’t the sort of glance that was asking if this was okay. No, that was the sort of glance that said he was making sure I wasn’t going to get pissed off and try to beat the shit out of him.

I merely shrugged and gestured towards Whitney. She could make her own choices. He nodded and walked over to join her in whatever it was she had planned.

Meanwhile all I could do was sit back and watch. Though I did jump as I felt Laura’s hand run up and down the length of my cock even as Allison started rubbing my shoulders.


Chapter forty-two

Devil's Threesome
Whitney


Asurge of arousal coursed through me as I watched Dustin coming over. Both of these men were eating out of my hands, and I loved it. It was amazing how quickly they were willing to do whatever I wanted.

It was enough to make me think Josh had been totally right. Maybe these guys were totally head over heels for me. Or maybe it would be better to say they were cock over heels for me.

Whatever. The point was, they were willing to do whatever I wanted. It was a power that was surprising. A power that was strangely addictive.

I didn’t think I’d be able to go back from this. Josh had opened up one hell of a can of worms, and I wondered if he’d be upset when he realized we weren’t going back from it.

I shook my head. I needed to be in the moment for now, though. I stood, leaning forward and grabbing Dustin’s cock as he got close.

“Are you going to be a good boy?” I asked.

He nodded, looking me up and down. He was silent the entire time.

I could imagine what was running through his head. Probably the same as Scott. He was willing to do whatever I said as long as it meant a chance of getting into my pants!

“Good,” I said, leaning up and pressing my lips against his.

Only for a moment. Only for a quick peck on the lips. Only enough to let him know I was still interested, for all that he’d nearly screwed things up.

Honestly I was so turned on I might’ve let him get away with trying to feel me up every time he got close to me. Almost, but I wanted to test their limits. I wanted to make sure that I was the one in control of everything, damn it.

I pulled back, looking down at his cock.

“I’m going to need you to get out of your swim trunks,” I said.

I turned and looked to Scott. I stepped forward, raising my hands over my head and starting to sway just a little.

It was weird. In my head I imagined I was at a strip club doing this. I was sure Josh and the guys had been to clubs like that before.

There were a couple of nights when he thought he was being sneaky, but it was pretty obvious when he came back smelling of booze, perfume, and cigarettes. He wasn’t the kind of guy to cheat on me, and I know he’d been out with the guys on those nights.

I’d never made a big deal out of it, though. I figured if he wanted to go have his fun and let off steam then whatever.

I turned around and looked back to Scott. He stared at me, licking his lips.

“What do you want me to do?”

“Good boy,” I said, favoring him with a smile. “At least one of you can listen.”

“Like I said. I’ll do whatever you want as long as we get to have some fun, Whitney.”

A shiver ran through me at his words. That profound sense of power, that feeling that they were mine to command, was something I decided I loved. And I was going to get as much of it as I could this week.

We only had half the week left, after all, and I didn’t know if this was something we’d ever be able to do again.

The more we did this, the more I thought there was a chance of all of it blowing up in our faces, after all. We had to have everybody agreeing that this was a good thing, and that wasn’t a given. The more we did this the more there was a possibility someone would get pissed off and that would be that.

“Take off my bottoms, Scott,” I said, turning and winking at Dustin. “And you can undo my top if you want.”

We probably didn’t need to get into our swim attire considering what was going on here, but that was all part of the illusion too. We all knew what was going to happen, and we all had to pretend we didn’t know what was going to happen.

It was all part of the game, and it made things that much hotter.

“I have a better idea than that,” Dustin said, hitting me with a grin.

I frowned, wondering what he was going on about. He reached out and pulled on my bikini top. They really were only a couple of slips of material, thin enough that my nipples and that’s about it.

He pulled them up, but left the rest of the top on. I grinned as I realized what he was doing.

“Looks like you’re being a naughty boy in more ways than one,” I said, winking at him.

“I try,” he said.

Okay, so maybe my dirty talk game wasn’t the greatest. I’d tried it with Josh a a few times over the years, and I always felt ridiculous when we did it. Only I felt like it was something I should totally do in this case, because I imagined that’s what they expected.

Meanwhile I felt Scott’s hands on my bottoms. He started pulling down, and then I felt lips on my ass.

I jumped, trying to pull away, but he held me in place.

For a moment I worried that maybe he was going to try and eat ass. Which wasn’t something I was into, thank you very much. I didn’t see the point of getting sexual about something where poop came from.

I knew there were some people who were totally into it, but no thank you.

Only it would appear he was only giving me a little kiss. Just to let me know he was back there. And then he was pulling my bottoms down all the way. I gingerly stepped out of them, and looked over my shoulder.

I must’ve been a sight. Standing there in my birthday suit. Well, mostly my birthday suit. Admittedly I still had my top on, but barely. And I figured that didn’t even count considering that top was barely there to begin with.

“Enjoying the show, baby?” I asked, turning to look at Josh.

My eyebrows shot up when I got a good look at my husband and what he was up to, though. Because he was grinning at me, sitting on the couch with Allison on one side and Laura on the other. Allison was rubbing his shoulders, and Laura was rubbing his cock.

I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised. It’s not like I said he couldn’t do something like that. Still, seeing him with two women…

I pushed down on the jealousy that threatened to overwhelm me as I watched him. After all, wasn’t I having fun with two men? It was only fair that he’d get to enjoy the same thing.

Well, almost the same thing. Something told me he wouldn’t want to get with two men.

“Really enjoying the view, babe,” he said, giving me a thumbs up.

I frowned. Maybe I knew I had no right to be jealous, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t jealous. So I turned to the two men on either side of me and smiled. Then I started to sit. Right on Scott who was on the couch with his cock out stroking it as he enjoyed the view.

He was about to do a hell of a lot more than enjoy the view, though!

“Wait, what are we doing here?” Scott asked.

“I think you know what we’re doing here, Scott,” I said.

“Just making sure this is going where I thought it was going,” he said.

“Yeah, I bet you were just making sure,” I said, squeezing my eyes shut as I squatted down.

God that felt amazing. His cockhead pressed against me, the same as it had last night. Only it was a little more familiar this time around.

Which was a surprising thought. Another man’s cock wasn’t supposed to be familiar, and yet here we were.

I kept sliding down the length of his shaft, letting out a quiet gasp. My eyes went wide as I buried his cock inside me, and then finally I was squatting on him.

“Damn,” I hissed. “I’m glad I spent all that time at the gym. It really makes those squats worth it.”

“This ass makes all of this worth it,” Scott said.

I looked up at Dustin. He was at just the right level now. I grinned and winked at him.

“So are you ready, Dustin?”

“What do you want me to do?” he asked.

I grinned. “Good boy!”

I figured he deserved a reward for learning his lesson. I reached out and grabbed his cock, using it to pull him closer. He grinned, and then his cock was right in front of me.

I almost went cross eyed. It was time to see how good he could be. Though it’s not like I was going to get all that much from sucking his dick, but there was still something hot about the thought of having two guys on either side of me giving it to me.

I leaned forward and grabbed his cock, pulling it into my mouth.

Dustin groaned, and I looked up to see his eyes rolling into the back of his head. His hands twitched like he was thinking about grabbing my head to guide me, but he didn’t.

It was funny the way he looked down at me. Like he was making sure he wasn’t going to get in trouble by trying to grab my head and then thinking better of it.

Then I closed my eyes and let the moment take over. Honestly I didn’t care what happened at this point. No, all I cared about was having fun with these two. All I cared about was getting to be the wild woman they didn’t think I was.

So we settled into a rhythm. I started bouncing up and down on Scott’s cock, leaning forward and burying Dustin’s cock in the back of my throat every time I moved up, and then pulling back on the downstroke.

It was one of those things where it took a moment to get used to the rhythm. Which was surprising. I’d seen Josh watching porn of this sort of thing a few times. I’d always thought it looked ridiculous, but I also always thought it couldn’t be that difficult.

I was learning just how wrong I was on that score. I continued moving up and down, up and down, feeling their cocks moving inside me.

And it sent the most deliciously sinful thrill running through me. I loved it! I hadn’t realized I could feel this good getting with someone.

Which wasn’t entirely fair to Josh. He was plenty good in the bedroom, don’t get me wrong, it’s just that it didn’t hold a candle to what I was doing with these two gentlemen now.

Up and down I went. Back and forth. Little fires started down between my legs, gathering behind my stomach, and then crying out to every other part of my body.

Scott grabbed my hips, and when I didn’t say anything he started using that as leverage to pull me up and down a little faster.

I was definitely getting a workout, too, and I wasn’t lying when I said I was glad I spent time at the gym working on squats. Maybe it’d kept my ass in excellent shape so Scott would still be interested in fucking yours truly, but mostly I needed the strength to be able to bounce up and down on his cock like this.

We settled into that rhythm, and I was like a tool of pleasure they were using. Though I was getting plenty out of it myself.

I tried to glance over to whatever Josh was doing with Allison and Laura, but it was difficult. One of the problems of having a cock buried in both ends was I couldn’t exactly turn to see what my husband was doing.

Curiosity burned deep inside me. I desperately wanted to know what he was doing. Was he having fun with them the same as I was with these two? It’s not like he could get in the middle of the two of them like this, but the possibilities still ran through my head.

I’d have to just wait and see, though. And enjoy the incredible feelings washing over my body as I became the object of lust for these two incredible men I’d fantasized about for years, even though I’d never been able to truly articulate that I’d wanted to get with them.

All bets were off this week, though, and it was time to be the slut I’d always dreamed of being!


Chapter forty-three

Angel's Threesome
Josh


“Are you enjoying the show?” Laura asked, whispering into my ear.

All I could do was stare. Stare and wonder at what was happening here. Wonder that my wife was actually doing this.

It was like she was getting off on being the object of their desire. Not that I could blame her. I had two hot women who were trying their best to get with me, after all, and all I wanted was to get with them.

“Of course I am,” I said.

“I fucking wish Dustin could be that open-minded,” Laura hissed.

She said it in a low voice. We were right across the living room from everybody else, after all. I’m sure she didn’t want her husband to hear her griping about how close minded he was about this sort of thing.

“Easy, Laura,” Allison said, also speaking quietly like she didn’t want to be heard. “You know he had a difficult time with it. That’s hardly his fault. There aren’t a lot of guys who wouldn’t be into this sort of thing at all, you know.”

“I know,” she said, rolling her eyes as she kept running her hand idly up and down the length of my cock. “But it is nice to finally have somebody who seems to get it.”

“Who’s that?” I asked.

“You, idiot,” she said, leaning in and kissing me on my cheek. But then that moved to her kissing me on the mouth.

I tore my eyes away from Whitney to lean into that kiss. I squeezed my eyes shut, but a gasp from my wife brought me back to the real world. I kept kissing Laura, sure, but I also turned my eyes and strained to see what was going on with Whitney.

Her top had been pulled down, but it still hung on her shoulders. I guess Dustin wanted to leave part of it on.

Not that I could blame him. The sight of her only partially clothed was fucking hot. Hotter than if she’d been totally naked.

Though both men were staring at her like they couldn’t believe they were getting that view.

I reached out and grabbed one of Laura’s tits. She moaned as she pressed into me. Which had Dustin looking in our direction.

It was difficult to tell for sure, but I thought I almost saw a flash of anger pass across his face as he looked at us. Apparently he still wasn’t over some of the confusing emotions that’d had him and Laura arguing about this in the first place.

But that was tough shit. He needed to work that out on his own time. He was getting with my wife, after all, and I was going to get with his wife as part of the trade, damn it.

Whitney was sitting down now. She said something about working on squats, which had me chuckling. That chuckle had Laura pulling away.

“What’s so funny?”

“Whitney is always doing a bunch of squats around the house,” I said. “She always says she doesn’t know who she’s doing it for, and I guess she finally got her answer.”

Laura shook her head and rolled her eyes. “She was doing them for you, you dufus.”

“Maybe,” I said, though I wasn’t so sure about that.

Allison continued rubbing my back, then I felt her weight shift behind me. She moved down to the couch, which was really more of a love seat. Which was definitely what we were turning it into!

She kissed along my neck as Whitney sank down on Scott’s cock.

Again it was one of those things where I figured he had every right to be jealous that his wife was rubbing my back like this, but at the same time he was getting with Whitney, so it only seemed fair that I’d get with his wife.

Allison started nibbling at my neck, her hands moving around. One of them pulled up her bikini top while her free hand moved down and into my shorts.

I groaned as her hand wrapped around my cock. Meanwhile Laura stared at me. Then she reached down and untied her top, letting it fall forward and her tits spilled free.

I leaned forward and sucked on one nipple, and then the other. Then I did it again, for good measure.

I didn’t know if I’d ever have a chance to do something like this again, after all, and so I was going to enjoy this opportunity!

“Oh fuck, Josh,” she said, wrapping her arms around my head and pulling me close.

Okay then. It seemed like she enjoyed what I was doing, so I was going to keep right on doing it!

“Fuck,” she hissed.

Meanwhile Allison was really starting to go to town. Her hand moved up and down my cock.

I wasn’t a huge fan of handjobs in this day and age. It was one of those things where it seemed like there were better ways to spend my time. Especially when I was getting with my wife who was always going to be a sure thing.

Still. There was something incredible about feeling Allison moving her hand up and down my cock. I suddenly found myself enjoying handjobs again in a way I hadn’t in a long time!

“You like watching your pretty little wife acting like a whore, don’t you?” Allison whispered.

“I don’t know if you should…”

“She’s acting like a whore,” Allison said, and there was something about her tone that brooked no argument.

“Yeah, sure, whatever. She’s totally acting like a whore if…”

I cut off in a strangled gasp, because she did something to my cock that felt like it was somewhere between love and hate. I wasn’t sure where she was going to come down, so I figured it would be a good fucking idea to shut the fuck up and let her do her thing.

“That’s a good boy,” she said, the faintest hint of a smile playing across her face. “Nice to know you can be taught.”

“I don’t know about taught so much as terrified you’re going to do something that will forever separate me from my favorite piece of anatomy,” I groaned.

She started working my cock again. Though it would appear the ladies weren’t done with their surprises.

Whitney was taking both men like a champ. I didn’t know who this woman was or what she’d done to my wife, but I decided I liked what she was doing. She bounced up and down on Scott’s cock while moving back and forth on Dustin’s cock.

She was working them like a possessed woman, and I loved it!

I got distracted by my wife doing her thing, but Laura pulled me back from that distraction. I felt something wet wrap around my cock, and I looked down to see my cock disappear down her throat. I groaned and my eyes rolled into the back of my head as she moved her head down the length of my cock.

It was all I could do to hold on for dear life. I grabbed at the couch, but of course there was nothing to grab onto. No, all I could do was pump up as Allison kept pumping my cock from below while Laura went down on me.

That would’ve been more than enough for me. That would’ve satisfied me for the rest of my life. Only the ladies weren’t even done there.

No, Allison slipped to the side and got down on her knees in front of me. She slipped out of her top entirely, leaving her there in all her glory. I blinked as I stared at her in wonder.

I mean sure I’d seen her naked last night when my wife was going down on her, but this was different. This time it looked like she was getting ready to give me some of the attention I so desperately needed, and that made all the difference in the world!

“I think he’s excited, Laura,” Allison said. “Now the question is, are you excited because of what we’re doing, or are you excited by what your wife is doing with our husbands?”

My eyes darted to the other side of the couches. My cock twitched. Laura bobbed up and down. Allison kept working my cock, but I only had eyes for Whitney.

She was still bouncing, her tits moving up and down in a lewd dance. I stared, transfixed. I couldn’t believe my wife was actually doing that.

I couldn’t believe it, but it was happening.

“I think he likes what Whitney is doing more than what we’re doing,” Laura said, her lip jutting out in a sexy pout when she pulled off my cock.

“What ever would give you that idea?” Allison asked.

“I felt his cock twitching in my mouth when he was looking at his wife being a total slut,” she said, her lip still jutting out in that pout.

“Well then,” Allison said, acting all prim and proper even though what she was doing with her hand was anything but. “I think we’re going to have to do something about that, aren’t we?”

“I think we are,” Laura said.

“I think we’re going to have to do something for him that will make him forget all about his wife letting our husbands blow loads in that tight little pussy they’ve been fantasizing about for so long.”

My cock twitched again. That was too much for me. Only I got the feeling Allison was ready for it. She wagged her finger at me like she thought I was being a naughty boy, and then she moved her thumb down to the base of my cock and held it there.

My cock twitched a couple of times, and I felt like I was going to lose it. My eyes rolled into the back of my head and I let out a groan loud enough I was sure people in cabins on the other side of the lake could hear me.

My cock kept twitching, but nothing came out. Allison made sure of that. When she let go a little drop pushed out, but that was it. Meanwhile my cock was still rock hard, and all I could do was whimper as I looked down at the two of them and begged them to give me the release I needed.

“Do you think he deserves what we’re about to give him?” Allison asked.

“Oh I think he’s been a good enough boy,” Laura said. “Not to mention he’s been nice enough to share his wife with our husbands. I think that deserves something.”

I could only stare at them, wondering what they were planning.

Not that I had to wonder for long as Allison leaned down and licked the little drop of come off the tip of my cock. Then in one motion she buried my cock down the back of her throat.

Holy shit!


Chapter forty-four

Double Duty
Josh


Okay then. I know I kept saying I was experiencing things this week I never thought I’d get to experience, but yeah. It was one of those weeks.

Allison kept her throat on my cock for a long moment. We’re talking long enough I started to worry the thing was caught in there or something.

Not that I was complaining considering how good it felt. Still. I didn’t want anything bad to happen to her.

Then she started moving her throat muscles. My cock twitched a couple of times. I was already so close to the edge that I didn’t dare move. I didn’t dare do anything but sit there staring at her and wondering at the crazy series of events that brought me to sitting here on a couch watching my wife getting fucked on one side of the room while my friends’ gorgeous wives went down on me.

Allison pulled off and grinned at Laura.

“Your turn.”

“First to get him to blow a load is the winner?” Laura asked, cocking an eyebrow at her friend.

Which had me arching an eyebrow as I looked between the two of them. It was like they were in the middle of a competition or something, and I was more than happy to be their experimental game!

“I think that sounds fair enough,” Allison said. “The usual terms?”

“Um, are either of you going to tell me what the usual terms are?”

I was deeply curious about all of this. It seemed like they’d done this sort of thing before.

“Hush,” Laura said, reaching out and flicking my cock.

I yelped and tried to back away from her. The only problem with that plan was I was already about as far back as I could go on the couch, and there wasn’t any way to get farther away from her.

“You just sit there and let us do our thing, Josh,” Allison said, winking at me. “Believe me. You’re going to love this!”

I got the feeling I was going to more than love this. So I sank back into the couch and watched the two of them. If they were going to fulfill my fantasy then I wasn’t going to say anything to stop them!

“Now let’s see,” Laura said, tapping her chin before she leaned forward.

She grabbed my cock. I figured she was going to pull it into her mouth the same as what Allison had done, but she had other ideas. She started rubbing my cock all over her face, leaving a trail of wetness everywhere it went.

Part of that was my precum. Part of it was no doubt Allison. Either way it was fucking hot watching my cock smear all over her beautiful face.

“That’s the most beautiful bit of makeup I’ve ever seen on you,” I said.

“Just you wait,” she said, biting her lip. “I need you to blow that load all over my pretty face. Can you do that for me, Josh? Can you blow your load all over your friend’s wife’s face?”

“I’d be more than happy to…”

“Time’s up,” Allison said, reaching out and grabbing my cock.

There was a brief scuffle. I worried that one of them was going to do something that would result in my cock getting some rough treatment. Though the scuffle didn’t last for long. Allison smacked Laura’s hand, careful not to hit the twig or berries, and then she was leaning down and wrapping her lips around my cockhead.

Just her lips around my cockhead. Nothing more. She stayed like that, her tongue swirling around the head, and all I could do was stare.

I was annoyed I hadn’t thought to bring my phone out here. No, it was sitting back in my room on the nightstand, not doing a damned thing.

Allison pulled off, and her hand started working at my cock again doing that almost handjob that wasn’t quite a handjob. She kept her eyes locked on me.

“So what do you think?” she asked. “You could blow a load on Laura’s face, sure, but wouldn’t you rather blow a load in my mouth? I’ll swallow it all. Does Whitney swallow for you?”

That brought my mind back to everything else going on in the room. Sure the two women down on their knees getting ready to blow me was pretty fucking intense, but that was nothing compared to the show Whitney was putting on.

I stared at her, and I got lost in the moment. She had her eyes squeezed shut, and it was clear from the way she screamed around Dustin’s cock that Scott was doing something for her.

His hand was down between her legs. He was fucking her from behind, sure, but he was also working her pussy like there was no tomorrow. He must’ve sensed I was looking, too, because he turned to me and gave me a thumbs up with the hand he wasn’t using to work my wife’s clit while he was fucking her.

“Fuck,” I breathed.

“Lost your chance,” Laura said, pushing Allison away. “Rookie mistake, reminding him his wife is getting railed on the other side of the room.”

“We’ll see whether or not that was a rookie mistake,” Allison said with a sniff.

“Yeah, well I think we know who’s going to win this thing,” Laura said, looking up at me and grinning. “Who’s the one you’ve always wanted, Dustin? You know you want to fuck my mouth…”

And she was as good as her word. At least I think it was her word. Either way she was making an offer, and then my cock was disappearing into her mouth. She moaned like it was the most delicious treat she’d ever enjoyed as her mouth ran down my cock, and my eyes rolled into the back of my head.

This time she didn’t bother to hold herself on my cock. No, she immediately started bobbing up and down in one of the most enthusiastic blowjobs I think I’d ever gotten!

I stared at her head bobbing up and down. I reveled in the wet sensation of her mouth moving up and down my cock. I felt the back of her throat, then her tongue moving around my cockhead. I groaned and threw my head back, but only for a moment.

I turned my attention to Allison. I figured she’d have things to say. Like maybe she’d want to interrupt the fun before Laura won whatever the fuck competition was going on between them.

But no. She just sat there on her knees, tits out, staring at me. It was like she was encouraging Laura to go faster and faster.

Then I looked across the room, and I saw something that finally pushed me over the edge. Whitney looked like she was completely lost to the world. She screamed onto Dustin’s cock. He had her head in his hands and was fucking her face.

Down below Scott had his hands around her waist and he was doing the same thing, only fucking her pussy. They were pounding into her. Using her for their pleasure.

It was like she wasn’t even my wife anymore. No, she was just an object they were using for their pleasure. She bounced, her tits moving up and down.

Finally Scott groaned and pulled her down one final time. She let out another loud moan as he held her in place, no doubt emptying his balls into her.

I could only stare as the feeling overwhelmed me. I was watching another man blow a load in my wife. I sighed, and Laura seemed to sense what was happening.

Her eyes darted over to Allison, but that was the only sign she realized what was going on. That was the only note of triumph, for all that Allison frowned and seemed to totally get that she was losing whatever competition they were having.

I didn’t care. No, all I could do was whimper as I emptied my cock deep in Laura’s mouth. God it felt amazing blowing a load in her mouth.

The orgasm took over my whole body. This was one of those intense things that was almost an out of body experience. My whole body tingled. My whole body was on fire. It was the most severe temperature I’d ever had, even beating out that time I had the flu and almost had to go to the ER because my temp was getting up into dangerous territory.

Blood pulsed behind my ears. I worried that maybe this was going to lead to me having an aneurysm or something, it was that intense. I also figured it would be one hell of a way to go!

I groaned as I pumped into Laura’s mouth, and she was a champ as she swallowed every drop. Finally I stopped, though I couldn’t stop staring at Whitney.

Because it didn’t look like the show was over now that Scott was blowing his load inside her. No, Dustin pulled out and started jerking his cock. I guess he didn’t want to blow a load in my wife’s mouth, for all that it would’ve been hot to watch him pumping his come down her throat.

What he did was way more intense. She looked up at him in a daze, seemingly off in her own little world thanks to everything that’d just happened.

I could only stare. I’d begged her to let me do something like this so many times, but it looked like Dustin was going to be the one to finally get it.

The first rope of come landed in her hair. The next fell across her nose. She closed her eyes, a beatific smile on her face as rope after rope of his come landed on her face.

Fuck.

He kept blowing his load, moving down so it was landing on her tits. And when he came it was with all the force of a freight train barreling down the tracks. Again and again he shot his load. My wife was a canvas and he was going to paint her in his own special way.

Finally even that came to an end, though, and my wife was sitting there in Scott’s lap with his cock still buried in her, covered in another man’s come. Finally she shook her head, seeming to come out of the daze, and turned to look at me.

A small smile played across her face.

“So what did you think of the show, baby?”

“It was amazing,” I said.

“And it’s far from over,” Allison said. “I lost that bet fair and square, so it’s time for me to collect.”

I frowned, wondering what she was going on about. She stood as Laura pulled my cock out of her mouth. I looked down to see it coated with a mix of her and Allison’s spit.

Though my cock was still rock hard. I hadn’t been hard like this since I was a teenager, but I guess there was something about the situation playing out before me that had my cock standing up and taking notice.

“Here we go,” Allison said, turning around so her back was facing me as she lowered herself on my cock. “Time for me to get something I’ve been wanting all week!”


Chapter forty-five

Watching
Whitney


Istill had little crackles of sexual energy running through my body. I think that more than anything is why I let it happen.

I mean this was a week where it felt like anything goes, but still. I was almost ready to go back to the room and take a nap. It would’ve been nice to have a little break after everything that just happened.

Only it looked like the ladies on the other side of the room had other ideas in mind. Allison and Laura had been going back and forth having a friendly competition, which was hardly out of the ordinary for the two of them.

What was out of the ordinary was that this time the friendly competition involved who could get my husband off first. I’d glanced over there a couple of times while I was busy with my own thing, though admittedly it was difficult to pay much attention to what was going on between the three of them when I had one cock buried in my mouth and another in my pussy.

God that had felt amazing. It’d been beyond any experience I ever thought I’d get, but it was amazing.

I shook my head. I was still feeling the aftereffects. Scott’s cock was still buried in my body, and I could feel it twitching as he watched Allison move so she was straddling my husband facing us.

She kept her eyes on me. Or maybe she was keeping her eyes on Scott. Whatever it was, she lowered herself on Josh’s cock.

I was surprised he was still rock hard. A little surprised, but not totally. If ever there was a time for him to have a quick recovery, it would be when he had several beautiful women willing to throw themselves at him!

Josh groaned as she lowered herself on his cock, and his hands went up to her tits. I stared at his hands cupping her breasts. He pinched her nipples, and she sighed like she was really enjoying herself.

Fuck that was hot. I wanted to be the one playing with her tits! She had an incredible pair.

She lowered herself and held herself there, biting her lip as she stared at me. Or maybe she was staring at Scott.

And I wondered if these feelings were what Josh was dealing with when he watched me fucking our friends. Did he have this mixture of jealousy and arousal pumping through his body? Was this what it felt like to watch your spouse getting with someone else?

It was hot, but that jealousy was a fire raging through me. I didn’t know what to make of the strange mix, but I did know what I wanted to do.

I stood, moving more on autopilot than anything. I needed to get closer to this, damn it.

I couldn’t explain why I felt the urge to get closer. Just that there were two of my favorite things, sexually speaking, getting up close and personal right in front of me. Not to mention it was the kind of view Josh was totally getting a minute ago when he was staring at me fucking Scott.

I got down on my knees in front of them as Allison started to bounce on his cock. I breathed in, taking in everything.

My husband’s cock was buried in one of my best friends’ pussies, and I could smell the mixture of their two scents coming together.

I looked up at Allison. Josh’s hands were wrapped around her waist, but I got the feeling she was doing as much of the bouncing as he was. The whole thing was lewd and downright pornographic, and I fucking loved it!

Allison looked down at me, licking her lips. She smiled, and I figured that meant she was just as into what I was about to do as I was.

I leaned forward, sticking my tongue out. It made contact with her pussy, but of course the whole thing felt different from last night. There hadn’t been a cock buried inside her last night, after all. My husband’s cock.

The taste was similar, but different at the same time. It was a mix of their two tastes. That sent my head spinning.

“Fuck. What the fuck is going on over there?” Josh asked.

His head appeared from behind Allison. He looked down and blinked, though he didn’t look terribly surprised to see me down there between their legs doing my thing. He grinned at me, and I went back to my fun.

The reaction from Allison was immediate. Her body started bucking as she tried to get more contact with my tongue. At least I figured that’s what she was doing. It’s not like I could read minds or anything.

“So good, baby,” she said.

Allison’s hands moved down and started running through my hair. A delighted shiver ran through me as I felt her hands running through my hair. It was like she was giving me the world’s most intense scalp massage or something, and I fucking loved it!

“That’s a good girl,” she said. “I like it so much when you lick my pussy like that…”

I moaned into her. That felt damn good. I moved my fingers down between my legs. I’d already gotten off plenty on this vacation, sure, but I needed more.

I was so turned on. I didn’t realize it was possible to be this turned on, and I fucking loved it!

“Right there!” Allison practically screamed. “I never knew your wife was so good with her pretty little tongue. If I’d known that I would’ve had a walk on the wild side with her back in college!”

I shivered again. A walk on the wild side back in college. Wasn’t that the time and the place where you were supposed to do stuff like this?

Though of course if she’d tried to do something like this back in college there’s a good chance it never would’ve happened. Not when I really was sort of the prude they all thought I was, at least back then. I never would’ve gone for something like this, because I was in denial about who I really was.

But now…

I kept licking, and I kept moving my fingers in and out of my pussy. The room filled with the sloppy sounds of our fucking.

Then I felt something behind me. I didn’t want to turn, but the fingers felt small. That meant it was probably Laura back there.

A tongue pressed into my pussy. I didn’t do anything to stop that tongue from doing its thing. No, I pressed back against her and begged her for more by wiggling my ass in her face.

She took me up on the offer, too! Her tongue snaked inside me, and I moved my fingers out of my pussy.

I was having trouble keeping balanced. It was difficult when I was trying to focus on what I was doing with Allison in front while also focusing on what Laura was doing behind me.

The whole thing was magical, though!

Her tongue kept moving, and she was an expert. It didn’t take long for her to settle into a rhythm.

That was odd. Sure there was the rhythm of Josh fucking Allison in front of me, but…

I risked pulling away and turning to look behind me. I wanted to know what was going on here. Scott had gotten behind Laura, and he was fucking her from behind. I the guys weren’t having trouble staying hard with all the fun we were having here today!

That or they had a secret stash of the little blue pill they were keeping hidden somewhere. I wouldn’t put that past Scott, for all that I was certain Josh didn’t need any of that kind of help.

I turned back to Allison and continued licking her pussy where my husband’s cock was sliding in and out of her. It was difficult to keep my mouth in the right position, but I managed to make it work.

It helped that Josh seemed to sense what I was doing and he kept his pace slow enough that I didn’t miss a lick. Or maybe he liked the sensation of my tongue on his cock so much that he was slowing down to enjoy it.

Whatever the reason, something magical was happening!

“Fuck you’re so good, Josh,” Allison moaned. “I’ve wanted to fuck you for so long, but stupid Laura wanted to keep you all to herself this week.”

That caused the tongue in my pussy to miss a beat. I could imagine Laura getting annoyed, but it’s not like Allison was saying anything that wasn’t true. She had tried to seduce Josh and get to him before anyone else, after all.

Whatever. Her tongue started back on what she’d been doing, and it felt fucking amazing.

“Fuck,” Allison hissed. “I’m close. I’m…”

She trailed off, and I could tell the exact moment the explosion rocked her world. It sent a thrill running through me to know I’d been part of that thrill. I loved that I could do that for her, and I loved that I was doing that for my husband as well!

She pressed down on his cock one last time, and that gave me all the access I needed. I swirled my tongue around her clit, and she threw her head back and screamed.

Josh groaned as well, and his cock twitched under my tongue. Which was something I’d felt plenty of times before, but there was something different about feeling it when he was buried inside Allison’s pussy. He was coming inside her. Pumping her full of his seed.

Sure he was fixed, but there was still something surprisingly sexy about that moment. I realized why Josh got off on the idea of other guys fucking me, and my own orgasm went raging through my body.

I screamed into Allison’s pussy as she continued to twitch, and then she pulled off of him before I could react.

My eyes went wide. My husband’s come leaked out of her. I wasn’t sure what to do, so I kept my mouth right there and continued licking the come out of her, feeling a deep pleasure running through me at how naughty all of this was.

I lost track of time. I’d like to see somebody keep track of time when something like that was happening! But finally, as with all good things, it came to an end. I pulled away from her, the taste of her pussy and my husband’s come fresh on my lips, and collapsed against the floor.

Laura collapsed next to me, and then Allison joined us. I smiled at both of them, then turned to look at the men all around the room.

“This has been one hell of a vacation,” I finally said. “I never would’ve thought it would be like this, but…”

“Yeah, one hell of a vacation,” Allison said, trying to catch her breath.

“And the week is only half over!” Laura said.


Chapter forty-six

Sweet Sorrow
Josh


Iturned and looked at the cabin one final time. I’d always dreamed about getting one of those big cabins for a week back in the day, but I never would’ve imagined so many life changing things would happen in one!

“Thinking about all the fun you’re going to miss?” Whitney asked.

“Something like that,” I said.

I shook my head. Laura and Dustin were heading for their car. Scott and Allison were still in the cabin getting their stuff together. Allison was always bad about waiting until the absolute last minute to finish packing.

“Don’t you worry,” Whitney said. “We’re going to have plenty of time at the next vacation.”

I pulled my door open and got into the car. Somehow our minivan felt different now.

I know people talked about feeling different and refreshed after finishing a vacation, but honestly I hadn’t felt that way in a long while. Vacations with young kids were always more of a trip than a vacation. More endurance than relaxation.

This vacation had been more endurance than relaxation in a lot of ways, but it’d also helped to bring us together. I felt more mellow than I think I ever had before.

“Penny for your thoughts?”

“You don’t need to pay me for my thoughts,” I said, pushing the button to bring the van to life.

“That was a pretty wild week, wasn’t it?”

“You have no fucking idea.”

“I mean I like to think I have a pretty good idea. I was there with you the whole time, right?”

I looked at Whitney and grinned. Then I gave her an up and down. There was a glow to her that hadn’t been there before. There was an air of possibilities that hadn’t been there before, for that matter.

I guess we’d fallen into a rut in our marriage without realizing it. It was a rut we hadn’t even realized was there because we’d been so busy enjoying our nice comfortable life.

“That’s true, and you were amazing this weekend.”

I reached over and gave her leg a squeeze. Only it wasn’t just a familiar gesture from husband to wife. Not anymore.

No, now I knew for sure that there were other men out there who desperately wanted my wife. Maybe wanted her more than I’d wanted her, if I was being perfectly honest with myself.

That’d been a surprise. It was like seeing her through the eyes of other men was what it took for me to feel reinvigorated in our relationship. That’s what it took to break us out of the rut, and for me to finally realize that I had something special.

I mean I’d always known I had something special with Whitney, but there was something about seeing her through the eyes of other men who couldn’t get enough of her that really turned things up.

“You’re still not telling me what you’re thinking,” she said, jutting her lip out in a sexy pout.

“I’m thinking I’m one of the luckiest guys in the world, is what I’m thinking,” I said, giving her thigh another squeeze.

I put the van in reverse and started backing out so I could turn around. Looking into the backup camera was like looking into a portal into the normal world. We’d be going back to ferrying the kids around to their stuff and dealing with jobs and all that other boring stuff that made life worth living.

I sighed.

“Yeah. I feel the same way,” Whitney said.

“How’s that?” I asked, arching an eyebrow as I pulled my attention away from the backup camera for a moment.

“It feels like we were doing something special, y’know? And now we’re going back to the real world and there’s not going to be any more fun. Not until the next time we can get everyone together at the cabin.”

I licked my lips. After all, it’d been a few years since we’d been able to get together with everyone. I honestly wondered if Dustin and Laura were even going to be together by the time we could put something like this together again.

The two of them had started the week out in a weird place where it felt like they were in competition with each other. They’d ended in an even weirder place where it felt like they were spending more time trying to get with other people than with each other.

Which made me wonder if they had any sort of future. The weird vibe I got from them screamed they weren’t made for this sort of thing, for all that both of them had been more than willing to throw themselves at everyone else.

“We might be going back to the real world, but that doesn’t mean there’s necessarily an end to our fun,” I said.

There. It was out there. It was something that’d been running through my mind for a while now, and I wondered if Whitney would even be willing to go along with it. I glanced at her out of the corner of my eye as I put the car in drive and gravel crunched under the tires.

It was time to get back to the real world. A boring gravel road didn’t seem like the kind of magical road that took us to a place neither of us would’ve imagined when we started the weekend, but that’s what it was now.

Now that magical road was transporting us back to normalcy. Maybe. If that’s what we wanted.

That wasn’t what I wanted. Not after everything that’d happened this weekend.

“What’d you have in mind?” she asked, arching an eyebrow.

“I was thinking about Scott and Allison compared to Dustin and Laura,” I said.

“Oh? And what were you thinking?”

“I was thinking about how it seems like Scott and Allison have everything figured out, and Dustin and Laura don’t know what the fuck they’re doing other than lashing out at each other and trying to fuck anyone and everyone willing to stand still long enough for them to do it.”

Whitney snorted.

“Those two definitely have some issues to work out, but that doesn’t mean we have issues to work out, right?”

“I think the only thing we need to work out is whether or not this is something we want to keep doing,” I said.

“Why do I get the feeling it’s not going to be as simple as that?” she asked.

I sighed. “Probably because I don’t think it’s ever going to be as simple as that. Allison and Scott have figured out how to make this work, but that doesn’t mean we’re going to be able to do the same.”

“That also doesn’t mean we won’t be able to figure it out,” she said. “We have an example of what to do and what not to do, after all.”

I turned to her and grinned. “So you’re telling me it wouldn’t be a good idea to try and seduce anyone we have the hots for at the local PTO or something?”

“I mean there are a few hotties on the PTO, not gonna lie,” Whitney said.

“See, that’s the kind of thing that’s going to take some getting used to.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean in the past you’d always tell me about pretty women you saw, but I never thought you were telling me about them because you wanted to get with them.”

“Who says I want to get with them?”

I turned and hit her with a look. She blushed and looked away. That was all the confirmation I needed. Not that I needed much in the way of confirmation to begin with.

No, it was pretty obvious what was going on with her.

“Okay, so maybe I have the hots for some of the ladies on the PTO,” she said. “But that’s not something I even realized before this week.”

“It took getting with Allison and Laura for you to realize?”

Now it was Whitney’s turn to sigh. She turned and looked out the window. Trees passed by on either side. Some of them were already starting to turn as we reached the end of the summer. It was enough to make me wonder if the change coming to our relationship was going to be good or bad.

It’s not like the trees turning orange and losing their leaves was a bad thing. That was just part of life. Maybe some of the changes hitting our marriage were part of life, and everything would be okay.

Maybe.

“I think it’s something that’s always been a part of me, but I was afraid to admit it,” she said.

I licked my lips. We were getting into conversational territory that felt downright dangerous.

“So does that mean you’re not interested in me anymore?”

“What? What the hell are you talking about?”

“I mean it’s possible this is a part of you that you never explored. Maybe you didn’t realize you play for the other team.”

I turned to look at her, though I was terrified of what I’d see there. It was yet another example of how everything was changing, and I wasn’t sure if those changes were good or bad.

“You idiot,” she said. “I still love you. I still love fucking you. I’d think all the men I fucked this weekend would be proof enough of that.”

“You never know,” I said, grinning in relief. “Maybe you decided you wanted to try a couple of other guys so you could make sure cock wasn’t what you wanted anymore.”

Whitney reached out and slapped my shoulder. Though it was a playful slap. Maybe. I guess it was a little harder than the slaps she usually dealt out.

“You’re acting like an idiot,” she said. “You’re still the only one for me. I think that’s what really matters here. I think that’s what Scott and Allison discovered that made things work for them.”

“You’re the only one for me, too,” I said. “And I think you’re right. I think ultimately that’s the only thing that really matters.”

We settled into a comfortable silence. Some of the awkwardness that’d been gathering between us had been cleared away, but definitely not all of it. There was still a lot we needed to cover. A lot of stuff we needed to hash out if we were going to do this.

“So we’re definitely going to try and fuck other people?”

“I mean… I’m up for it if you are,” she said, winking at me.

“Are you sure you’re up for it?”

“I think I’m not the only one in this van who’s up for it,” she said, reaching out and touching my cock. “I think you’re more up for it than I am, honestly.”

I looked down to where she was touching my cock, then looked up just in time to see the bend in the road that’d almost been the end of Dustin’s prized car once upon a time. I had to slow down, and the van almost drifted across the gravel because I’d been going a little faster than I should’ve with all the distractions.

“Whoa! What was up with that?” Whitney asked, reaching up to grab the “oh shit” bar above her head.

“That was me getting distracted by a beautiful woman grabbing my cock,” I said. “And getting distracted by the idea of watching that beautiful woman grabbing other men’s cocks.”

“I think that’s something I’d really like to try, if you’re willing,” she said. “All joking aside, I don’t think we can put this genie back in the bottle now that it’s out.”

I sighed. “Yeah. It’s going to require some radical honesty on our part, though. And lots of discussion. We don’t do anything without checking in with each other first.”

Whitney grinned. “That’s how we’ve been managing our marriage so far. I don’t see why we’d change things now.”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right.”

“So. What would you think about Andrea Miller? I love the way her ass looks in those tight mom jeans she’s always wearing. She could be such a hottie if she let loose a little, and her husband isn’t bad looking either.”

Again I nearly ran the van off the road, but managed to recover at the last minute. I turned and looked at Whitney, wondering who this woman was and what she’d done with my wife.

But that was the thing, wasn’t it? This was my wife. For richer or for poorer, for better or for worse. And it was definitely looking like we’d just stumbled into something better than whatever had come before.

It was new, it was scary, but it was totally going to be an amazing new chapter in our marriage!
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