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Prologue: Ready

The days waiting for Gabi to heal had been fraught for me. Curiosity was gnawing at me, yet she steadfastly refused to divulge his name or let me see it, no matter how much I pleaded. The only thing more challenging than quelling my curiosity was coping with the absence of sex. Gabi didn’t let me fuck her, insisting on waiting until she had healed completely, though I knew her true concern was that I might catch a glimpse of the inscribed name. Powerless, I had no choice but to wait.

Thus, frustrated and horny, I found myself aimlessly browsing the Internet for porn on Thursday afternoon when I heard Gabi’s car pull into the driveway. I quickly closed the browser and went to open the front door for her.

Immediately noticing the absence of the children, I greeted her with the question: “Where are the kids?”

“I left them with Janet,” she responded, crossing the threshold.

“With Janet?”

“Yes. She’ll bring them back at seven. She’s taking them to the cinema.”

“Oh, hadn’t you taken them already?”

“No, we went to the park,” she said, slipping off her shoes.

I shut the door, anticipating further details.

Catching my look, Gabi smiled mischievously. “We met him.”

“Met him?!” I couldn’t hide my surprise.

“Mmm-hmm.” Her smile turned even more teasing. “I introduced him to the kids.”

“At Janet’s?”

“No, silly!” Gabi burst into laughter. “Of course not. Before that. We met him in the park. He treated them to ice-creams.”

“Ice creams, huh? Clever move. . . .” I turned towards the living room when Gabi’s voice stopped me, “Honey!”

I paused, turning to face her.

Her eyes sparkled. “I think it’s time I showed it to you.”

“Oh,” slipped through my lips, my heart racing.

“Wanna see it?”

“Is it—has it healed already?”

“Yes!” she chirped with a vibrant nod. “Just give me five minutes to change, then come upstairs.” She hurried upstairs, excitement radiating from her every move.

I retreated to the living room, sinking into the sofa as my pulse thundered in anticipation. The wait is over; he’ll be revealed to me! Although, don’t I know who he is? My hard cock throbbed in excitement as images started to flood my head, my thoughts wandering back to the first night in Warren’s log cabin. It was just after Jordi had fucked Gabi, and I had reclaimed her for the first time. I remembered how the three of us were intimately entwined, naked, with her nestled snugly between Jordi and me.

***


1. Feelings

The calmness that had settled over the cabin, combined with the warmth of my wife’s body and my feelings of complete satisfaction, drew me into sleep.

I wasn’t sure how long I had slept when I woke up to Gabi’s voice. “No, Jordi, let me sleep.”

Then I heard Jordi whisper, “Gabi, just one more time.”

“No.”

“Please!”

I opened my eyes to find the cabin enveloped in darkness, the lights completely turned off. Someone, likely Bonck, had got up and switched them off to conserve battery while we slept. It still felt warm in the cabin but not as warm as when we had gone to bed. Raising my head, I looked at the stove where only a few embers flickered behind its glass door, the fire nearly out.

I looked in front of me. In the scant light coming from the stove, I could just make out silhouettes. Gabi and I were still lying on our sides, facing each other, my arm wrapped around her waist. She was cuddled up to me, awake and looking at me.

“Please, roll on your back, Gabi,” I heard Jordi whisper and shifted my gaze to him.

Lying on his side and facing Gabi’s back, he had risen onto his elbow. With his hand on her shoulder, he was gently tugging on her, trying to coax her to roll onto her back.

Gabi, however, was resisting his efforts.

I moved my hand to her hip and stroked it. “Are you OK, hon?”

She nodded affirmatively, then rolled onto her back, forcing Jordi to let go of her and shift back slightly on the bed.

Jordi’s head hovered over her. “Let’s do it, Gabs!”

“I can’t!” she whispered.

“Why not? You want me, don’t you?”

“It’s not about wanting you, Jordi. It’s about what’s right.”

“It’s getting cold. I’ll put more wood,” I heard Bonck say behind me.

Moments later, the rustling of him getting up and the sound of his steps on the yoga mats filled the space.

“I’ll turn the lights on,” he announced. “It’s five o’clock; time to get up anyway.”

He turned the lights on, and I instinctively shut my eyes, momentarily overwhelmed by the glare after the darkness of the cabin.

I heard the stove door creak. There were a few thumps as Bonck shoved logs into the stove, followed by the creaking sound of the stove door being closed. The sound of Bonck’s steps, as he came back onto the yoga mats, was followed by a thumping sound when he slumped onto the bed. The crackling sound of fire from the stove was the next thing that broke the silence.

Gradually, I opened my eyes, allowing them to adjust to the new light. Jordi’s and my gaze met.

Jordi grinned at me, then looked back at Gabi. Cupping her breast and gently squeezing it, he said, “Gabi, let’s have some more!”

Gabi held his gaze, biting her lip, remaining silent.

“Didn’t you like it?” he asked her softly.

“I liked it,” she replied quietly.

“That means?”

“That means we should stop doing it!”

“Why? ‘Cos you liked it?”

She didn’t answer his question.

He moved his hand from her boob to her shoulder. “Are you falling for me too much?”

She remained silent still.

Jordi gently caressed her soft skin, his fingers brushing lightly over the curve of her arm. “Is that it?”

Gabi stared at him for a while, then slowly turned her head and looked at me.

I didn’t say anything.

She looked back at him.

He smiled softly at her. “You’re afraid you’re developing feelings for me, aren’t you?”

She held his gaze for a few more seconds, then nodded affirmatively.

“And doing it more could make it worse?” he continued, his hand sliding to her breast.

She nodded again.

Jordi held his gaze on her for a while before saying quietly, “Gabi, what if it is the other way around? What if the more we do it and the more satisfied we are, the less we crave each other?”

“I’m a woman, Jordi,” Gabi said.

“You mean the more we do it, the deeper the feelings?”

“Yes.”

Jordi looked away, his hand lingering on Gabi’s breast. He appeared to be struggling with emotions, too. Remaining motionless for a few moments, he then turned his gaze back to Gabi. “Gabs, I don’t want to hurt you.”

“Oh, yeah, as if!” Bonck interjected.

Ignoring Bonck, Jordi continued, “If you think doing it more will hurt you, I won’t bother you.”

Gabi remained silent, staring at Jordi. They held each other’s gaze, a silent conversation passing between them. Jordi finally broke the moment by leaning closer to her. His hand pressed against her breast, her nipple squeezing between his middle and index fingers. Her breathing started to deepen. He rolled her nipple between his fingers, his lips curving into a playfully mischievous smile, then said in a low, gentle voice, “I really want you, Gabs. I know you want me, too. I understand that you think you’re getting more attracted to me the more we do it. But could it be that it’s just a physical desire, a craving?” His hand slipped from her breast to her stomach.

She trembled. Her breathing continued to deepen.

He continued to whisper gently, “Could it be that the feelings might go away once we’ve satisfied our cravings?” He circled his finger around her belly button. Her abs contracted at his touch. “We’ve done it once,” he pressed on. “We might as well do it one more time.” His hand slid down to her lower abdomen; his fingers touched her landing strip.

Gabi squeezed her legs together, her breathing turning heavy and fast. “Don’t know,” she murmured.

“It is what we both want. What your hubby wants,” Jordi said softly, glancing at me briefly before looking back at her.

I placed my hand on her shoulder and rubbed it. She kept staring at Jordi. What a sight her breasts were, her chest heaving up and down as she struggled to resist temptation, failing to control desire.

Jordi’s hand slid further down. “Let’s do it one more time and see how we feel!”

She opened her legs slightly, and his hand slipped between her thighs.

She sighed a moan. “Oh!” Then she whispered, “Jordi, I don’t know. I don’t know if it will work that way.”

“Let’s try, Gabs. That’s the only way to find out,” Jordi responded in his seductive, soft voice.

I moved my hand from Gabi’s shoulder to her breast and started to brush her nipple with the back of my hand. She opened her legs apart, not taking her eyes off Jordi’s face, and he cupped her pussy, causing her to tremble.

She whispered, “It’s. . . I don’t know, it’s just. . . .”

Jordi spread her pussy lips apart and ran his fingers along her slit. “You’re so very wet. You’re ready, Gabs!”

Gabi mumbled, “Maybe. I don’t know.”

Without removing his hand from her pussy, he lowered his face to hers.

She glanced at me.

I nodded.

She looked back at him, and at that moment, he pressed his mouth against hers.

As they kissed, he raised his leg and swung it over her between her legs.

Gabi broke the kiss and glanced at me again.

I nodded again.

Looking back at Jordi, she said, “OK, just this one more time,” then spread her legs wider apart.

Jordi let go of her pussy and rolled on top of her, nestling himself between her thighs. He propped himself up on one hand and used his other hand to guide his cock to her pussy. She trembled when she felt his cock head make contact with her labia. Spreading her pussy lips apart, he ran his cock along the length of her slit a couple of times before positioning his cock head at the entrance to her vagina. She drew her knees up and wrapped her arms around his neck.

Jordi leaned in for another kiss, and Gabi parted her lips to let his tongue venture into her mouth again. As they kissed, he pushed his cock into her pussy. She gasped into his mouth, feeling his manhood enter her, but they continued kissing. He let go of his cock and thrust again. She moaned loudly, breaking the kiss. They locked eyes.

Jordi propped himself up on two hands and made a long, powerful thrust.

Gabi moaned, “Ohh!”

He thrust again, and she moaned again, “Ohh!”

He now started to fuck her with deep, powerful strokes, shaking her body and making her breasts wobble with each thrust.

I glanced at Bonck over my shoulder. He was sitting cross-legged, stroking his hard cock, watching his friend fuck my wife. My cock was rock-hard too, but I was not in a mood to stroke it. I wanted to fuck, not masturbate. I turned my attention back to Gabi and Jordi.

Gabi was now moaning constantly, “Oh-Oh-Oh!”

Jordi increased the pace of his strokes and started to grunt, “Mmm-Mmm-Mmm.”

Gabi uttered, “Oh, God!” as the first pre-orgasmic wave travelled through her body.  

“Mmm-yeah!” Jordi groaned, now thrusting fast and deep.

Gabi started to squeak short, high-pitched Ohs.

Jordi fucked her for another minute, and she cried out, “Jordi! Oh, my God! Jordi!” then closed her eyes and shuddered in orgasm.

Grunting loudly, “Oh, yeah,” Jordi started to thrust as if there was no tomorrow.

“Oh, yes! Yes-s-s!” Gabi shouted, wrapping her legs around his waist.

Feeling Gabi’s thighs shake around his hips, and her vagina convulse around his cock pushed Jordi over the edge, and he began ejaculating. He gave a deep thrust into her pussy, closed his eyes and stayed still, savouring the pleasurable sensations in his cock as it throbbed and shot wad after wad of cum into her womb.

Gabi and Jordi finished orgasming at the same time. Opening their eyes, their gazes met.

Jordi smiled at Gabi, but she didn’t smile back, so he asked her, “Didn’t you like it?”

Panting heavily, she replied, “I liked it.”

“This was one of the most intense orgasms I’ve ever had, Gabs,” he said. “How was yours?” He smiled invitingly.

She hesitated for a second, then smiled faintly. “Same here.”

“What about the other thing? I mean, your feelings for me?”

Gabi rested her legs on the bed and placed her hands on Jordi’s chest.

He raised his eyebrows. “Still growing stronger?”

She chose not to answer his question and pushed him gently in the chest. “Can you take your penis out of me now?”

“Sure!” he agreed and pulled his pelvis back. His still erect cock slipped out of her pussy, and he rolled over onto his back next to her. Cum started to leak from her vagina onto the bed sheet.

She turned her head, looking at me. “Do you want to fuck me now, Teddy?”

“Oh, yeah!” I nodded, a smile lighting my face.

I rolled over on top of her, propping myself up on my hands.

Gabi placed her hands on my shoulders, wrapping her legs around my waist. I felt her soft, wet pussy lips rub against my cock.

Smiling shyly, almost with a sense of guilt, she asked me, “Do you still want me?”

“Of course I do,” I replied straight away.

She made a slight oscillating movement with her hips, and the tip of my penis met the entrance to her vagina. Without waiting even a second, I pushed my pelvis forward.

“Ahh!” slipped through her lips as my cock head slid into her loosened pussy.

I continued to push my cock into her, loving the feeling of the warm gooey mixture of Jordi’s cum and her pussy juices that enveloped my cock head and shaft.

“Ugh,” I grunted, sliding my cock deeper into her vagina, all the way down to the cock base.  

“Ahh!” Gabi moaned again and crossed her arms around my neck.

“Here we go, Gabs,” I murmured as I began thrusting.

I thrust fast and deep, moaning with each stroke as I enjoyed the unique sensations her cum-oiled vagina could offer.

Gabi moaned, too, her boobs bouncing in sync with my thrusts.

Whatever the reasons—sperm competition reflex, extra lubrication, or extensive anticipation—there is something uniquely special about taking sloppy seconds. Gabi’s super slippery pussy, coupled with the hype in my mind, made the experience nothing short of surreal.

I kept thrusting and grunting. “Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!”

“Ohh! Ohh! Ohh!” Gabi moaned, feeling the force with which my cock was ploughing her pussy.

Having cummed a few hours earlier helped me not to blow my load quickly. However, the laws of nature could not be defied, and after fucking Gabi for about three minutes, it seemed that the time had come to surrender to the urge for ejaculation. I felt cum bubbling up in my balls and making its way into the base of my cock, ready to sprout out through my urethra.

And then, just as I was about to start cumming, I heard Bonck shouting, “Cumming, oh yeah! Here it comes, here it comes!”

I glanced at him. He was stroking his cock like mad, not taking his eyes off Gabi and me.

Being distracted helped me hold off cumming for a little longer, perhaps a few seconds, but this time was enough for Gabi to start orgasming before me.

She cried, “Teddy!” making me look back at her. She closed her eyes, and arching her head back, she began shaking in orgasmic pleasure. I felt her thigh muscles contract around my hips and her vagina convulse around my cock. That was too much for my senses, and I began cumming hard, thrusting with feverish zeal.

It took me close to a minute to finish ejaculating. However, since Gabi was still moaning, I continued to thrust for another minute or so until she finished orgasming and opened her eyes, resting her legs on the bed.

Smiling at me, panting, she said, “Wow, Teddy! You do love the sloppy seconds!”

“So do you, it seems,” I replied, smiling too.

“Yeah. A new side of me.”

“Well, that’s us then. Sloppy-seconds-lovers.”

“Indeed,” Gabi agreed, and moving her hands to my chest, she gently pushed me. It was her way of telling me it was time to pull my cock out of her pussy.

I withdrew my penis and got off her.

Just as I sat beside her, Bonck shouted, “Hey, get out of the way, please!”

Both Gabi and I looked at him.

He was still stroking his cock.

“What?” I raised my eyebrows. “Have you not finished yet?!”

“No! Move out of the way!” he shouted again.  

I moved to one side, but that seemed not enough for him because he let go of his cock and crawled on his knees to Gabi’s feet.

Gabi snapped her legs closed.

“Open your legs, Gabi, please,” he asked her.

She narrowed her eyes, furrowing her brow, as she stared at him.

“Please! I want to be looking at your pussy,” he pleaded again.

She held her gaze on him.

“While masturbating. It will help me cum,” he clarified.

Gabi remained silent, staring at Bonck for a second, then flicked her hand at him. “Fine!” She spread her legs apart.

Bonck spit into his palm, then grabbed his cock and resumed stroking it, staring at Gabi’s open pussy.

Gabi turned her gaze towards me, extending her hand. Our fingers intertwined, and we smiled softly at each other. Then we looked back at Bonck.

With his eyes glued to Gabi’s pussy, he stroked his cock with fervour, letting go of it only for a moment or two to spit into his palm before resuming wanking. He was grunting, huffing and puffing, occasionally gasping out, “Oh, yeah, here it comes,” but wasn’t cumming.

“A little longer?” Gabi asked after we had watched him wank for over five minutes with no sign of him cumming.

“Yes, please,” he grunted, then paused stroking his cock, and looking up at her, asked, “Can I. . . . May I touch your pussy? Just brush it?”

Gabi held his gaze for a few moments, then said, “Fine! Just brushing! Understood?”

“Yes!” Bonck nodded, and, holding his cock with one hand, he leaned forward and reached his other hand to her pussy. He brushed her labia with the back of his hand. Then saying, “Thank you,” he leaned back and resumed stroking his cock.

Perhaps another five minutes passed, and Gabi, growing tired of waiting, let go of my hand and rose onto her elbows, asking, “How long, Bonck?”

“Any moment, Gabs! Please!” Bonck replied.

Gabi sighed and lay back, looking to her other side, where Jordi had now knelt. He was sporting an erection again and was stroking his cock.

Noticing that she was looking at his cock, he smiled seductively. “One more time, Gabs?”

Gabi kept her gaze on his manhood but remained silent. Jordi let go of his cock, lay on his side next to her, facing her, and, raising himself up on his elbow, leaned his head towards her for a kiss. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him closer. He pressed his mouth against hers, and she parted her lips to let his tongue in.

As I watched Gabi and Jordi kiss, I felt jealousy bubbling inside me. What about holding hands, Gabs? Forgot I’m still here? I sighed to myself. She’s kissing him whenever he asks for it! And now she’s ready to let him fuck her whenever he wants. Is she not in love with him? If she’s so—

My thought got interrupted by Bonck shouting, “For fuck’s say, Jordi! Move your hand away! I can’t see her pussy!”

I glanced at Gabi’s crotch. Jordi had squeezed his hand between her thighs and was cupping her pussy. Now, he broke the kiss and removed his hand from her labia. He sat up and, looking at Bonck, frustrated and shaking his head, said, “Bonck, you know you can’t finish like this.”

“Ugh, I want to!” Bonck uttered, his eyes glued to Gabi’s pussy, his hand moving fast up and down his cock.

Jordi countered, “You want, Bonck, but you can’t!”

“I. Want. To. Finish!” Bonck raised his voice, stressing each word. “Will you shut up now? And let me do it?”

“You know—”

“If you stop running your mouth, I’ll be able to finish quickly!”

“Yeah, wishful thinking, mate! ‘Finish quickly’ is not your thing. That’s what they pay you for.”

“Oh, fuck you, Jordi!” Bonck shouted, letting go of his cock. He stared in anger at his friend.

Jordi shrugged. “Sorry, but that’s the way you are!”

Bonck glanced at Gabi, who had raised her head and, propped up on her elbows again, was looking at him.

“How come you haven’t finished yet?” she asked him.

He shrugged. “It’s just…”

“Do you need more time, Bonck?”

Bonck sighed a deep sigh. “No, Jordi’s right. It won’t work.”

“I’m sorry, Bonck,” Gabi said, smiling compassionately.

She was about to close her legs, but Bonck, encouraged by her smile, stopped her by placing his hands on her ankles. “Gabi, let me fuck you!”

“No!” she shrieked, snapping her legs shut.

He pushed her legs apart, insisting, “Just this one time, please!”

“No!” she shouted again, sitting up quickly, almost in a panic.

“Why not? Because I’m black?”

“No! That’s got nothing to do with it. I just can’t take you in, Bonck! You’re too big for me!”

“But you’ve already opened up, Gabi. Look! I see your pussy. It’s open!”

Bonck reached his hand to her pussy, but Gabi pushed his hand away, closing her legs tightly. She hugged her knees to her chest, then said apologetically, “I just can’t, Bonck! It will hurt. I can’t, sorry!”

Disappointed, Bonck crawled to his place on the bed and lay on his back. Staring at the ceiling, he murmured, “I’ll die gay!”

Looking compassionately at him, Gabi whispered, “Sorry! I just can’t!” She hesitated for a moment, then added, “Maybe. . . . maybe I can give you a hand job.”

Bonck dismissed her offer with a flick of his hand. “Thanks, but I don’t want a hand job. And it won’t work anyway. I need your vagina.”

Gabi shook her head. “Sorry. I can’t.”

Jordi placed his hand on her shoulder, and she turned to look at him.

He smiled. “Would you like to stand on all fours?”

She murmured, “OK,” then, glancing at me and blushing, added, as if to apologise, “Just one more time.”

I sighed to myself. She’s fallen in love with him! And that’s not what I wanted! Nonetheless, I forced a smile and said, “Yes, just one more time, hon. Go ahead!”

She got up on her knees, turned around and stood on all fours.

Jordi knelt behind her, holding his hard cock in his hand.

Gabi spread her legs apart, exposing her pussy as much as she could, and dropped onto her elbows, keeping her butt up. She looked at Jordi over her shoulder. “Is this OK?”

He nodded. “Perfect!” Then he placed his hand on her buttock and, rubbing it gently, guided his cock to her pussy with the other hand.

Gabi turned her head to face ahead. Her pussy lips were puffed up and spread wide apart, and her vagina was gaping open and wet, so Jordi had no problem pushing his cock into her pussy with a single powerful thrust.

“Ugh!” Gabi moaned as her body jerked with his thrust.

Now Jordi let go of his cock and grabbed her buttocks with two hands. Spreading her butt cheeks apart for better access to her pussy, he thrust in again, shaking her body. His cock slid all the way into her, balls deep.

“Ohh!” Gabi moaned.

“You like Jordi’s cock, don’t you?” I asked, my voice laced with a hint of disappointment.

She looked at me. “I like your cock too, Teddy. You know that.”

“OK. If you say so.”

“Honey, why don’t you let me blow you while Jordi’s fucking me?”

“You sure?”

Jordi thrust in, and she gasped, then smiled at me. “Yes, I’m sure. I’ve always wanted to find out what it’s like to be spit-roasted.”

I chuckled. “Oh, spit-roasted? You know some terms, Gabs!”

“Yes, I do,” she chirped with a giggle, then moaned a throaty “Ugh!” as Jordi made a powerful thrust into her pussy, shaking her body.

“Let’s do it then!” I said enthusiastically, but after glancing at my flaccid cock, I looked back at her and sighed. “I’m not ready, though.”

Jordi thrust in again. Gabi grunted, “Ugh,” her face flinching. She took a deep breath before saying, “That’s OK, honey. I’ll help you get it up!”

“That will be great,” I said, accepting her offer. I rose to my knees, crawled in front of her and pushed my pelvis forward, offering her my cock.

She rose onto her hands just as Jordi thrust in yet again, making her let out a moan, “Ohh!” Her body jerked forward, her chin bumping my cock.

Remaining propped up on her left hand, she raised her right hand up, signalling to Jordi to stop thrusting. He obliged. Gabi now took my cock with her right hand and pulled back the foreskin, exposing the glans. Then she moved her hand to the cock base, and, holding my cock there, she pushed my cock head between her lips.

The warmth of her mouth engulfing my member elicited a sigh of pleasure from me. “Oh, yes, Gabs!”

She began sucking my cock, and a moment later, Jordi resumed fucking her.

The sight of my wife spit-roasted between Jordi and me was so powerful that my insecurities and jealousy were temporarily set aside, and the only thing I could see and think about at that moment was the eroticism of my shared experience with my wife. Her back was arched down, and her butt was perked up; Jordi was fucking her from behind, holding her buttocks and spreading them apart, with his gaze focused on her butt hole and pussy, as he drove his cock in and out of her vagina with slow but deep thrusts; her lips were gripping around my cock. The sight brought the most intense feeling of euphoria I had ever experienced, and, despite my recent ejaculation, the eroticism of the moment and the suction Gabi was applying to my cock head made my cock harden, not completely, but it wasn’t as soft as it had been minutes earlier. This allowed Gabi to start moving her mouth up and down my shaft, further stimulating the growth of my member.

For the next two or three minutes, I continued to be subjected to a unique mixture of visual, auditory, and sensory stimuli. The sight of Gabi’s tits, hanging down and swinging back and forth with each of Jordi’s thrusts into her pussy, the slapping sound of flesh on flesh produced by his crotch and thighs slamming against her butt cheeks and thighs, the frowns on her face as she tried to suppress the moans of pleasure, and her wobbling buttocks—all this—turned me on to the point that I was as hard as ever and with her lips and tongue doing their magic on my cock, I felt I was about to empty myself into her mouth. However, at that point, Jordi significantly increased the pace and power of his strokes. He was turned on so much by watching Gabi’s butt hole pucker out and her vaginal opening stretch out to the limit around his shaft that he began grunting loudly, reaching fast the point of no return. With the increase of the power of his thrusts, the swaying of Gabi’s body increased, too. She was unable to support herself on one hand and let go of my cock to put her other hand on the bed so she could hold herself up on two hands. She tried to suck my member a little longer without holding it, but the build-up of pleasure in her groin meant she could not suppress her moans any longer and opened her mouth to let out moans. As a result, my cock slipped out. I wasn’t too disappointed by the way the events had developed. Her work on my dick had hardened it, and I was ready to fuck. And rather than emptying myself into her mouth, I preferred to fuck her in the pussy as soon as Jordi finished—something she most probably favoured too.

After all, we are ‘sloppy-seconds-lovers’! I smiled to myself and started to stroke my cock to maintain an erection while waiting for my turn to fuck her.

I did not have to wait for too long. Barely a few seconds passed, and Jordi loudly shouted something in Spanish, ramming his cock deep into Gabi’s pussy, almost knocking her flat on the bed. Staying still, he began unloading his cum into her womb.

Feeling the warm semen flooding the depths of her pussy drove Gabi to the edge, too, and crying, “Oh, Jordi, yes, Jordi! Yes!” she shuddered in orgasm, arching her head back and closing her eyes.

Such a sight! I thought. If I had a camera, I would’ve filmed this and watched it over and over again!

The word ‘watch’ reminded me of Bonck, and I glanced at him. Sitting cross-legged, he was stroking his cock and watching the free porn!

I looked back at Gabi, who was moaning deep throaty moans, convulsing in wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure. Groaning and grunting, Jordi kept emptying his load into her pussy.

Finally, after about close to a minute, he finished cumming and resumed thrusting. Gabi also eased out of her orgasm, but then Jordi did something I knew she liked a lot. He put his thumb on her butt hole. He didn’t shove it in but just pressed it against her anus.

Gabi moaned a high-pitched “Oh!” and was taken by a second orgasm.

Jordi had enough stamina and hardness in his cock to continue to fuck her, pressing his thumb on her butt hole until her orgasm subsided. Then only he slapped her gently on her butt cheek, signalling he could no longer fuck her, and withdrew his now semi-erect cock.

“Gosh, Jordi!” Gabi rasped, looking at him over her shoulder, panting and shaking. “You fucked the hell out of me!”

“I’m glad you liked it,” he replied with a broad smile and moved to her side.

She slumped facedown and was about to roll over onto her back when I placed my hand on her back, saying, “Get up on all fours, Gabs!”

She raised her head and looked up at me.

“I’ll fuck you now. The doggy style, please!”

“OK,” she murmured and rose back on all fours, shaking out of exhaustion.

I moved behind her and kneeled, looking at her backside. Her butt cheeks and thighs were red after the pounding received by Jordi’s crotch and thighs while fucking her. I moved my gaze to her pussy. It, too, had taken quite a beating. Her pussy lips were spread wide open and reddened, and her vagina was so stretched out that I was able to peer at least two inches into it. Jordi’s cum had accumulated inside her pussy hole, just behind her vaginal rim, and was slowly trickling down along her slit onto her engorged clit. Some of the cum was dripping onto the bed sheet.

The sight of my wife’s worked-out pussy made a strong impression on me, and I couldn’t help but exclaim, “God! He fucked you real good, Gabs!”

“Yes, he fucked me,” she responded quietly, moments later adding, “big time.”

I rubbed my cock against her slit. With her pussy still over-sensitive from the recent fucking, she began shaking.

“Sensitive down there, aren’t you?” I commented.

“Oh, yeah,” she grunted.

I shoved my cock balls deep into her pussy with a single thrust, and she moaned a loud “Ugh!”

The familiar warmth and velvety grip of her lubricated pussy walls engulfed my cock.

“Oh, Gabs, you’re so squishy nice,” I said as I began thrusting.

She started to moan instantly, “Oh, Oh, Oh!”

I hadn’t seen my wife so aroused before. I knew she was multi-orgasmic, but not to the extent that she was.

I know the reason for Gabi’s arousal, I said to myself, glancing at Jordi, who had lain on his back, resting but still watching us. His smile sparked a reluctant acknowledgement within me: I have mixed feelings about this guy. It almost feels like we’re competing over my wife, and I don’t like it. I kept thrusting my cock in Gabi’s pussy, observing Jordi’s friendly smile for a few moments, then decided I was judging him too harshly. He’s doing what anyone else in his place would be doing. He wanted to fuck her so much, and now that he has her, why not fuck her as much as he can?

I turned my attention back to Gabi. She had arched her back, pushing her pussy against my cock, moaning, “Ugh-Ugh-Ugh,” with each of my thrusts.

I grabbed her butt cheek and squeezed it hard, eliciting a groan from her, “Urghh!”

I released her buttock and slapped it.

“Fuck me! Harder!” she shouted, thrusting her bum against my crotch.

I doubled down on my own strokes. She’s so fired up! I’ve never seen her like this before. It’s Jordi, that’s for certain. And that’s fine. She likes sex. He rocks her boat. That’s why she likes the sex with him. It’s normal that he’s set her in the mood. Just as it seemed I had eased my troubled mind, another question invaded it: But is it just the sex with him that she likes? Or is there more to it? There’s more to it, of course! She’s in love with him; hence, she likes the sex with him!

The worry about how much Gabi’s infatuation with Jordi impacted her sex drive was so distracting that I found myself fucking her for over ten minutes without ejaculating. However, when Gabi’s pussy convulsed around my cock, and she cried, “Oh, yes!” shuddering in orgasm, I, too, was finally about to succumb to the sensations in my groin.

And then she whimpered, “God, Jordi!”

Fuck! I swore in my head. Jordi’s on her mind. Fuck! My urge to cum subsided.

Gabi’s orgasm passed, and I was still not cumming. My gaze travelled over her—starting at her shoulders, gliding down her back, lingering for a while on her bum before finally fixing my eyes on her pussy. Looking at her pussy hole, stretched around my shaft, I said to myself: Why the fuck am I not enjoying the moment? Fine! She made a mistake. She cried Jordi’s name. But he’s just fucked her! It’s normal to have a slip of the tongue! Why am I so obsessed with such details? Why am I not enjoying fucking my wife when she’s so much into it? I have issues, man! I glanced at Bonck, who was stroking his cock, trying to cum in vain, and I smiled to myself. Poor Bonck! He’s got issues, too. He doesn’t have a wife to worry about but has a cock that doesn’t listen to him. I looked back at Gabi’s pussy. Watching my cock, sliding in and out of her vagina gave me additional comfort: Do I have to worry about her being in love with Jordi? I’m fucking her right now! If she were in love with him, would she be letting me fuck her? I focused my thoughts on the sexual act.

I fucked Gabi for another five minutes before she got a second orgasm. This time, when I felt her pussy convulse around my cock, I began cumming instantly. It took me less than twenty seconds to finish, but I continued thrusting until Gabi’s orgasm also passed.

I was about to do what Jordi had done—to tap her bum to tell her I was done—when Bonck rose to his knees and crawled in front of her. She raised her head to look at him.

He pushed his cock towards her mouth. “Please, suck me, Gabs!”

“No!” she squeaked. “I told you! You’re too big for me, Bonck!”

“Take only the tip in!” He pushed his pelvis forward, and his cock head touched her lips.

She moved her head to one side, his cock brushing her cheek. “I can’t! Sorry!”

“Oh, come on, Gabs!” Bonck raised his voice in frustration. “Help me out here!”

Gabi dropped onto her elbows, looking down at the cushion below her, murmuring, “Sorry, Bonck, I can’t.”

“You did it for Teddy!” Bonck’s tone carried a mix of accusation and desperation.

“Teddy’s my husband!” Gabi replied without looking at Bonck.

“You let Jordi fuck you! You blew Warren! You blew your husband. Why not me? I’m just asking for a quick blow job!”

“I can’t, Bonck! I can’t!”

“Because I’m black, isn’t it?”

“No!” Gabi squeaked, turning her head to look up at him. “I told you already! It has nothing to do with that!”

She held her gaze on Bonck for a while, then looked ahead of her and slumped on the bed facedown. My now flaccid cock slipped out of her pussy.

She rolled over onto her back, but if she thought she was going to rest, she was mistaken. Rising to his elbow, Jordi placed his hand on her stomach. “Would you like to ride me?”

She turned her head to look at him. “Now?!”

He smiled shyly and nodded towards his crotch. Gabi, Bonck and I looked at it.

I couldn’t believe my eyes. His cock was sticking out, hard as ever. How’s that possible?! Hasn’t he just fucked her? Like twenty minutes ago? Jealousy came back to me with a vengeance. I can’t compete with him! He stole my wife! I hate him!

I wasn’t the only one pissed off with Jordi. Bonck flicked his hand in anger. “Fuck you, Jordi! You always get to fuck the most! Fuck you!”

Bonck rose and walked up to the stove, his massive cock swinging between his legs. He added more firewood, then went to sit at the table, where he took the whiskey bottle and poured himself a glass. He took the glass and sighed. “I guess I’ll just watch and drink myself to oblivion.” He took a sip, put the glass on the table and stared at the three of us. Then, suddenly, he lashed out at Jordi. “Come on, Jordi! What’re you waiting for? Fuck her! That’s why you came to these games, isn’t it?! To muddle her mind so you could fuck her brains out! Don’t waste time! Go on! She’s yours now.”

I looked at Jordi. He was shaking his head in disapproval of Bonck’s outburst and now said quietly, “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Bonck scoffed. “You don’t know what I’m talking about?!”

Jordi shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t.”

Bonck imitated Jordi’s voice. “She’s the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen! She’s the type of wife I’ve always wanted to fuck! You’ve got to come and help me. Please! I have to have her!”

Jordi remained silent.

“Yeah,” Bonck continued. “That’s right! You had to have her, and she’s yours now! Now, go on! Fuck her, break her heart, destroy her marriage!” He paused, then opened his mouth to say something but changed his mind and, instead, picked up his glass. He drank from it and, after placing it back on the table, looked back at Jordi.

“Finished already?” Jordi asked.

Bonck said quietly, “Yeah,” and looked away, frustrated with himself for losing his temper.

“Jealous, that’s what you are!” Jordi said and turned his attention back to Gabi, asking her softly, “You all right?”

She nodded. “Yes.”

He placed his hand on her breast and began playing with her nipple.

Their eyes locked.

A lustful, seductive smile curved his lips.

Gabi giggled. “Really? Now?”

He nodded. “Um-hum!”

“OK,” she said, giggling again.

Jordi let go of her breast and lay on his back. She rose and, facing him, straddled his hips, kneeling with a knee on either side of him. She took his cock and guided it to her pussy. After she positioned his cock head at the entrance to her vagina, she slowly lowered herself, gasping as his cock began sinking into her pussy.

I felt jealousy burning through my chest as I watched my wife share a smile with another man, pleasure curving her lips while his superior cock was slowly but surely invading her pussy. No. I can’t compete with him! She’s fallen in love with him, and that’s it! She doesn’t even look at me now. Only he’s in her mind. And in her pussy!

“Feels good?” Jordi asked.

“Oh, yeah!” Gabi groaned, her voice laced with pleasure. She let go of his cock, which had slid halfway into her pussy, and reached back, grabbing his ankles. Then she sat on him, impaling herself to the base of his penis, letting out a loud moan of “Oh!” Holding onto his legs, she began riding him. He grabbed her buttocks and started lifting her up and down, helping her thrust her pussy against his cock.

Maintaining uninterrupted eye contact and exchanging smiles with each other, Jordi and Gabi behaved like two people in love. The more I watched Gabi give her lover pleasure and take pleasure for herself, the more unsettled I became, and, at one point, I rose, telling myself: I’ve had enough! I joined Bonck at the table, taking the chair next to him. Without asking, he poured whiskey into one of the glasses and pushed the glass towards me. I took the glass and began sipping whiskey, watching Gabi and Jordi fuck.

Gabi was riding Jordi’s cock fast and hard, moaning loudly, “Oh, Oh, Oh!” Her breasts were bouncing in rhythm with her thrusts. Jordi was gripping her hips and thrusting his pelvis up and down as much as he could.

“What did I tell you?” Bonck said.

Remaining silent, I took a sip of whiskey, not taking my eyes off Jordi and Gabi.

Bonck continued, “’Before you know it, and he’ll fuck your wife!’ That’s what I told you! But that’s not the problem. He has his way with wives, and he fucks them. He fucks them well. Husbands like you like it. And that’s fine.

“The problem is he makes the wives fall in love with him, Teddy. Always! And this is your problem now. Because what he does has the potential to destroy a marriage. He has destroyed marriages in the past. That’s why he does it! He’s angry about losing his own marriage. He can’t take his anger out on the people responsible for it; instead, he takes it out on others. Destroying other people’s marriages and relationships! That’s what he does!”

I took another sip and said, still not looking at Bonck, “She’s not in love with him.”

“Says she!” Bonck countered.

“I trust her.”

“You do?”

“Yes, I believe she’s telling the truth!”

“You say that, but looking at your face, it doesn’t seem like you believe her.”

I looked at Bonck.

He drank up his whiskey and put the empty glass away. “Teddy, she says she’s not in love with him because she wants to believe she’s not. But she is, in fact, deeply in love with him.”

I gulped my whiskey and put my glass on the table. “You don’t know that!”

“Oh, but I know.”

“You can’t read my wife’s mind, Bonck!”

“But I can read her behaviour!”

Gabi cried, “Jordi! Oh, my God! Jordi!”

Both Bonck and I looked at her.

She thrust herself down onto Jordi’s cock and leaned forward, placing her hands on his chest and resting her head on them. With her cheek pressed against her hands and her head tilted to one side, she closed her eyes and shook in a massive orgasm.

Jordi squeezed her buttocks and, grunting, he, too, started to cum.

“Gabi likes having sex with him,” I said, “but it’s only sex to her.” I held my gaze on Gabi and Jordi for a few seconds, watching them convulse in pleasure, then glanced at Bonck, adding, “She’s doing it only for the pleasure of having a big cock between her legs.”

Bonck looked at me and smiled. “If she’s doing it only to have a big cock between her legs, then why didn’t she let me fuck her? My cock’s bigger than his.” He nodded towards Jordi.

“She doesn’t think she can take your cock in.”

“And you believe that?”

Bonck’s stare pierced into my eyes, bringing a wave of unease as I started to see the unsettling truth in his gaze—Gabi had developed feelings for Jordi. I began to feel overwhelmed and struggled to hold his gaze but didn’t want to look away in fear that by doing so, I would have admitted to myself and Bonck that he was right.

Fortunately for me, at that moment, we heard Gabi giggle. “Wow, Jordi!”

Bonck and I turned to look at her.

Lying on top of Jordi, still straddling him, with his cock buried in her pussy and her tits pressed against his chest, she gazed into his eyes with uninhibited affection.  

With an arm wrapped around her waist and a soft smile directed at her, he caressed her hair, gently brushing a loose strand from her face. “That was something, Gabs, wasn’t it?”

“Oh, yeah!” she replied before leaning and pressing her lips against his.

“I think it’s more than his cock,” Bonck whispered, then asked me in a louder voice, “More whiskey?”

I pushed my empty glass towards him, my gaze fixed on Gabi and Jordi, feeling a knot in my stomach.


2. Countermeasures

Gabi and Jordi kissed passionately for about a minute before Gabi placed her hands on Jordi’s chest and pushed herself up to her knees. She stood up, letting his now semi-erect cock slide out of her pussy. Dribbles of cum dropped onto his stomach and pubic hair. She stepped away from him, holding her hand under her pussy to catch the cum dripping out of her vagina. Looking at me, she smiled—a mix of apology, embarrassment, and satisfaction.

“Fancy some whiskey?” I offered, raising my glass.

“Umm, . . . yeah, but let me first go to the loo,” she said, then nodded towards her pussy. “I’ve got to wash myself, too.”

“Ah, OK.” I set my glass on the table.

“I’ll have some whiskey,” Jordi interjected and got up. He playfully slapped Gabi’s bum and joined Bonck and me at the table.

Gabi grabbed her towel and went into the bathroom while Bonck poured whiskey for Jordi. Jordi picked up the glass and raised it. “Cheers, Teddy! To your wife and her pussy!”

My eyes narrowed at him, a cold glare replacing any remnants of warmth on my face. Adding insult to injury, aren’t you? I remained silent.

He grinned, seemingly amused by my reaction. “What?! She’s got a great pussy!”

“Has she?” I hissed, barely holding my temper, jealousy and humiliation bubbling inside me.

Jordi’s grin widened. “Oh, yeah! I can testify to that. I tried her pussy real good; didn’t you watch us? Teddy, I’m telling you: the more I fuck your wife, the better it feels. Her pussy is so warm and tight. The way it grips around my cock? Wow! The eagerness, the suction! She totally enjoys being fucked by a real man. I can tell she’d been deprived of a good fuck for a long, long time. Certainly since before you guys married!”

I felt my blood boil. My face flushed, and I clenched my jaw, but Jordi wasn’t reading the signs of the upcoming storm and went piling it on: “Gosh! The way your wife moans, squirming on my fat cock! She loves every bit of it. My thick cock gives her a real, good, hard pounding, and she’ll want more. It’s clear she’s never got a good fuck from your little weenie, and I’ll—”

“Son of a bitch!” I shouted and slapped his hand that was holding the glass. 

The glass flew out on the floor. The whiskey spilled out.

I rose from my seat and raised my fist to punch him in the face, but Bonck jumped off his chair, shouting, “Wow! Wow!” and placing his hand on my shoulder. “Sit down, Teddy! Sit down! It’s not worth it!” He turned to Jordi. “You shut your mouth, or I’ll shut it for you!”

“Sorry!” Jordi said, holding his gaze on me and looking genuinely surprised and scared. “Sorry, Teddy! I thought you liked this type of talk.”

Still breathing heavily, I muttered, “No! I don’t!”

“Sorry. I assumed you wanted me to rub it into your face.”

I shook my head from side to side, staring angrily at him.

Jordi bent down, picked up the glass from the floor and placed it on the table. He took a napkin, wiped the whiskey spilt over his hand and the table, and then looked up at me. “I’m sorry, Teddy. I didn’t mean bad. I mean, all the cuckolds I cucked wanted to be humiliated. Their hotwives wanted—” He paused, holding his gaze on me for a moment, before continuing, “I guess Gabi’s not your typical hotwife—”

“No, she’s not. Neither am I your typical cuckold, OK?”

“He’s a stag, Jordi,” Bonck said and pushed me gently to sit down.

I sat on my chair, murmuring, “That’s right!”

Bonck took the bottle of whiskey and poured some into Jordi’s glass. Then he sat back and explained to his friend, “Men like Teddy don’t like humiliation, Jordi. OK? Just enjoy his wife while you can and keep your mouth shut!”

Jordi raised his hand defensively. “Will do! Sorry!” He took the glass and drank his whiskey. Setting the glass back on the table, he looked at me. “You don’t like humiliation, I get this now, but I suppose you don’t mind me, hmm. . . .” He cleared his throat, looking uncertain for a moment, then added, “fucking her?”

I gazed at him awhile, then said, “No, but I mind something else.” 

“What is it?”

“Muddling her mind!” Bonck interjected.

“That’s right!” I nodded. “I don’t like you making her fall in love with you.”

Jordi looked at his empty glass, traced his finger along its rim, and then looked up at me. “The thing is, Teddy, that’s my style! That’s how I get into their knickers.”

“I don’t like that! I don’t like that Gabi’s falling for you so much.”

“Well, that, I’m afraid, I can’t help it! Sorry!”

“You can’t help it! Really? So if Gabi decides to leave me for you, you’ll just say, ‘Sorry, I can’t help it!’ Is that it?” I felt blood rising to my head again.

Jordi shrugged nonchalantly. “That’s a risk. It comes with the territory, doesn’t it?” He stared at me, a provocative grin on his lips.

Just as Jordi and I locked gazes, a fight about to erupt between us, the bathroom door opened, and Gabi stepped out, drying her pussy with her towel. “The water’s cold, by the way,” she said. “If we want to shower, we’ll need to fire up the wood stove.”

“No worries, I’ll take care of it,” Bonck said, then grabbed the bottle of whiskey and raised it. “Whiskey? To warm you up?”

Gabi smiled appreciatively. “Thank you, Bonck! Just a splash, please!”

“Or, maybe,” Jordi said, rising up from his chair. “Maybe I can warm you up with something else?” Smiling lustfully, he nodded towards his crotch.

We all looked at his private parts. His fully erect cock was sticking out.

“Again?!” Gabi squeaked in amusement and covered her mouth, eyes wide open as she stared at Jordi’s potent member.

“I can’t believe it!” slipped through my lips as I watched Jordi walk up to her, his dick swinging from side to side.

Bonck chuckled. “When Jordi’s on a roll, he’s on a roll!”

Jordi reached Gabi, grabbed her by the butt, and lifted her up. 

Squeaking, “Jordi! Gosh!” she instinctively wrapped her legs around his waist and her arms around his neck, dropping her towel onto the floor.

Jordi lowered his face to hers, and they locked lips in a kiss. As soon as they broke the kiss, holding her bum with two hands, he lifted her further up and, moving his pelvis up, positioned his cock at her pussy. They kissed again, and, at the same time, he lowered her down until his cock head parted her labia. She trembled and broke the kiss, pulling her head back. They locked gazes on each other.

“You’re a good kisser!” Gabi said, gleaming in excitement.

“So are you!” Jordi replied.

She smiled.

“I’m so much into you, Gabs!” he said.

“Me too,” she murmured, then leaned forward, and they kissed again.

I was feeling despondent. I’m losing my Gabi to Jordi. 

I felt Bonck’s hand on my wrist.

I glanced at him.

“You’ve got to come up with countermeasures,” he said in a hushed voice.

I held my gaze on him, searching for a hint of doubt or jest. But there was none. Bonck’s smile was serene, his eyes shining with a quiet certainty that pierced through my scepticism. In that moment, as I looked into his unwavering gaze, something clicked within me. It was as if his confidence resonated with a hidden truth I had been reluctant to acknowledge. The way he held my gaze, steady and unflinching, conveyed an understanding deeper than words—a silent affirmation that he saw the situation with Gabi and Jordi just as clearly as I did and that it demanded intervention. A rush of clarity washed over me, and I felt a newfound resolve stirring. I knew then, with a conviction that surprised me, that Bonck was right. I had to do something, anything, to alter the course of Gabi and Jordi’s relationship before it veered into a direction that could leave irreparable scars. I had to devise a strategy, subtle yet effective, to steer my wife onto a different path. With a slow nod, acknowledging both Bonck’s insight and my own resolve, I turned back towards Gabi and Jordi. My mind was already racing with possibilities, with countermeasures that I could employ to influence the trajectory of their relationship.

Jordi and Gabi briefly broke the kiss to catch a breath and resumed kissing. Jordi now spread Gabi’s butt cheeks apart, thus making her pussy stretch open, and lowered her further. She gasped into his mouth as she felt his cock enter her vagina. He kept lowering her until her pussy was completely impaled on his phallus.

Gabi broke the kiss and, moaning, “Ugh,” wrapped her arms around his shoulders. Then she pressed her cheek against his, uttering, “Gosh, Jordi! You drive me crazy!”

“As do you, Gabs!” he responded and pulled his pelvis back, some of his cock sliding out. He adjusted his posture, gripping her buttocks tighter, and then thrust in, his cock sliding all the way back into her pussy.

“Agh!” she gasped.

Now Jordi started to fuck her, lifting her bum up and down and, at the same time, thrusting his cock in and out. With her cheek pressed against his, Gabi closed her eyes and began moaning, “Oh! Oh! Oh!” with each of his thrusts.

Bonck and I watched how Jordi’s cock, glistening with Gabi’s pussy juices, was coming out of her vagina up to the glans and disappearing balls deep back into the depths of her birth canal. 

After about a minute, Jordi began grunting, increasing the pace of his thrusts. The faster he fucked her, the louder Gabi moaned, and after another minute or two, she opened her eyes, shouting, “Oh, yes! Oh, yes!” Then, grasping Jordi’s shoulders, she pressed her breasts against his chest and shuddered in orgasm with her mouth semi-open, letting out a series of moans, “Ahh! Ugh! Mmhhh!”

Jordi also reached the point of no return and, grunting loudly, began cumming into her pussy.

Once their orgasms passed, Jordi stopped thrusting, and Gabi pulled her head back. They locked eyes and smiled at each other, panting heavily. After a few seconds of staying still, trying to slow down their breathing, Jordi lifted Gabi up, and his still erect cock popped out of her pussy, dripping cum on the floor.

He gently lowered her to her feet, then brushed her cheek with the back of his hand, saying softly, “I loved it, Gabs!”

“Loved it too!” she replied, still struggling to catch her breath.

“I love you!” he whispered.

“Love you, too!” she replied reflexively, but then, startled by her own words, she swiftly turned her head to look at me. There was panic in her eyes. She quickly stepped back from Jordi, adding, “Fucking me! I love you fucking me!”

She bent over, picked up the towel from the floor, spread her legs apart and, looking at her pussy, started to wipe the cum trickling from her vagina down her thighs.

Jordi joined Bonck and me at the table. Grinning at me, he mouthed, “She loves me!”

A pang of jealousy surged through my heart. He’s not wrong! I heard her say it! She’s in love with him. That’s it! The bastard! Within less than three days, he stole my wife!

I felt someone’s hand on top of mine and looked at the person touching me. It was Bonck.

He shook his head, mouthing, “Don’t listen to him!” 

I looked back at Jordi. Grinning at me again, he poured himself some whiskey and drank from it.

There was nothing I wanted to say to him. And what could I tell him? That my wife was smitten with him? That it was unfair? To plead with him to leave her alone when she didn’t want to be left alone? No, I had to confront Gabi, not him. I had to ask her: where from now?

I looked at Gabi, who had just finished cleaning her pussy and now also looked at me.

Just as I opened my mouth to speak, Bonck beat me to it. “You love Jordi fucking you, don’t you, Gabi?” he asked.

Gabi turned her gaze and stared at Bonck for a while, unsure if he was asking her a trick question, before finally saying, “Isn’t it obvious?”

He continued to probe. “It’s like you’re having a sexcapade with him, right?” 

“Umm, yeah, you could say so.”

“You like his cock. It’s a big hard-working cock. That’s why you do it, correct?”

“Um-hum,” Gabi murmured cautiously, somewhat reluctantly. She was visibly apprehensive about where the conversation was headed.

Bonck pressed on. “So it’s just sex for you. You like big cocks and do it with Jordi only for his big cock. Nothing else, am I right?”

Gabi stared at Bonck for a while. Then, her gaze moved to me. 

I raised my eyebrows. 

She looked back at Bonck and said, “Yes, nothing else.”

“My cock’s bigger than Jordi’s. Why don’t you then let me fuck you?” Bonck asked, spreading his legs apart.

Gabi’s and my eyes were drawn to his crotch. He was sporting an erection.

I couldn’t help but whisper, “God! This is a monster of a cock you have, Bonck!”

With his gaze fixed on Gabi, he nodded. “Um-hum. 9.5 inches in length and 6.7 inches in girth. And it fucks well, really well!”

“You’ll pay for this!” Jordi hissed from across the table. 

Ignoring Jordi, I said to Gabi, “Yeah, Gabs, why not have sex with Bonck? I’d love to watch!”

She looked at me, almost startled. “I-I. . . can’t!”

“Why not?” I shrugged.

“Are you crazy, Teddy? He’s so big!”

“So? You like it big. Bonck’s got a point. His cock’s bigger than Jordi’s. If you did it with Jordi for his cock, and not the man, Bonck’s cock is a better proposition. Do it with Bonck; why not?”

Gabi remained silent, holding my gaze.

I nodded energetically. “Yes, that’s right, Gabi! Prove that you’re not in love with Jordi! Let Bonck fuck you and prove that what you did with Jordi was sex only!” 

Gabi shifted her gaze to Bonck. They stared at each other in silence. I remained silent, too. Jordi shook his head in disapproval but said nothing. Only the cracking of the fire in the stove could be heard in the cabin. Gabi’s lips twitched a couple of times, tension building on her face. 

Slowly, Bonck’s lips spread into a smile. “I’d really love to fuck you, Gabs.”

Gabi continued to remain silent.

Bonck dropped his hand to his cock, and her gaze followed his hand. 

He stroked his cock slowly, seductively, softly imploring her, “Please! Let me!” 

She bit her lip, her face flushed.

“Please,” Bonck persisted. “You’ll like it! You’ll feel full like never before!”

With her eyes fixed on his cock, Gabi ran her hand over her breasts, brushing her nipples. The battle between tension and temptation raged within her, a tumultuous dance of restraint and desire.

“It will feel good, Gabi, wonderfully good,” Bonck pressed on, sliding his hand from the tip to the base of his cock. “I know you’ve always wanted to try a big black cock, Gabi. This is your chance.”

Gabi swallowed.

“It will feel good, very good,” Bonck continued.

“You don’t have to do this, Gabi,” Jordi interjected.

“I’d like you to do it, Gabs,” I countered Jordi.

With her gaze glued to Bonck’s cock, Gabi finally spoke, quietly but firmly, “You’re sizeable down there. You have to be very gentle and go slow.”

“I’ll go slow, of course. And I’ll be very gentle,” Bonck replied, the smile on his face spreading wider. 

“Gabi, he’s big!” Jordi inserted himself into the conversation again. “Like really big, and it will hurt! Don’t do it!”

“I’ll prep you.” Bonck continued to talk Gabi into letting him fuck her, ignoring his friend’s attempts to interfere. “I know how to prep you down there so you feel only pleasure. Utmost pleasure!” 

Jordi rose from his chair. “Gabi, you don’t have to do this! You don’t have to hide you’re in love with me!”

Gabi sharply turned to Jordi. “Jordi, I’m not in love with you! I like the way you fuck me, but it’s just that. Nothing else.” She nodded towards Bonck. “I want to try his cock!” She looked back at Bonck. “I’ll let you fuck me.”

Bonck smiled from ear to ear. “How shall we do it?” He stroked his cock from tip to base, and it twitched.

“God! You’re a real stallion!” slipped through Gabi’s lips as her gaze moved back to Bonck’s manhood. “I’d have suggested to ride you to control the depth of penetration, but looking at your girth. . . .” She paused, took a deep breath, then continued, “I’d rather take care of that girth instead.” She looked around. Her gaze fell on the backpack on the chair in the corner of the room, and she nodded at it. “I’ll bend over it. This way, I’ll open my pussy as wide as I can.” She walked up to the chair, bent over it, hugging the backpack and, pushing her bum up, she spread her legs apart, looking at Bonck over her shoulder. ”You go slow, Bonck, real slow!”

“Of course!” Bonck nodded, jumping off his chair. Giving Jordi a gloating smile, he walked up and stood behind Gabi. Then, grabbing his cock, he guided it to her pussy from behind.

“Wait!” Gabi extended her hand towards his chest, gesturing to him to stop. “Lick me first! I have to be aroused and wet before you shove that thing into me.” She nodded towards Bonck’s cock.

Bonck stepped back. “Sure!”

“Really aroused, Bonck! I have to have opened up a lot before you start penetrating me! I have a tight pussy.”

“That’s true!” Jordi interjected.

“And if I’m not ready,” Gabi continued, “we’ll both get hurt. Do you understand? Both!”

Bonck nodded. “Yes, understood, Gabi.”

“Lick me first, then go in, slowly, gently. If I say stop, you stop! If I say pull it out, pull it out!”

“Sure!”

Gabi grabbed the backpack with two hands and nodded. “OK. Let’s do it!”

“Can I feel your tits?” Bonck asked.

“Yes, that’s fine!”

“Can we kiss first?”

Gabi stared at him briefly, then said, “Fine!”

Bonck leaned forward, hovering over her, and wrapped his arms around her chest from behind. He cupped her breasts and began kneading them. “They feel awesome!” he said, smiling.

“I know, right?” Gabi replied, smiling too, still looking at him over her shoulder.

Bonck lowered his head and pressed his mouth against hers. She parted her lips and let his tongue into her mouth. They kissed.

I got up from my chair and walked up to them to get a better view of what was coming next. 

Moments later, Gabi broke the kiss. She had barely taken a breath, and Bonck pressed his lips against hers again. He pushed his chest against her back and squeezed her tits tight. She moaned into his mouth, but they continued kissing.

I glanced over my shoulder at Jordi and beckoned. “Come and watch!”

He scowled, dismissing the invitation with a sharp wave of his hand. “Screw this!” With a swift kick, he pushed his chair back and stalked over to the stove, murmuring under his breath, “I’m taking a shower.” He scooped up an armful of firewood and disappeared into the bathroom.

I shook my head, a smug smile creeping onto my lips. You’re jealous, son of a bitch, aren’t you? Then, I looked back at Gabi and Bonck just as they pulled away from their kiss.

Bonck let go of Gabi’s boobs and kneeled behind her. She turned her head to face forward and grabbed tightly onto the backpack, sticking her backside further out towards Bonck’s face and positioning herself for the cunnilingus she had asked for. 

I squatted next to them to get a better view of her pussy. I didn’t want to miss any details of the action I expected to follow. And I was not disappointed.

Bonck grabbed her buttocks and spread them apart. He looked at her labia and smiled. He was happy. Finally, after watching her pussy from a distance for so long, he was getting the chance to lick and fuck it. He lowered his head to her vulva and pressed his tongue between her pussy lips. Gabi trembled. I was sure Bonck could taste remnants of Jordi’s spunk—she couldn’t have washed it completely, especially with cold water—but he didn’t care. He parted her labia with his tongue, and she let out a quiet moan. He located her vaginal opening and circled his tongue around the rim a couple of times, then ran his tongue up along her slit between her pussy lips, spreading her pussy juices, until he reached her engorged clit and took it into his mouth.

“Ahh!” Gabi gasped. 

Bonck let go of her clit and tapped it with his tongue.

“Ugh!” slipped through her lips. “You’re good at this!”

“You like it?” he asked.

She uttered, “Oh, yeah! Keep going!”

He sucked her clit in again, and she moaned, “Ugh, yes!”

For the next couple of minutes, he alternated between sucking her clit with his lips and tapping on it with his tongue while she moaned, “Oh! Yeah! Ugh! Yes!” Then, suddenly, her thigh muscles tightened and quivered and, crying a high-pitched “Oh, my God!” she exploded in an orgasm.

Bonck pressed his tongue against her clit until her orgasm passed. Then he moved on to lick her slit up and down, from her clit to her vagina and from her vagina to her clit. Gabi kept rewarding him for his efforts with quiet moans of “Ugh!” and “Ohh!”

After about another minute or two, Bonck focused his attention on her vaginal opening, flipping her engorged labia minora with his tongue, occasionally taking a pussy lip in between his lips and sucking on it. Perhaps a minute passed, and Gabi began shaking in pre-orgasmic pleasure. He inserted his tongue into her vagina and began tongue-fucking her. That was too much for her. She cried loudly, “Oh, God! Oh, shit!” and shook in another orgasm. 

Bonck moved his tongue in and out of Gabi’s orifice until her orgasm subsided, then started to lick her slit with long sweeps of his tongue. 

Gabi tapped on the side of the chair. “OK, Bonck! That’s enough!” 

He pulled his head back and glanced up at her.

She looked at him over her shoulder and, still panting, said, “I’ve opened up quite enough now. You can enter me. Slowly!”

Bonck stood up, grabbed his erect cock and guided it to her gaping pussy.

Gabi trembled when she felt his cock head press against her vaginal opening. “Go slowly, Bonck! Once your tip is in, wait until I adjust to your size, OK?”

He nodded. “Will do!”

She turned to face forward and hugged the heavy backpack.

Bonck pushed his cock in.

Gabi gasped, “Ahh!”

He thrust in again.

“Ugh!” she groaned. He thrust real hard, and she whimpered, “Oh, God! You’re fucking big!”

“Sorry!” he apologised but thrust in again.

Gabi whimpered again, gripping the fabric of the backpack in her fists.

Bonck made another thrust, grunting, “Urgh! Your hole’s really tight, but I love it!”

“Fuck!” slipped through Gabi’s lips. “I never thought a cock could be this big!”

He rubbed her hip. “Relax, Gabs! My cock head’s already in.”

“Ugh!” she moaned. “It better is. ‘Cos I can’t take more girth!”

“Shall I wait?”

“Yes, please!”

They waited. The only sound that could be heard was Gabi’s heavy breathing.

At one point, Bonck moaned. 

I looked up at his face. It was flushed.

“You’re OK, buddy?” I asked him.

“Oh, yeah!” He nodded.

“Can you hold it?”

He chuckled. “You’re joking, right? I can hold it for ages, Teddy. I’m just savouring the feeling! Such a tight, wet and alive vagina! I can’t believe Gabi’s given birth to two children.”

I smiled, somewhat proud of my wife’s pussy. “Trust me, Bonck! She has. Naturally.”

A few seconds passed before Gabi tapped on the side of the chair. “OK, now push the rest of it! Slowly and gently! Don’t thrust! Just slide it in!” She tightened her grip around the backpack.

“OK,” Bonck said, and, slowly and steadily, began pushing his cock into her pussy. 

Gabi’s vagina continued to devour his shaft until only about two inches of his cock were left out of her pussy.

She raised her hand. “Stop! You’re pressing against my cervix. Give me a minute to adjust, and then you can start fucking me. OK?”

“OK,” Bonck confirmed.

“How is it, hon?” I asked and stood up to stretch my legs.

Gabi glanced at me, puffing air out of her cheeks. “He’s stretched me real wide, Teddy! His cock’s literally poking into my womb!”

“And how does it feel?”

“Good!”

“Like?”

“Like good, Teddy!” she said, raising her voice, a little annoyed at my questions, then let a brief moan of “Ugh!” before continuing, “Stretched and filled to the brim. My clit’s bursting. My whole pussy’s full of his cock. My cervix is pushed into my uterus. What else can I tell you? He’s really stretched me out.”

“I see. He’s ripped you open,” I said.

“Oh, yeah! Big time! Fuck! Urgh! This feels good, though! Ahh! I never expected it to be this good!”

“How good is it?”

“It. . . .” Gabi gasped. “It feels. . . . Ohh! This is going to be big!” Her face twitched with pleasure. Her abs contracted; her thighs shook. “It’s like. . . . ugh. . . it’s like my whole abdomen has turned into a pussy!”  

I squatted again and looked at her vagina. It was tightly wrapped around the thick black shaft. I shook my head, thinking: She’ll never be the same again after this! So stretched out! Sex will never be the same again. But at least Jordi got pissed off! He’s jealous! Good! Perfect!

“Oh, God!” Gabi grunted. “I’m already shaking! It’s building up!” She puffed air out. “Bonck, yes. It’s good now. You can start thrusting! Fuck me! Now!”

Bonck did not wait for further urging and started fucking her with slow but powerful thrusts.

“Oh, yes!” Gabi moaned. “Fuck me, Bonck! Harder!”

Bonck doubled the pace of his thrusts. Gabi was barely able to hold onto the backpack, her body swinging back and forth as her new lover thrust in and out.

Within seconds, she was moaning non-stop and in a minute, she shuddered in orgasm, crying out, “Oh, my God! This is something! Oh, God! This is big! Oh, shit! I’m gonna pee myself!”

Bonck kept thrusting harder and harder, and at one point, a whitish liquid began gushing out of Gabi’s pussy.

She cried, “Oh, God! I’ve peed myself! Shit!” 

“Urgh,” Bonck groaned. “You’re squirting, Gabs! Relax!” 

“Oh, shit, urgh!” Gabi moaned. “Oh, I . . . , ugh, I’ve never squirted before!”

“You have now.”

“Fuck!” 

Gabi pushed herself back, and Bonck stopped thrusting. Her whole body was shaking, but she lowered her head and looked at her crotch. Squirts of white liquid were shooting from somewhere in her pussy.

“Oh, shit!” she uttered. “Ugh! I’m squirting! Ohh!” 

“Let go, Gabs! Just let go!” Bonck whispered, rubbing her buttock, then resumed thrusting.

Gabi turned to face forward, steadying her grip on the backpack, as Bonck accelerated the speed of his thrusts. Still in the grip of her orgasm, she continued moaning, “Ohh! Ohh! Ohh!” 

After about a minute, her orgasm started to subside, and she mumbled, “God, this was something!”

Bonck was not about to slow down his thrusts, though. He fucked her with fast and powerful strokes until she was moaning again, letting out “Ohh!” with each of his thrusts, and soon she was hit by a second orgasm. “Oh, my God!” she shouted and closed her eyes, enjoying the pleasure washing over her body. 

Her orgasm passed. Yet, Bonck thrust relentlessly, bringing her to a third climax. 

“Oh, shit!” she cried, her body shaking in orgasmic waves. “You’ll ruin my pussy, Bonck!”

“Urgh!” he grunted. “It will take it, Gabs! Your pussy will be OK!” 

“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!”

“Your. . . pussy. . . will. . . be. . . OK.”

Gabi’s orgasm passed, and panting heavily, she looked at Bonck over her shoulder. “Bonck, let’s stop! Ahh! Bonck, I’m getting lightheaded!”

Bonck grabbed her butt cheeks and spread them apart, shouting, “You won’t faint, Gabs! Trust me!”

He shoved his dick all the way up into her pussy. Her body slammed onto the backpack; her tits squashed.

“Oh, my God, Bonck!” Gabi screamed and faced forward, closing her eyes again as another orgasm overwhelmed her.

Bonck stayed still, his hands gripping her buttocks.

My gaze fixed on Gabi’s pussy and the big fat cock buried deep inside it. Her inner pussy lips were spread out by the thick cock base like a flower in full bloom; her vaginal rim, tightly wrapped around the cock shaft and stretched to its limits, had turned white in stark contrast to the pussy juice-coated black skin of the monstrous cock.

This will leave a mark! I thought to myself and stroked my cock, which was hard as a rock, twitching and throbbing in excitement. I have to fuck her after Bonck’s done. I have to feel how much he’s stretched her pussy!

Bonck held his cock buried deep in Gabi’s pussy until her climax subsided, after which he grabbed her hips to keep her steady and resumed thrusting.

“Oh, oh, oh!” Gabi moaned with each of his thrusts for about five minutes before shaking in another orgasm.

Jordi popped out of the bathroom just when she was crying, “Oh, yes, Bonck! Fuck me! Fuck me!”

I glanced at him.

“He’s fucking her into oblivion, isn’t he?” he said, throwing the towel he had used to dry himself on the bed.

I didn’t answer his question. I had something more urgent to attend to: my cock. It was throbbing and twitching like mad, and I was in danger of ejaculating. Watching my wife fucked like a ragdoll by the big black cock had excited me so much that Jordi stating the obvious served as a trigger for my brain to request a release, and I felt cum rising from my balls up my shaft. I grabbed the tip of my cock and squeezed it. Oh, fuck! I shouldn’t cum! I shouldn’t! I took a deep breath. I want the sloppy seconds! I shouldn’t! I stood up in panic and squeezed harder, almost to the point of pain, in a last-ditch attempt to suppress my urge, but it was too late. “Oh, fuck!” slipped through my lips as I felt my warm cum gushing out of my cock into my hand.

Jordi sat at the table and poured himself whiskey. He looked at me. 

I was still cumming.

He nodded towards my hand, gripping my cock. “You love watching your wife fucked by his big black cock, don’t you? But let me tell you this: it comes at a price. Her pussy will be loose for days after drilling like this! You might as well get used to your hand.” 

“So do you!” I managed to say, squeezing the last drops of cum out of my cock.

He grinned. “My cock’s big, mate. It can handle the void in your wife’s loosened pussy. But can yours?”

“Fuck you!” I hissed at him and looked back at Bonck’s cock as it ploughed Gabi’s pussy. I said to myself: I’d rather be dealing with a wife whose pussy is loosened by a big black cock than with a wife in love with you, Spanish bastard!

I squatted, grabbed Gabi’s towel, which she had dropped on the floor, and wiped the cum from my hand and cock with it. Then, I tossed the towel away and focused my attention on Gabi. She was sweating and moaning, “Oh! Oh! Oh!”

Yeah! I nodded to myself. Now she’s doing it for the big cock! Whether or not she was in love with Jordi, it doesn’t matter now. That love is cast out by Bonck’s big black cock! This countermeasure has worked!

Bonck continued to drill Gabi’s pussy for another five minutes or so before she cried again, “Oh, yes, Bonck! Oh, yes!” and shook in a sixth or seventh orgasm. I had lost count.

Bonck glanced at me.

I smiled.

He smiled, too, then looked back at Gabi.

Once Gabi eased out of her orgasm, Bonck let go of her hips and, reaching under her chest, grabbed her breasts. Squeezing her tits tight and leaning forward, he pressed his chest against her back, pinning her down against the backpack. Then, he thrust into her pussy, burying his cock balls deep into her vagina. Grunting loudly, he finally began ejaculating. Feeling his cum splash against the walls of her pussy, pushed Gabi over the edge again, and she shook in yet another vaginal orgasm.

It took about a minute for their orgasms to pass. 

Now Bonck let go of Gabi’s tits and stood up, rubbing her hip. “I’m done, Gabs! Thank you!” He pulled his still-hard cock out of her pussy, dripping cum onto the floor. 

Gabi rose. Her whole body was covered in sweat. Sweat-dampened strands of hair clung to her cheeks and forehead. Her face was flushed. She was shaking out of exhaustion. 

I rose, too, and it was just in time because she wobbled, about to lose her balance. I grabbed her by the waist. “You OK, hon?”

She placed her hand on my shoulder to steady herself, nodding. “Yes.”

“You liked it?”

“Gosh, Teddy! Yes! I got fucked like never before!”

“No regrets?”

“For the fuck? Hell, no!” She glanced at Bonck, and their eyes met. Smiling softly, she said, “Thank you, Bonck! You took my breath away!”

He chuckled. “You’re welcome, Gabs! You took my breath away, too!”

She turned to look at Jordi.

He raised his glass. “Congrats on your first ‘Bonck experience’, Gabi!”

“Thank you, Jordi!” she replied, smiling lightly, then turned to me. “Would you like to take your sloppy seconds?”

“Umm. . . .” I smiled shyly and shrugged. “I kinda can’t right now.” I nodded at my limp cock.

“He blew it watching you with Bonck,” Jordi interjected.

“Thank you, Jordi!” I said dryly, without looking at him.

Gabi patted me on the shoulder comfortingly. “That’s OK, honey. It happens. You just like too much watching me get fucked.”

“Yeah, that’s true,” I agreed with her.

“Get used to it, Gabs,” Jordi threw in again. “Cuckolds watch but can’t fuck! Hence, real men like Bonck and me.”

Gabi pulled away from me and gave Jordi a stern look. “Stop humiliating my husband! I don’t like it when you do that!” She turned around and placed her foot on the edge of the chair. Bending over and spreading her legs slightly apart, she inspected her pussy. “I’m leaking,” she murmured, gently pulling her pussy lips apart with one hand, cum dripping out of her vagina.

“Here!” Jordi said, picking up a tissue from the tissue box on the table. He walked over and offered it to her.

Without a glance his way, Gabi took the tissue from his hand and cleaned the cum from her pussy. She folded the tissue, the soiled side in, and wiped the cum and the squirt that had trickled onto the inner sides of her thighs. Then, as she placed her foot back on the floor and stood up straight, she threw the tissue towards the pile of firewood next to the stove. Only now did she turn and look at Jordi.

Jordi placed his hand on her shoulder. “Come, Gabs! Let’s have a drink and—”

She cut him off mid-sentence, saying firmly, “Jordi, stop!”

He paused, momentarily taken aback by her reaction, but then regained his confidence and, looking at his watch, continued, “It’s a quarter past seven. We’ll have time for a quick fuck after the drink.” He glanced at me. “I’m capable of handling the post-‘Bonck experience’ syndrome.”

Gabi took his hand and removed it from her shoulder. “Jordi, I want you gone!”

“Oh!” Jordi stepped back from her, stunned by her unexpected request, his brows raised. “What’s wrong, Gabs?”

“I want you to pack your stuff and go,” she said.

“You sure? ‘Cos I would—”

“Now!” she said flatly, then turned to Bonck. “You too, Bonck!”

Bonck had been standing, absentmindedly stroking his now flaccid cock, and watching the situation develop between Jordi and Gabi. He hadn’t expected Gabi to tell him to go, too, and, like Jordi, was taken aback by her request. “Oh, but, Gabs!” he exclaimed. “We’ve just started. Are you sure?”

“Yes!” Gabi responded without hesitation. “I want both you and Jordi to leave Teddy and me alone. I brought you the token. Now, go ahead and win the money!”

“But, Gabs!” Jordi stepped closer to her. “You and Teddy won’t make it to the villa without us. If you want us to stop fucking, that’s fine, but don’t send us away.”

Gabi shook her head. “No. I don’t want you around me. Neither of you.” She glanced at me, then looked back at Jordi. “It’s for the best for all of us to part ways now.”

Jordi stammered, “B-but. . . Gabi, you and Teddy will lose a lot of money.”

“I don’t care about the money anymore,” Gabi responded with an even voice.

Jordi placed his hand on her shoulder. “Look! Let’s get to the villa—”

She pushed his hand away. “Jordi, no! Teddy and I are not going to the villa!”

“We’re not?” I asked, now myself surprised by her statement.

She ignored my question and continued to talk to Jordi. “Please pack your stuff and leave! Now!”

Bonck and Jordi glanced at each other. There was silence for a few moments; then Bonck shrugged his shoulders. 

Jordi sighed, looked back at Gabi and said quietly, “OK.” Then he went to the dry rack and picked up his clothes. Bonck joined him.

Gabi looked down at her pussy, spreading her legs again, and ran her hand over her labia.

“Chafed?” I asked.

“A little,” she replied as she gently pulled her pussy lips apart and examined her vagina before adding, “There’s still cum coming out.” Holding her pussy lips spread, she glanced towards the bathroom door.

“Not sure if Jordi has fired up the bathroom stove,” I said, catching her gaze and figuring out she was contemplating taking a shower.

“No, sorry—I took a cold shower!” Jordi interjected from the other side of the cabin, having overheard me.

“Of course,” I murmured under my breath. “You had to cool yourself down!“ I went to the table, took a tissue, and brought it to Gabi. “Here, Gabs!”

She took the tissue and carefully wiped her pussy. Then she folded the soiled tissue, threw it towards the stove, and looked up at me.

“You OK?” I asked.

Instead of answering my question, she asked me, “Are you mad at me?”

“For what?”

She nodded towards Bonck and Jordi, who had just put their clothes on.

I shook my head. “No.”

Bonck walked up to her and offered her his hand. “So, it’s goodbye now.”

“Yes.” She nodded and took his hand.

He pulled her hand, dragging her to him. 

However, she pushed him gently in the chest with her free hand, pulled her other hand out of his grip and stepped back, saying, “Goodbye, Bonck!”

Bonck held his gaze on her for a few moments before nodding. “Goodbye, Gabi!” Then he went to the backpack, hoisted it onto his back and walked over to the door. Opening it, he paused, turned around and looked at her. Smiling, he asked, “No hard feelings?”

Gabi smiled back. “No hard feelings, Bonck!”

“I hope I did well.” 

“Yes, you did well.”

He made a shy face. “I meant also in. . . you know what?”

Gabi laughed. “Yes, Bonck! You fucked me very well. Now go!”

“OK!” Bonck chuckled, turned around on his heels and left the cabin.

Now, Jordi approached her and stood in front of her.

“Goodbye, Jordi!” she said.

Instead of responding, he wrapped his arms around her waist, pulled her in and pressed his mouth against hers. She parted her lips, and he snuck his tongue into her mouth.

They kissed a long kiss, perhaps twenty seconds, maybe even more. When they finally pulled away, Jordi, staring into Gabi’s eyes, said, “You know you’re in love with me, Gabs! But it’s your decision, I guess. Just to let you know: you’re the first woman I’ve developed feelings for after my split with Mich.”

Gabi placed her hands on his chest and gently pushed him away from her. “Jordi, please! Go now!”

“I’ll miss you!” he said.

She firmed her tone. “Go!”

He sighed, turned around and left the cabin without closing the door behind him.

Gabi walked up to the door and watched Bonck and Jordi disappear into the forest, following the same pathway she and I had walked less than twelve hours earlier.

How much had we changed since then? How much had happened? Gabi had been fucked numerous times by two other men. She had orgasmed multiple times on their cocks. She had been stretched out down there like never before. She had been shared, and I couldn’t say anymore that she had been mine only. Two other men had possessed her. And one of them still possessed her.

I needed more countermeasures!


3. Reflections

Gabi closed the door, turned around and looked at me. She looked sad.

“You miss him already, don’t you?” I said, observing her closely.

She nodded slowly, a wistful shadow crossing her face.

“And moving forward?” I asked, gently probing.

“I’ll be OK,” she said, staring somewhere behind me. After biting her bottom lip a few times, she turned her gaze back onto me, adding, “Eventually.”

“What about me? Will I be OK, Gabi? Eventually?”

“You already are.”

“Ha!” I scoffed. “How can I be OK if my wife’s in love with someone else?”

She sighed. “Teddy, you use strong words for something you don’t understand!”

I raised an eyebrow. “I don’t understand?”

“No, you don’t.”

“I don’t understand that you’re in love with Jordi?”

Gabi raised her voice, her hands clenching into fists at her sides. “No, you don’t! You don’t understand my feelings!”

“Oh! I see!” I exclaimed theatrically, my voice heavy with sarcasm as I paced a few steps before turning back to face her. “I’ve never been in love myself, that’s why! But you’re an expert in falling in love! Case in point: you and your Jordi!”

Gabi shook her head, her bottom lip trembling. “You’re so unfair,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. Her shoulders slumped as she looked down, avoiding my gaze.

“OK, Gabriela, you know what? Why don’t you help me be fair? Why don’t you explain to me what it is that you feel? A craving for him? For his hug? For his kiss? For his cock? Wanting to go live with him? To bear his children?” 

Gabi’s eyes welled up with tears.

I looked away. I took a deep breath in an effort to calm myself down. What’s the point in antagonising her? All I’ll achieve is bringing her to tears. I took another deep breath, looked back at her, and said in a calmer voice, “Gabi, why don’t you just admit that you’re in love with him?”

“Because I’m not in love with him,” she replied, choking back tears.

I looked away again. I have to keep calm! I have to stay calm! I looked back at her. “You are not?” 

“No.” She shook her head and brushed the tears rolling down her cheeks. “I’m not.”

I sighed. “Well, what is it then? What do you feel for him?”

Gabi looked down and bit her lip, contemplating, then met my gaze and said with resolve, “A feeling of attachment.”

“A feeling of attachment?” I was becoming more confused than irritated.

“Um-hum.” She nodded. “Attachment and belonging.”

“And belonging?”

“Yes.”

“Like. . . like you belong to him because he possessed you?”

“Exactly.”

I furrowed my brow, trying to understand what Gabi was telling me, my fingers lightly brushing my chin and cheeks. After a while, I said, “So these feelings of attachment and belonging make you do what? Tell me!”

“Umm. . . . “ Gabi paused, her fingers nervously twisting a strand of hair. “These feelings,” she started slowly, “make me want to give myself to him again.”

I rubbed my forehead in confusion. “And how is that not love?” 

“It’s not, it’s. . . .” She paused, looking away as if searching for the right words, then turned back to me with a serious but calm expression. “It’s just a sexual desire, Teddy. What I feel for Jordi is shallow emotionally. What I mean is that my emotions are driven by a desire to have sex with him, to feel his body, to feel desired by him, to flirt with him, but I don’t feel close to him. I don’t feel emotional closeness. A woman needs emotional closeness to be in love with someone. Otherwise, it’s only lust.”

“So, you’re sexually deeply attracted and attached to him, but emotionally, your feelings are shallow, and that’s why you’re not in love with him. Am I getting this right?”

“Yes.” Gabi nodded. “I don’t know him as a person. I’ve known him for what? Less than three days? Here, in a survival game! Not in a real day-to-day life.” She paused, her gaze drifting to the window as if lost in thought, then returned to me. “It’s true that he was very kind to me. He saved me from hypothermia. He was flirting with me intensely. He fucked me! All night long. So, yeah, I’m attracted to him and feel attachment, but I’m not in love with him. I can live without him. It’s like. . . .” She trailed off and ran her hand over her breasts, her gaze drifting away again as she searched for the right analogy. After a few seconds, she looked back at me and said, “Teddy, remember when I started that yoga class?”

I nodded.

She continued, “I loved it. I thoroughly enjoyed it and was looking forward to each lesson. Then, I started a new job with a new schedule, went on without yoga for a while, and eventually forgot about the classes. That is what Jordi is—will be—to me.”

I bit my lip and looked away, trying to comprehend what Gabi had said. What she had told me made sense. At least, it largely aligned with what I wanted to hear from her. I felt somewhat reassured and relieved. 

I looked back at her. “What about Bonck? Did you fuck him only because I made you do it?”

“Oh, Teddy!” Gabi said, shaking her head, a faint smile on her lips. “Haven’t you come to know me after so many years together? When have you made me do something I didn’t want to do?”

“Umm, yeah, you’re right. You’ve always made your own choices. But then, why did you do it?”

Gabi’s cheeks flushed slightly, and she looked away for a moment before meeting my eyes again. “Teddy, I’ve always wanted to be fucked by a big black cock.” She paused, looking at me with a flickering smile on her lips before adding, “It’s been a secret fantasy of mine.“ She walked up to me and playfully pushed me in the chest with her finger. “Your request, Teddy, played into my fantasy! Just imagine! You ask me to let Bonck fuck me. I look at him. And what do I see? A handsome black guy with a huge cock. And what do I think? My hubby wants me to have sex with this exotic Congolese man who is eager to fuck me. I’ve just thrashed all barriers and broken so many taboos with Jordi. I’m on a sexcapade, as Bonck had said. So? Why not?” She held her gaze on me, her smile lingering on her lips as she enjoyed the surprised look on my face.

“Right,” I said. “So—so it was easy for you?” 

“Well, I had to go through the motions, of course.”

“The motions?”

“Yeah. In front of you. And Jordi. I didn’t want to hurt your feelings, and his, by being too eager on Bonck.”

“You played us well,” I remarked. “You looked so scared.”

“Oh, I was,” Gabi said, her expression turning serious. “Looking at that cock! It’s big. And, God, so very thick! You want it and don’t want it at the same time. One thing is to fantasise about it; another is to do it. Can I take it in? Will it hurt? What if he’s rough? And tear me down there? But, then, as Bonck said, that was my chance.” Gabi pushed me in the chest with her finger again, her smile returning. “And here we are, Teddy. I had never been fucked by a big black cock, and now I have been!”

I smiled. “Yes, now you have been!”

“That’s right!”

“But you still pine for Jordi?”

“Yes, I do.”

“Whom you’re not in love with.”

“Correct!”

“OK! Again, you confuse me!” I shook my head from side to side. “I’ll never figure you out!”

Gabi crossed one leg over the other, and a teasing smile played at the corners of her mouth. “Because I’m a woman, Teddy! That’s why!”

We stared at each other in silence for a few seconds before she said softly, “I love you!”

“And now you totally confuse me,” I said, not taking my gaze off her.

Her smile spread wider.

I asked, “How can you love me and simultaneously be attached to another person?” 

She shrugged. “As I said, I’m a woman!”

“Go figure!”

“Yeah! Go figure!”

“Honestly, I can’t figure you out, Gabs!”

“I can’t figure myself out, Teddy!” Gabi said, her eyes sparkling with a mix of playfulness and sincerity. She stepped closer and wrapped her arms around my waist.

I wrapped my arms around her, too, and pulled her into me. She rested her head on my chest, her ear pressed against my heart. After we hugged for a while, she looked up at me. I lowered my head, and we kissed.

When we broke the kiss, I said, “And do you know what else I can’t figure out?”

“What?” she asked.

“Why did we quit the game?”

“We didn’t.”

I raised my eyebrows in surprise. “We didn’t?”

She shook her head, a playful glimmer in her eyes. “No. We’re still in the game.” She pulled away and walked over to the drying rack. I stood, confused, trying to decipher her meaning about us still being in the game. 

Quietly, she slipped into her skirt, put on her crop top, and stepped into her sandals. Then, nodding towards the stove, she said, “Could you add more wood? It’s getting chilly.”  

“Will do. But let me put my clothes on first,” I replied, then went to the drying rack, still pondering her words.

I started to dress while Gabi walked over to the pantry and opened it, beginning to rummage through its contents. By the time I had my clothes on, she turned towards me, holding a packet of instant oatmeal in her hand. “How about oatmeal for breakfast?” she suggested.

I nodded. “I’d love that!”

“Get the stove burning hot. We need boiling water.”

“I’ll load it up.”

Leaving the oatmeal packet on the table, Gabi fetched a pot and a wooden spoon from the kitchenware cabinet next to the pantry while I added firewood to the stove. I helped her fill the pot with water from one of the water containers by the cabin’s entrance, and after setting the pot on the stove to boil, we sat down at the table.

Our eyes met, and we exchanged brief smiles.

As we sat in silence, waiting for the water to boil, my gaze shifted from Gabi’s face to the yoga mats behind her, where so much had happened. My mind drifted back to the events of the night before. The images were vivid, the feelings complex. With her explanation, it kinda feels OK, I reassured myself. As long as she’s not indeed in love with Jordi, it’s OK.

Maybe she’s right, I continued to muse. Maybe she feels an attachment to him based purely on her physical experience with him. What she did with him is a huge thing for a woman. I mean, for me, too. I can’t stop thinking about her being fucked by him, and with that, I can’t stop thinking about him. What happened affected me. It’s normal for it to affect her as well, but much, much deeper for her, actually. Yeah, she’s right! She feels an attachment to Jordi because the sex with him affected her deeply, but it’s not love. It’s just—

I paused in my thought.

Hmm, if she feels attached to Jordi because of her physical experience with him, why not the same feelings for Bonck? He fucked her brains out, too! I should probe—

Oh, come on, Teddy! Move on! You can’t become obsessed with two random blokes she’ll never see again!

I sighed. I tell this to myself, but I keep thinking about them. The truth is that whether I like it or not, Jordi and Bonck are now part of Gabi’s and my life. We’ll be thinking about them for a long, long time. 

My gaze fell on the chair where Bonck had fucked Gabi while she was holding onto the backpack. Bonck fucked her real good. Hmm, as did Jordi. Between the two—

“What’s on your mind?” Gabi’s voice pulled me back. “You seem lost in thought.”

“Yeah, Gabs, umm. . . .” I paused. I was unsure if bringing up the subject that bothered me again was a good idea, but I couldn’t resist and asked, “Gabs, which one was better, Bonck or Jordi?”

“They were different,” she replied calmly without hesitation as if she had expected my question.

“Yes, but how?”

“They fucked me differently.”

“You see, these are the details I want to know about. How did they fuck you differently?”

“Emm. . . Bonck was unique. Like. . .” She paused, playing with the oatmeal packet, then sighed before continuing, “I mean, he was this tireless engine that kept fucking me with his massive piston, opening and stretching my pussy. It still feels like his cock’s inside me. He opened me up like a can of sardines.”

“He was big!” I added.

“Oh, yeah! Very big!”

“But you liked that.”

“Um-hum,” she hummed, keeping her gaze on the oatmeal packet.

“So would you say that size matters?” I asked.

“Yes,” Gabi replied without hesitation, looking up at me. 

“I see. Women prefer sex with men with big cocks.”

“No. That’s not true.”

“But, Gabi, how’s that so if you say size matters?” 

“Emm. . . .” She paused to think. 

I glanced at the stove, where the flames had picked up, radiating a burning heat, then looked back at Gabi and said, “OK! Compare for me what it is like to be fucked by a big cock and a small cock! Let’s say you want to orgasm—”

“If I want to orgasm,” Gabi interrupted me, “and if I like the man, regardless of the size of his cock—well, unless it’s too small, but I’m talking about a man with an average size cock—”

“Like me?” I interjected.

“Yes, like you. If I love the man—”

“Like you love me?”

“Yes, like I love you!” Gabi held her gaze on me. A soft smile spread across her face before she said, ”I love you, Teddy! You know that!”

I chuckled. “Yes, but I still want to hear it!”

She giggled. “OK!” Smiling, she said loudly, “I love you, Teddy!”

“I love you, too, Gabs. Please go on! So if you love the man. . . . “

“Or, I’m attracted to the man—”

“Like Jordi,” I said.

“Umm. . . OK, like Jordi,” Gabi agreed with me. “Or, like you! I’m still attracted to you!” She cocked her head, a coquettish spark in her eye. 

I knew what her gesture meant. So, reaching across the table, I rubbed her hand, saying, “I’m attracted to you, too, Gabs!” and then gently pulled back. 

She smiled appreciatively. “Thanks! ‘Cos I also like to hear you say it! So, where was I? Oh, yes, so if I’m attracted to the guy and want to orgasm, then I orgasm. It’s as simple as that.”

“I see. And how’s it different from being fucked by a guy with a big cock?”

“Well, being fucked by a guy with a big cock is. . . erm. . . how to describe it. . . . “ Rubbing her clavicle, Gabi stared at the stove absentmindedly, pursing her lips as she tried to come up with the best description she could. After a while, it came to her and, looking back at me, she said, “The big cock overpowers you into a constant orgasm.”

I raised a brow, confused by her choice of words. “Overpowers you?”

“Yes, overpowers you,” she confirmed, nodding confidently. “Here’s my theory after my experience with Bonck. I believe that if the guy has a big cock, like a really big cock—”

“Like Bonck’s.”

“Yeah, like Bonck’s. Then, even if the woman doesn’t like the guy or doesn’t want to orgasm, she still will. It’s inevitable. You see, Teddy, it’s a physical, biological thing. The pressure the cock applies to her vagina, to her clit, everything. . . . The way it presses on her cervix. She’ll just orgasm. No matter what! And if the guy knows how to use his cock—”

“Like Bonck knows.”

“Yes, like him, then she just can’t stop orgasming. It’s uncontrollable.”

“I see. Bonck’s cock is irresistible.”

“It is.” Gabi nodded, then quickly apologised, reaching for my hand from across the table, “Sorry! Don’t take it the wrong way.” She rubbed my hand reassuringly before letting go. ”It doesn’t mean I don’t enjoy sex with you, but, at a physical level, Bonck’s cock is an orgasm-making machine.”

“What about Jordi?” I asked. “Is his cock an orgasm-making machine, too?”

“I orgasmed on him. You watched me.”

“Yeah, but was it because you wanted to, or was it because his cock is irresistible, like Bonck’s? I mean, was it the size of Jordi’s cock that made you cum?”

“Umm, no. It wasn’t the size of his cock.”

“His cock is big.”

“It is, but not like Bonck’s.” Gabi paused for a second, then said, “OK. The size of Jordi’s cock definitely played a role, but it was also. . . . “ She stopped mid-sentence. She played with the packet of oatmeal in her hand, then looked back at me and said, “Look, Teddy! It was different with Jordi.”

“Like how?” I asked.

She shrugged. “Just different.”

“Like, there were feelings?”

Gabi looked away, biting her bottom lip, then turned back to me, meeting my gaze with resolve. “Yes, there were feelings. We’ve talked about it already, haven’t we? We seem to be going in circles and coming back to the issue of my feelings for Jordi. What’s the point of me explaining it to you over and over again if you keep coming back to it, no matter what I tell you?”

“Yeah, you’re right. Let’s not talk about Jordi.” I waved my hand and changed the subject, nodding at the pot on the stove. “I think it’s boiling.”

Gabi picked up the wooden spoon and the oatmeal packet and then moved to the stove. She opened the packet, poured the mix into the pot, and began stirring it with the spoon.

I decided to make myself useful by setting the table for breakfast. I retrieved two bowls and spoons from the kitchenware cabinet and set them on the table, placing a spoon next to each bowl. Then, I sat back on my chair to watch Gabi as she stirred the oatmeal. The sight of her slender thighs and the bottom of her butt cheeks peeking out from under her skirt when she moved around the stove drove away my tormenting thoughts about her feelings for Jordi. The image of her pussy, nestled between her legs, with cum still leaking out of it down the inner sides of her thighs, and recollections of how she had been fucked by two other guys made me horny like hell. My cock got hard, and I decided I had to fuck her. Rising from my chair, I walked over to her, unnoticed as she focused on stirring the pot. Quietly, I wrapped my arms around her waist from behind, pulling her gently against me. Leaning in, I whispered, “I love you” into her ear, my chin resting on her shoulder. 

With a warm smile, she continued stirring, softly replying, “Love you, too.”

I pressed my erect cock against her bum and started dry-humping her.

She stopped stirring and smiled again. “You’re horny again, aren’t you?”

“Oh, yeah! Like hell!” I murmured, then kissed the side of her neck. I pushed my cock tighter against her butt.

She giggled. “OK. Let me put this away—it’s hot—and I’ll take care of you.” She grabbed the pot’s stay-cool handle and carefully swirled it, making sure not to spill the boiling oatmeal.

I let go of her, and she took the pot to the table, setting it down with care. Then she turned around and asked me, smiling playfully, “Where do you want us to do it?”

I went to the chair where Jordi and Bonck’s backpack had previously been placed, pulled down my shorts to my ankles, letting my hard cock spring out, and sat on the chair. “Can you ride me, Gabs?” I asked, grabbing the edges of the chair on either side of me and pushing my pelvis up so that my cock stuck out.

“Sure I can,” she replied, her playful smile turning lustful, and walked up to me.

She stood in front of me, facing me, and hiked her skirt up to her waist, baring her butt and pussy. Then, she spread her legs wide apart and stepped forward, straddling me and the chair, with her pussy hovering over my cock. Now, she let go of the skirt and rested her hands on my shoulders. I placed my hands on her hips to hold her steady, and slowly and carefully, she lowered herself down until her labia made contact with my cock head.

We locked eyes, smiling at each other.

“May I?” she asked, cocking her head to one side, a lustful spark in her eyes.

“Oh, yes, you may!” I chuckled.

She sat on my lap, impaling her pussy onto my cock.

“Urgh,” I moaned as I felt the warmth of her wet vagina engulf my entire manhood. 

Gabi’s pussy was loose, but it wasn’t as loose as I had imagined after being fucked so recently by Bonck’s monstrous cock. Jordi was wrong, I said to myself with satisfaction. Gabi’s pussy is absolutely all right! Ready for fucking as ever!

Gripping my shoulders, Gabi began riding me. It seemed that her recent sexcapade had brought her to some strange hypersexed state because despite all the fucking she had received in the past few hours, she started moaning straight away and, within a couple of minutes, closed her eyes and slumped onto my lap, shivering in orgasmic pleasure. Uttering, “Yesss!” she started to rotate her hips, grinding her pussy against the base of my cock. Feeling her pussy walls massage my member in such a way triggered my own orgasm, and squeezing her hips, I began cumming inside her.

I finished within thirty seconds or so, but it took another minute for Gabi’s orgasm to pass.

“That was good!” she murmured as she opened her eyes, smiling at me. “Did you like it, Teddy?”

I nodded with a grunt, smiling, too, “Oh, yeah, Gabs! Big time!”

She lowered her head to me, and we locked lips in a kiss. I grabbed her butt cheeks and squeezed them tight. Her pussy continued to contract around my cock.

After we broke the kiss, Gabi lifted herself off me and stood, letting my cock slip out of her pussy. Drops of cum fell onto my thigh. She took a step back and, staring me in the eyes with a playful smile on her face, bent down and licked the blobs of cum off my leg.

I shook my head in amusement. “Wow, Gabs! Where did that come from?”

She swallowed and, with the playful smile still on her face, said, “It’s protein from my Teddy. Why go to waste?”

“Indeed!” I chuckled. “But you’ve never done that before!”

“I’m on a sexcapade, Teddy! Have you forgotten?”

“Oh, yeah! I love it when you’re on a sexcapade!”

She rose, straightened her skirt and, glancing at the pot with the oatmeal on the table, said, “I’m still hungry, though.”

I stood up with a soft laugh. “OK, now that you’ve taken care of me, let’s have breakfast!”

I pulled my shorts up. Then I took her hand, and holding hands like a newlywed couple, we walked over to the table. Releasing her, I pulled out a chair for her, guiding her to sit with a gentle touch on her back. Once she was comfortably seated, I poured the oatmeal into the bowls, taking care to serve her first, like a true gentleman, before sitting down myself.

Gabi and I ate our sparse breakfast in silence, occasionally exchanging playful smiles or glances, and for the first time after Jordi had fucked Gabi, I felt at peace with myself. I was happy, relaxed, feeling secure and loved. Gone were the nagging questions of whether Gabi was in love with Jordi or not, whether I was an adequate husband or not. It seemed that the sex with her on the chair had a mysterious healing effect on my mind, and I felt happy and content with myself and my wife.

Once we finished the oatmeal, which did not take long, Gabi pushed her chair back and pulled her skirt up. She looked down between her legs at her pussy and said with a somewhat critical grimace, “I have to wash her.” 

I chuckled. “She deserves a little pampering after all the action she’s seen.” 

Gabi let go of her skirt. “That’s very true. She did see a lot of action!” She yawned, stretching her arms in the air and pushing her chest up. Her crop top pulled up, revealing most of her breasts.

“You’ve got beautiful breasts, Gabs,” I remarked.

“Thank you!” she said, covering her yawn with her hand. 

“I’m proud of having such a beautiful wife!”

“I’m glad you’re proud of me.”

“One of the reasons for sharing you with Jordi and Bonck.”

Gabi dropped her arms down to her sides and looked at me. “Is it?” 

“Yes.” I nodded. “That’s how I showed you off!”

A smile flickered at the corners of her lips. 

I smiled, too. “It’s true!”

She cocked her head. “Like a super duper car?”

“Yes, very much like that,” I chuckled. “It was like: ‘Hey, Jordi and Bonck, come and have a look at what I’ve got!’”

Gabi burst into laughter. “It was more like: ‘Come and have a test drive!’”

I joined her in laughing. “Yes, well said.”

Gabi’s laughter slowly wound down, and another yawn took its place. “Oh, God, I’m so tired.” She glanced at the bed and sighed. “I want to shower, but I think I’m gonna take a nap first.” She looked at me, then nodded at the dirty bowls and utensils on the table in front of us. “Would you wash the dishes, please?”

“Sure! I can’t say no after you took such good care of me.”

“Thank you, Teddy. They do the dishwashing in the bathroom. You’ll see a washing-up bowl behind the curtain in the left corner, next to the toilet seat.”

“OK, Gabs, go have a nap. I’ll take care of the dishes.”

Gabi stood up, straightening her crop top. “And, Teddy, if you don’t mind, would you start the wood burner in the bathroom? I’d like to have hot water for when I wake up.”

“I will,” I said, rising from my chair.

She smiled coquettishly. “If you do all this for me, I’ll let you fuck me again after I wake up. If you want.”

I chuckled. “Of course I want! But will we have time?” I glanced at my watch. “It’s already a quarter past eight.”

“What are you in a rush for?” She stared at me with a mischievous, knowing smile, her eyes twinkling with amusement at my confusion.

“I mean, Gabs, with what you said about us still being in the game. If you’re serious, then we’ve got to leave like. . . soon.” I paused. Gabi was yawning again, and it appeared she wasn’t paying attention to what I was telling her, so I said, “Gabi, Jordi showed me the route. It’s at least a 16-hour walk, and that is if we don’t get lost. If we want to make it by eleven o’clock tomorrow morning, I’d say we leave in an hour, the latest.” I looked around. “They took the backpack with the tarps with them, so I’d better pack a few things to take with us.” My gaze fell on the yoga mats. “I wonder if we can use yoga mats to build a shelter tonight along with—”

“Don’t bother!” Gabi interrupted me.

I turned to look at her, raising my eyebrows. “Don’t bother?”

She nodded. “Yes, don’t bother. We’re staying here. We’re not going back in the woods.”

“Oh!” slipped through my lips. “So, we’re quitting the game after all?”

“No, we’re not. We’re very much in the game, Teddy.”

“But, Gabs, the walk is—”

“We’re not walking.”

I sat back in my chair. “Now I’m really confused. So, how are we going to get there?”

Gabi smiled with a smirk of playful superiority. “By hitching a lift, Teddy.”

“Hitching a lift?”

“Yes. Warren will come and pick us up.”

“W-why would he do that?” I stammered my question.

Gabi’s smile grew wider. “He wants to fuck me, remember?” 

“Oh, you mean, like he’ll come, so that. . . . “ It started to dawn on me what she meant. “Like, I see. You reckon he’ll take us and drive us to the villa so he could fuck you there?”

“Precisely.” Gabi nodded. “When he sees we’re not coming, he’ll come and pick us up!”

“But, Gabs, wouldn’t it be too late when he finds out we’ve stayed behind? I mean, he took our tokens. That means he can’t monitor us and won’t know we’re not moving. Comes eleven o’clock tomorrow morning, and we haven’t shown up. What can he do? The game will be over. He won’t have time to do anything.”

“He’ll know well before eleven o’clock. In fact, most probably, he’ll know later today.”

“How?”

“From Jordi and Bonck. I’m sure he’s tracking them and will pay them a visit to see me. He’ll find out from them that we’ve stayed behind and will come to collect us.”

“You sure he’ll come, Gabs?” I asked. “I mean, do you think he still wants to fuck you?”

Gabi made a face. “Are you saying I’m not fuckable anymore?”

I laughed. “Oh, no! You’re still very much fuckable!”

“He’ll come, Teddy,“ she said confidently. “You’ll see.”

“Hmm.”  

“What?”

I hesitated for a moment but then asked, “Will you let him fuck you?”

“We talked about it, didn’t we? Unless you don’t want me to?”

“Oh, I want you to! I want the money, and I want you to carry on with your sexcapade!”

“You want me to carry on with my sexcapade?”

“Umm. . . yeah.” 

“Why?” she fired at me.

“I-I just enjoy it, I mean. . . .” I didn’t finish my sentence, my confidence shaken by her abrupt question.

“You still want me to prove to you that what happened between Jordi and me was sex only, don’t you?”

After a moment of contemplation, I responded with a firm nod. “Yes. The more men fuck you, the surer I am. I want to make sure you’re cured of your infatuation.”

“Infatuation! That’s it!” Gabi clasped her hands together. “That’s the word I sought to describe my feelings for Jordi to you! Infatuation!”

“I’m glad I was able to help, Gabs!” I chuckled, my confidence fully restored. I got up from my chair and slapped her bum playfully. “Now go to bed!”

“Thank you!” she chirped. “You go do your chores and come sneak in bed with me. If I’m not asleep, as you know, I have no knickers on.” Giggling, she headed for the bed.

“Gabi!” I called out.

She stopped, turned around and looked at me. “What is it, Teddy?”

“If you’re asleep, can I wake you up?” I smiled shyly.

She burst into laughter. “No, you absolutely cannot! I have to catch up with my sleep.”

I laughed, too. “You had a busy night, didn’t you?”

“So did you!”

“Yeah, but who was busier?”

“Now!” Gabi faked frustration. “Are you getting on with your chores or not?” 

“I am, I am!” I said, standing up and stacking our two empty bowls together.

Gabi called out, “Teddy!” and I turned to look at her.

She smiled. “I’ll let you fuck me after I wake up. I promise.”

“I’ll hold you to that!”

“OK.” 

She turned around and walked onto the bed. 

I picked firewood from the stack next to the stove to start the wood burner in the bathroom so that I’d have hot water for the dishes. After getting the fire going and returning to clean the table, I found Gabi asleep. Quietly, I took the dirty tableware to wash in the bathroom. When I returned to the room, Gabi had turned on her side, sleeping in the fetal position.

I felt sleepy, too, and decided it was time for a well-deserved rest for me as well. After loading the stove with firewood and turning off the lights to conserve battery, I sneaked onto the bed next to Gabi.

As I lay down on my side facing her back, I pulled blankets over us both and wrapped my arm around her from behind. She stirred awake but didn’t open her eyes; instead, she took my hand and hugged it to her chest. Within seconds, I fell asleep, hugging my wife, who had broken her marriage vows to me but whom I loved even more for doing so.

When we woke up, it was five o’clock in the afternoon. We had slept for eight hours. There was a storm outside, and it was even darker than in the morning, so I got up and turned the lights on. The fire in the stove had gone out, and it was cold in the cabin. I loaded the stove and started the fire. Then, I slipped back under the blankets with Gabi until it became comfortably warm. We got up and took turns using the loo. After that, I loaded and started the bathroom stove again so that we had hot water to shower. However, since we were hungry, instead of having sex and showers as we had planned, we decided to first have a snack with the leftovers of last night’s dinner.

Gabi and I had barely sat at the table when we heard a knock on the door. We looked at each other.

I raised my eyebrows. “Warren?”

Gabi thought for a second, then said, “Yeah, most probably.”

There was another knock.

I rose from my chair. “Whoever it is, we have to let them in.” I went and opened the door.

Michelle and Jacques were standing, soaking wet and shivering in the cold.


4. Visitors

“Teddy!” both Jacques and Michelle exclaimed when they saw me.

“Hi, Michelle, Jacques,” I greeted, stepping back to let them in. “Come on in!”

Jacques stepped over the door threshold and asked in French, “Qu’est-ce que tu fais?” (“What are you doing here?”) Then, he realised I didn’t understand him and repeated his question in English: “What are you doing here?”

“Yes, Teddy, this is a surprise!” Michelle said as she also entered the cabin. She saw Gabi at the table and nodded at her. “Hi, Gabi!”

“Hello, Gabi,” Jacques also greeted.

Gabi stood up from her chair, waving her hand. “Hi, Michelle, Jacques!” 

“How did the two of you end up here?” Jacques asked.

“Oh, that’s a long story,” I replied as I closed the door. “We’ll tell you later. But first, get yourselves warm and comfy!” 

Michelle rubbed her hands. “Thank God! It’s so warm in here!”

“I can finally feel my fingers and toes again!” Jacques chimed in, massaging his knuckles. 

Only now could I take a good look at Michelle and Jacques.

Michelle was still wearing her two-piece linen coord set, but her sleeveless crop top was torn, missing the entire right shoulder strap, and her right breast was completely exposed. Her top was also ripped through the middle, showing her belly button and abs and a good portion of her left side. Her high-waisted shorts were missing the left front pocket, and there was a hole through which her left upper thigh and black thong could be seen. There were other ripped places on her shorts and crop top, but these three were the ones that drew most of my attention. Like her clothes, her fisherman sandals were also barely holding together—soaking wet and muddy, each of them missing a strap or two at the front of the foot.

Jacques’s clothes and shoes were in an even worse state than Michelle’s. His T-shirt was ripped in so many places that he might as well have opted to go bare-chested. His shorts were torn right in the middle at the front, exposing his briefs. His espadrilles were soaking wet, covered in mud.

Both Jacques and Michelle appeared to have fallen in the mud several times because there were mud stains all over their clothes.

“Finally, some relief from the cold!” Michelle said as she rubbed her right breast, brushing the nipple, still hardened from the cold. She saw I was looking at her boob but didn’t seem bothered at all. Instead, she slipped her hand under the left side of her tank top, which was still providing some cover to her left breast, and rubbed her chest, saying, “Cold rain is the thing I hate the most in this country!” 

“Grab a towel to dry yourselves,” Gabi said, pointing at two towels we had hung on the backrest of one of the chairs. “We also have a bathroom”—she nodded towards the bathroom door—”with a shower and hot water to warm yourselves up.”

“Can we have something to eat first?” Michelle asked.

Gabi and I traced Michelle’s gaze to the leftovers on the table. Jacques was also looking at the food.

“Sure!” Gabi said. “Please, help yourselves!”

Michelle and Jacques removed their wet and muddy shoes, which I took to dry in front of the stove. Then, our guests went to the table and grabbed a piece of pizza each. They started devouring the food Gabi and I had hoped we would eat. We were not too happy; however, our guests were in greater need than us, so we stood and watched them, smiling politely from time to time.

After swallowing the last bite of pizza, Michelle asked, “May I have one?” pointing at a chocolate cookie Gabi had only nibbled on before our guests’ arrival. 

“Yes, of course!” Gabi nodded, another polite smile curving her lips. 

Michelle grabbed the cookie, took a big bite, and then said through a mouthful, “Sorry for pouncing on your food like this, but we’ve been starving—haven’t had a proper meal in forever.”

“Two days, to be exact,” Jacques added, snagging the ham and cheese sandwich left by Bonck and Jordi.

“That’s right,” Michelle agreed, nodding as she swallowed another bite of the cookie. She then turned to Jacques. “The last thing we ate was that sandwich we shared when Paul fucked me, wasn’t it?”

Gabi and I widened our eyes, taken aback by the bluntness with which Michelle had just revealed she had been fucked by one of the game organisers. 

However, we were even more shocked by Jacques’s nonchalant reaction to her words. With his mouth full of sandwich, he shook his head. “No, when Paul fucked you, the two of you shared a sandwich. I had only an apple.”

“Oh, yeah! You’re right!” Michelle nodded in agreement again. “You and I shared a sandwich when Jeremy fucked me the other day.” She stroked Jacques’s arm comfortingly. “You poor thing. You’ve had only an apple for the last two days!”

Jacques took another big bite from his sandwich and said something in French. Michelle shook her head, speaking in French, too. After exchanging a few more words with Jacques in French, she switched back to English, saying, “We’re out of the game. We lost our token.” 

“Oh, I’m sorry to hear that,” Gabi said. “When did it happen?”

“Two days ago. Friday afternoon,” Michelle replied. “It was on Friday, wasn’t it, Jacques?”

Jacques nodded. “Yes. Shortly after Paul fucked you.”

“Friday was the worst day for us,” Michelle continued. 

Jacques sighed, shaking his head. “They have to change the rules! How can everything hinge on a stupid token? People can die like this.”

“Absolutely!” Michelle agreed. “If the chieftains can’t track you, how will they find you to give you food?”

“You mean: fuck you to give you food,” Gabi corrected Michelle.

Michelle nodded casually. “Yes.” But then, noticing the smirk playing on Gabi’s lips, she stopped eating the cookie, and her eyes narrowed, fixing on Gabi. “What?!” 

Gabi shrugged her shoulders. “Nothing!”

Michelle and Gabi held each other’s gaze for a moment; then Michelle snapped, “Oh, come on, Gabi! Don’t tell me you didn’t get fucked for food!” 

Gabi remained silent.

Michelle gestured at the table. “How did you get all this?”

Now Gabi frowned. The two women stared at each other in a not-too-friendly way.

I realised I needed to intervene to prevent the tension between Gabi and Michelle from escalating. Walking over, I gently placed my hand on the small of Gabi’s back, signalling her to ease up. With a polite smile, I turned to Michelle. “How did you lose the token, Michelle? What happened?”

Michelle glanced at me. “It happened in the water. Jacques and I were crossing a large stream about ten miles from here.“ She shivered. “Brr! It was so cold! My heart almost stopped!”

“I know the stream,” I interjected. “Gabi and I crossed it; it’s dangerous.”

“Yes,” Michelle continued, “Jacques slipped and took me down with him. The current was strong, and the water was deep. We were dragged downstream for at least twenty meters. It was terrifying. “

“I thought we would die,” Jacques chimed in. “But by some miracle, cold and exhausted and scared to death, we made it to the other shore. There, I found out I had lost the token and the map.”

“We decided to quit and find our way to civilisation,” Michelle continued. “But we found ourselves in the marshlands. Completely lost, we ended up wading through mud and water for hours.”

“We were lucky to get out alive,” Jacques added.

“Absolutely!” Michelle nodded in agreement. “When we eventually got out of the marshes, we decided to walk north only because we knew there were no swamps to the north. And that’s how we found this cabin. We’re lucky to have survived the last two days.”

“You’ve gone through a lot,” I said with genuine compassion.

“But the important thing is you found the cabin,” Gabi added, smiling kindly at Michelle, trying to mend ties after starting the evening on the wrong foot. 

“Yeah, we’re lucky to have found you,” Michelle responded, smiling back at Gabi, also eager to reconcile, then asked, “How did you find the cabin?”

“We stumbled upon it by accident,” Gabi replied.

Michelle’s gaze pierced into Gabi’s eyes, searching for the truth.

Gabi held her gaze, remaining silent.

After a few moments of tense silence, Michelle spoke in a taut voice, “It wasn’t by accident, Gabi. Who fucked you for it?” 

A fiery spark lit Gabi’s eyes, her tongue poised to unleash a sharp retort. I rubbed her arm with the back of my hand—a clue she had to keep calm.

Gabi took a deep breath, then said calmly, “Warren.”

“Of course, Warren!” Michelle exclaimed. A sly smile spread across her face. She glanced at Jacques. “Who else?” She looked back at Gabi. “So Warren is your benefactor.”

“Yes, he likes me.” Gabi nodded. “He fucked me and then drove us to the cabin.”

“He drove us through the stream, too,” I added. 

Smiling provocatively, Gabi said in a snipe at Michelle, “We didn’t have to drown crossing it!”

“Good on you!” Michelle replied defiantly.

“This is Warren’s cabin,” I continued to explain with an even tone, eager not to allow Gabi and Michelle to get embroiled in another fight. “The food, the stack of wood, everything is his.”

“I see,” Michelle said as she surveyed the cabin with her eyes. “This is a good cabin.” She looked back at Gabi. “He must have fucked you real good to give you shelter in his cabin.”

“He’s totally into Gabi,” I said quickly. “He’s apparently kicked out another couple to get Gabi and me in the game. He told us that!”

“Wow!” Jacques exclaimed. “But that’s good! He’ll continue to look after you until the end.”

“How far is the cabin from the villa?” Michelle asked.

“About a 16-hour walk from here,” I replied.

Jacques frowned. “Oh, that’s a lot.” He glanced at his watch, shaking his head. “You can’t make it.” He looked up at me. “So you, too, are out of the game, then, am I right?”

I turned to Gabi. “Shall we tell them?”

Gabi looked at Jacques, then at Michelle, and, with a triumphant smile, announced, “We’re still in the game. Warren will come to collect us and drive us to the villa.”

“Oh, really? Will he do that?” Jacques asked, eyebrows arching in surprise.

“Did he explicitly tell you he’d come?” Michelle also inquired.

“He didn’t, but I know he’ll come,” Gabi replied with confidence.

A wry smile appeared on Michelle’s lips. “You know this. I see. You think he cares about you because he’s fucked you once?”

Instead of answering the question, Gabi turned to me. “Shall I tell them?”

I nodded. “Yes, tell them!”

Looking back at Michelle and Jacques, Gabi said, “I’ve promised Warren that I’ll let him fuck me in the villa. He’ll come and collect us when he finds out that we’re not on our way.”

“Really?” Michelle smirked. “You think so?”

Gabi replied, “Yes,” exuding confidence.

Michelle raised a brow. “He’ll come here, specifically for you? To pick you up and take you to the villa?” 

“Yes, he will.”

“I admire your confidence, Gabi.”

“I’m confident.”

A derisive smile spread across Michelle’s face. “Well, good for you! If you think he’s still interested in you after he’s already fucked you, good for you!”

Gabi and Michelle locked gazes again.

I placed my hand on the small of Gabi’s back and rubbed her soothingly.

After a few moments, the severe expression on Gabi’s face started to soften until she sighed and said in a conciliatory tone, “There’s no point fighting each other, Michelle. We’re in the same boat. The rich bastards fuck and use us. We let them do it to survive and win the prize money.”

Michelle remained silent for a while, keeping her gaze on Gabi, then said, her tone softer, “I agree with you.”

Gabi sighed again. “Michelle, I lied to you. Actually, I didn’t let Warren fuck me. That’s the trick one has to use with these people. Cock-teasing them into giving you what you ask for!”

Michelle raised a brow, the soft expression on her face giving way to mistrust. “You cock-teased Warren into giving you what you asked for?”

“Um-hum.“ Gabi hummed, nodding. “I didn’t let him fuck me but promised him I would.”

“Really?!” Michelle shook her head, smiling wryly. “You know, Gabi, I happen to know Warren quite well. I don’t believe you that he gave you the cabin and all this just for a promise for a fuck!”

“He took our tokens away,” I interjected.

Michelle looked at me. “Tokens? Like in plural?” 

“Yes.” I nodded. “He gave us an additional token. We have two now. Well, they’re with him as his leverage, but he’ll return them to us at the villa.” I shrugged my shoulders. “Call us stupid, Michelle, but we trust his word.”

“Oh, he keeps his word,” Michelle said, her tone softening again. “If you’re telling the truth.”

“We’re not lying,” I assured Michelle. “The deal is: he’ll return the two tokens after he’s. . .” I paused, glancing at Gabi.

“Fucked me,” Gabi finished my sentence.

Jacques and Michelle exchanged a few words in French. Then Jacques turned to Gabi and me, saying in English, “What can I say? Congratulations! Two hundred thousand dollars!”

Michelle looked back at Gabi. “Warren must like you a lot! I’m saying this seriously. He must if he’s prepared to give you two hundred grand.”

“Yes, he likes me a lot,” Gabi confirmed. “He seems obsessed with me. But as Teddy told you, he hedges his risks. He took our tokens as a guarantee. He’ll give them back—pay us, that is—only after he’s fucked me in the villa.”

Michelle looked away, and there was silence for a few moments. Then, looking back at Gabi and sighing deeply, she said with a longing in her voice, “You made an excellent deal, Gabi. I wish I could have had a deal like yours. I mean, two hundred thousand!” Turning to Jacques, she shook her head, regret evident in her eyes. “Honey, we fought so much for our money, and now nothing!”

Jacques let out a deep sigh. “Yeah, we almost drowned for it!” 

“I’m so sorry!”

”Well, at least we’re alive.”

“But broke!” Michelle’s eyes welled with tears. “Sometimes I think we’d better have drowned!”

“Oh, don’t say that!” Gabi exclaimed, compassion in her eyes.

Michelle turned to Gabi. “’Don’t say that’, Gabi, but without money?”

Gabi shrugged. “So? Money’s not everything, Michelle!”

“Easy to say when you’re going to cash in two hundred grand!” Michelle’s lips trembled as she fought back tears. ”We needed the money!”

“We’ve got a mortgage to pay!” Jacques chimed in. “Michelle has debts from her divorce. I have debts, too. And we have to look after seven kids!”

“Seven kids?!” I exclaimed, raising my eyebrows.

“That’s right!” Jacques nodded. “Seven. Michelle’s three from her ex.” Anger sparkled in his eyes. “Her ex is a bastard! He makes good money but doesn’t want to pay a penny for child support. He’s too busy playing the field to care about his kids.” Jacques paused and bit his lip before continuing, “On my side, my ex is broke. She’s in rehab for drug addiction. So Michelle and I look after my three daughters, too.” Jacques paused again before adding, “And we have our little one; he’s only one year old!” He smiled softly at Michelle. She smiled back at him. Jacques turned back to me. “So, in a nutshell, Teddy: Michelle and I are fucked up! Fucked, used, and abused, and without money! We’re broke!”

Michelle let out a resigned sigh. “It’s unfair that we won’t get the money. But what’s even more unfair is what poor Jacques had to endure. Watching his wife fucked, and in the end, nothing. It’s most unfair to him!” She glanced at Jacques. “I’m sorry, Jacques, I put you through all that.”

“You had to do it, Mich,” Jacques said softly. 

Michelle rubbed his arm, looking him lovingly in the eyes. “But it didn’t make it easier for you, did it?” 

He shook his head. “No, it didn’t.”

“Sorry!”

“It’s OK.”

Michelle and Jacques hugged.

There was silence.

Gabi and I looked at each other. 

After a moment of hesitation, Gabi said, “Shall we help them, Teddy?” 

“Umm, yes, but how?” I replied. 

“I’ll talk to Warren!”

“You mean?”

“I’ll demand!”

“And you think he’ll agree?”

“He will!” Gabi nodded confidently and called out to Jacques and Michelle. “Jacques, Michelle, I’ll help you!”

Jacques and Michelle pulled away from each other and looked at Gabi.

Gabi said, “I’ll make Warren return your token.”

Michelle raised her eyebrows while Jacques asked, “Can you really do that?”

“Yes,” Gabi confirmed. “Stay with us tonight, and tomorrow, Warren will collect us all and—”

“If he comes to collect us,” I interjected.

She glanced at me. “He will, Teddy. Trust me!”

I shrugged. “If you’re so sure, Gabs. . . .”

“Teddy!” Gabi raised her voice. “I know when a man is into me. OK?” She turned back to Michelle and Jacques. “You’ll have your one hundred thousand dollars!”

Michelle and Jacques held their gazes on Gabi, their eyes reflecting a mix of astonishment and doubt.

Gabi nodded with unwavering confidence. “You’ll have your money!”

Michelle’s and Jacques’s faces lit up, realising Gabi truly meant what she was promising.

“Oh, Gabi, I. . . .” Michelle’s voice faltered, overwhelmed by emotions. “I don’t know what to say. Thank you, truly.”

Jacques murmured, “Thank you, Gabi!”

Opening her arms for a hug, Michelle stepped closer to Gabi. Gabi opened her arms, ready to receive Michelle, but Michelle stopped herself. “Let me take a shower first!” she said, glancing at her wet, dirty clothes, and then, looking back at Gabi, leaned forward and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek. “Thank you! Thank you from the bottom of my heart!”

“You’re welcome,” Gabi murmured, smiling a little embarrassed.

And then, taking both Gabi and me by surprise, Michelle grabbed her top and took it off, baring her B-size titties. After that, she removed her shorts, and when Gabi and I thought she would walk into the bathroom with her thong on, she surprised us further: she took her thong off, revealing a Bermuda Triangle shaved pussy.

Holding her clothes, Michelle asked, “Is there any way I could wash my clothes?”

“There’s a basin in the bathroom,” Gabi replied, blushing, not feeling quite at ease with looking at Michelle’s naked body.

“Mich, wash mine, too, please!” Jacques said, nonchalant with his wife’s nudity, and without further ado, he removed his T-shirt and shorts and gave them to Michelle. Michelle told Jacques something in French, nodding towards his briefs. He turned to look at Gabi, then at me. He hesitated. Michelle called his name, and he turned his gaze to her. She gestured at his crotch, again speaking to him in French, and he hooked his fingers under the waistband of his briefs, about to take them off as clearly that was what Michelle was telling him to do. However, just before pulling his briefs down, as if scared, he abruptly turned to look at Gabi. He was still unsure.

“Come on, Jacques!” Michelle spoke in English, raising her voice. “Gabi’s seen cocks!” Giggling, she glanced at Gabi. “You don’t mind seeing my husband’s willy, do you?”

Smiling shyly and blushing further, Gabi shook her head from side to side. “No, I don’t.”

Jacques now took his briefs off. His cock was of average size, like mine. He covered his manhood with one hand and gave his briefs to Michelle. Then he took one of the towels hung on the backrest of the chair next to him and wrapped it around his waist. 

“Jacques is so shy, you know,” Michelle said as she took the other towel from the chair. 

Jacques frowned. “I’m not. Stop embarrassing me!”

Ignoring her husband’s protestations, Michelle continued to explain, “I offered to hire him an escort once we’re back in Nice, you know, to fuck another woman since he had to watch me fucked by other men. As a compensation. And do you know what he said?”

Jacques shook his head in embarrassment but remained silent.

I asked, “What did he say?”

Michelle giggled. “He said that his dick wouldn’t get up! ‘Cos he wouldn’t feel comfortable showing it to another woman whom he was meeting for the first time.”

“I didn’t say that!” Jacques protested, raising his voice. “I told you: I don’t know if these escorts are clean, you know? STDs?”

I laughed. “He’s extra cautious, your husband, Michelle!”

Michelle smiled. “I know, right?”

“Why don’t you find him a woman who you know is clean,” I suggested. “A friend of yours?”

“Good idea, but. . . .” Michelle paused to think. “I don’t want to ruin my friendship with any of my friends. . . .“ She shook her head. “No. You know how it goes, Teddy. But you’re right. I have to find my Jacques someone we know but we’re not too close to.”

“Like Gabi,” I interjected.

“Teddy!” Gabi squeaked.

I shrugged, grinning. “What? You can help Jacques. You don’t have STDs. Jacques and Michelle know us, but we’re not friends. At least, not close friends.”

“Are you listening to yourself?” Gabi scoffed at me and turned to Michelle. “Sorry for—”

“I wouldn’t mind if Jacques wants to,” Michelle cut Gabi off.

Gabi’s jaw dropped.

Michelle turned to Jacques. “You told me you had a massive hard-on for Gabi while hugging her that night at the starting location, didn’t you?”

Jacques responded to Michelle in French, blushing profusely, visibly embarrassed. Michelle shrugged her shoulders and headed to the bathroom.

Jacques looked at Gabi, then at me, and stammered, “I-I. . . if you don’t mind, I’ll take a quick shower with Michelle!” He ran after Michelle, and they disappeared together into the bathroom.

Gabi and I looked at each other.

“What do you think you’re doing?” Gabi whispered angrily.

I shrugged. “Pimping you out!”

“Exactly!”

“So?”

“Why are you doing it?”

“You’ll help Jacques and at the same time will continue your sexcapade. Two birds with one stone!”

Gabi shook her head in disapproval, then sat at the table. She opened a pack of charcuterie platter—the only food left—and said, “Let’s eat it before they devour it, too!”

“Good idea,” I said and sat across from her.

We started picking from the various meat slices.

“I’ll let Jacques fuck me,” Gabi said after swallowing a chorizo slice.

I took another slice of Prosciutto. “Honey, I was joking.” 

“No, you weren’t.”

“OK, I wasn’t, but I was only suggesting it. I mean, I’m not forcing you.”

“I’ll do it because I want to.”

I swallowed the Prosciutto and looked up at her. “You want to?” 

She shrugged, smiling mischievously. “Yeah, he’s kinda cute. I like him.”

I took another slice of Prosciutto and put it into my mouth.

“Leave one for me, Teddy!” Gabi pulled the last Prosciutto slice towards her. “Only Michelle worries me.”

“Why?” I asked with a full mouth.

“She sounds confident, but I worry she might freak out when she sees her husband pushing his cock into me.”

“So what? She’s not going to kill you or something. I’ll be there. It would be between her and Jacques.”

“Indeed. But there’s something else. She envies me. Didn’t you notice? The way she was asking me all those questions.”

“There’s always that between girls, isn’t it?”

“Umm, yeah, but I don’t trust her,” Gabi said, putting the Prosciutto into her mouth. She chewed and swallowed the slice before adding, “I’ve got the feeling there’s something she’s not telling us.”

I took the last salami slice and popped it into my mouth. “Does it matter?”

“Emm. . . . “ Gabi sat back in her chair, having finished eating. “Actually, you’re right. It doesn’t! As long as she doesn’t make a scene, I don’t care.”

I gave Gabi a wry, reassuring smile. “She won’t make a scene. I’ll take care of her!”

“You want to fuck her, don’t you?” Gabi’s cold stare made my smile freeze on my lips. 

“I-I didn’t mean to take care of her like that.”

“Of course, you meant it like that! You want her!”

I swallowed the salami slice and gave a casual shrug. “Well, maybe I fancy her a little.”

“A little?!” Gabi squeaked. “As if I didn’t notice your hard-on the other night while you were hugging her.”

“OK!” I also raised my voice. “Don’t tell me you didn’t like it while Jacques was pressing his hard cock against you!”

“Did I ever say I didn’t?”

Our gazes locked for a moment.

“OK, I get it!” I waved my hand in frustration. “You can, but I can’t!” 

“Yes, that’s right!” Gabi nodded firmly. “I can, but you can’t!”

“Why’s that?”

“You know why!”

I shook my head. “No, I don’t! Enlighten me, please!”

“You’re the one with the fetish, Teddy, not me!” Gabi retorted.

“How convenient, isn’t it? I can’t touch another woman, but you can be fucked like a—” I stopped short of finishing my sentence, but Gabi finished it for me, saying, “whore! That’s what you wanted to say!” She looked away, suddenly overwhelmed by emotions.

The ensuing silence in the room was interrupted only by the crackles from the stove and the noise of the rain from the fading storm outside.

Some time passed before Gabi looked back at me, saying quietly, “Look. I know you expect reciprocity, but I’m not ready to give you that, Teddy.”

“I don’t want it, Gabs. Sorry if that’s the impression I gave,” I said with a reconciliatory tone. 

“You sure?”

“Yes, I am.”  

We held each other’s gaze for a while before she said, “Maybe with time, I’ll be able to.”

I nodded. “Yes, with time.”

“Perhaps starting slowly. Step by step, and we’ll see how it goes and how far it goes. OK?”

“Agreed.”

Gabi reached and took my hand. She gently rubbed it before withdrawing her hand, whispering, “Thank you!” 

I followed her gaze to the bottle of whiskey, where about an inch of the precious liquid remained and reached for the bottle. “Shall we finish this?” 

“We shall.” Gabi pushed forward two of the glasses I had diligently washed before going to sleep.

I poured the last of the whiskey, and we sat back, each lost in our own thoughts. The warmth of the alcohol seemed to mirror the warmth of our contemplations on the boundaries we had pushed in our relationship and what that meant for our future. We drank in silence for a while, listening to the soft patter of rain against the window, rhythmically marking the passage of time.

“We’ll be alright,” I finally concluded aloud, breaking the silence as I placed my empty glass on the table.

Gabi finished her whiskey, too. Her gaze lingered on her glass as she slowly traced the rim with her finger. She then looked up at me with a cautious yet soft smile, murmuring, “I think so.”


5. Revelations

The bathroom door opened, and Michelle emerged, completely naked, vigorously drying her hair with her towel. Following her, Jacques came out, his towel wrapped around his waist, clutching their washed clothes. He proceeded to the drying rack to hang the clothes.

“How was it?” I asked Michelle, ogling her naked body.

“Great!” she chirped. “What a difference a hot shower can make!”

Jacques chimed in, “I feel alive again!”

“Did you guys get up to anything in the shower?” I asked, grinning mischievously.

My question did not elicit any reaction from Jacques. He either didn’t understand it or was simply too preoccupied with hanging the clothes. However, Michelle paused, the towel in her hair, and gave me a steady look. 

I clarified, “Did Jacques fuck you in the shower?”

A playful smile spread across her face. “You are nosy, aren’t you?”

I shrugged. “Can’t be helped!”

“No, we didn’t have time to fuck,” she said and resumed drying her hair, her boobs jiggling as she walked up to Gabi and me at the table. Standing before us, she stopped tousling her hair and dropped the towel on the backrest of the empty chair next to me. Pushing her chest up, thus making her tits stand out, she smoothed out her hair, and turned to look at Gabi, saying, “Plus, I think Jacques deserves to try something different after what he went through.” Not taking her eyes off Gabi, Michelle let go of her hair and ran her hand across her breasts, adding, “By something, I mean someone. Someone who’s not me.”

The two women held each other’s gaze. There was silence in the cabin. Jacques had finished hanging the clothes and was looking at Gabi and Michelle. I was also observing the dynamics playing between them—a playful smile flickering at the corners of Michelle’s mouth and a nervous expression on Gabi’s face. 

And then, suddenly, Gabi stood up. Turning to me, she said, “Would you clean the table if I pop into the shower?”

“Sure, honey!” I nodded. 

Gabi went to pick up one of the towels Bonck or Jordi had dropped on the bed and entered the bathroom to shower.

Michelle sat on the chair Gabi had vacated seconds earlier, crossed her legs, briefly flashing her pussy, and asked me, “Have you shared your wife before?” 

I must admit, I was taken aback by her question. I had not expected it, but nonetheless, I smiled and asked in turn, “Why are you asking me?”

Michelle shrugged. “Well, the way you suggested she helped Jacques made me think you’ve done it before.”

“Umm . . . .” I cupped my face in my hand. “Let’s say we’re experimenting.”

“Experimenting?” Jacques exclaimed. “I don’t think experimenting works in this game, Teddy.” He came and sat at the table. “You see, the sponsors of this game don’t experiment. They just fuck! If you thought you’d experiment, you might not have bothered turning up. The whole premise revolves around sharing your wife, girlfriend, or boyfriend.” He glanced at Michelle. “I heard they allow gay and lesbian couples now, don’t they?”

Michelle smiled with a knowing twinkle in her eye. “Yeah, on paper. Warren told me they had to be inclusive, but I know him and his friends. They’re into women one hundred per cent.”

“How do you know Warren so well?” I asked. “You didn’t tell us at the starting location you knew him.”

“We were not allowed to,” Michelle replied. 

I raised a brow. “Not allowed to tell us you knew him?” 

She nodded. “That’s right. Warren explicitly told us not to tell anyone.” 

“Why?”

“He invited us on the condition we wouldn’t tell anyone we knew him from before or share any of the details we knew about the game.”

“I see. And what did you know about the game?”

“Well,“ Jacques said, “we knew that the game was about putting the couples through hell so that the chieftains could blackmail the wives into having sex with them.” He paused, opened a can of Coke and drank from it before continuing, “We knew they put you through hunger and thirst, expose you to rough terrain, heat and cold, and all the elements; they put your health at risk until you’re scared to death and you yield.”

I shook my head from side to side. “I don’t understand you, guys. You knew what you were getting yourselves into and still accepted the invitation. Why?”

“We wanted the money,” Michelle said. “That’s why.”

I nodded at their clothes hanging on the drying rack. “Why didn’t you pick more suitable clothes if you knew?”

“We didn’t know we’d play until the last moment,” she clarified.

“I thought you said Warren invited you.”

“What happened was that we’d been begging Warren to invite us for ages, but he kept refusing. A week ago, he told us he definitely couldn’t invite us. He even bought us a holiday in the sun as an apology. And then, right in the middle of our holiday, a helicopter came to collect us. Apparently, he changed his mind hours before the game started! Or so he says. And we ended up in our summer attire in a game of rain and cold!”

“I think he did it deliberately,” Jacques interjected. “So that we are totally unprepared. That’s the essence of the game, isn’t it? It’s like The Hunger Games. They want you to shiver, be miserable, cold, and be dressed in shabby clothes.”

Michelle turned to Jacques. “I would’ve said no if I knew it’d be this cold. In previous years, the game was always in tropical places, you know, warm and nice. This year’s the first they’re running it this far north.”

“How did you learn about the game in the first place?” I asked.

Michelle turned to me. “My ex and I played the game three years ago.” 

“You did?”

“Yes, but it cost us our marriage.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

“That’s OK. It was for the best for both of us. I’m happier with my Jacques now”—Michelle reached over and gently rubbed Jacques’s knee—”and Jordi is happier, chasing women all over the world!”

“Jordi?” I asked, a sudden suspicion dawning on me. Is she talking about the same Jordi? 

“Yeah, Jordi, my ex.” Michelle nodded. “He’s always been like that. Barely able to hold his cock in his pants.”

“That’s how he made you three babies,” Jacques snapped.

Glancing at Jacques, Michelle said, “The trouble was he didn’t use his cock on me only.”

“You still miss his cock, don’t you?” Jacques asked, a shadow crossing his face.

“Don’t start this again, please!” Michelle raised her voice. She looked back at me and smiled. “Jordi has a big cock and fucks well, but the problem I had with him was that when we were together, he didn’t fuck only me, if you know what I mean. He got beaten once after a husband found out he’d done his wife. So bad it was.”

“But the worst he got from Warren,” Jacques said.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

Jacques explained, “Well, it turned out that Warren had invited Michelle and Jordi to the game Michelle told you about so that he could fuck Michelle as revenge for Jordi fucking Warren’s wife.”

“Jordi fucked Warren’s wife?” 

“Yes. And Warren invited Jordi and Michelle to play. What happened at that game destroyed Michelle’s marriage with Jordi.”

“I have no regrets about what happened,” Michelle said. ”I got my freedom. Jordi got his. He can fuck at will wives and whatnot.” She giggled. “You see, I’m not selfish. Jordi’s good in bed. Let other women enjoy his cock!”

“Is he really that good in bed?” I asked, now convinced we were talking about the same Jordi.

Michelle nodded. “Oh, yeah, he is.”

“Size and stamina?”

“Yes. But the most important thing is he puts his heart into it. He likes sex. He’s in a porn series with his friend, Bonck. Search for ‘Call Jordi and Bonck to tag team your wife’, or something like that, and you’ll find his website. Cuckold couples call them, and they fulfil their fantasies, for money, of course.”

“I’ll definitely look for it once we have our phones back. So Jordi fucked Warren’s wife?”

“Yes, Amalia. And then Warren fucked me during the games. That’s how I found out about all the nasties Jordi had been doing behind my back.”

“You mean?” I asked.

Michelle sighed. “I mean, after fucking me, Warren told me about Amalia and Jordi. In front of Jordi, of course. Jordi had not suspected Warren knew about his affair with Amalia. There was a fight. Anyway, to cut the long story short, Jordi and I were done. As I said, I don’t regret what happened. I only wish I didn’t quit the game.”

“You quit the game?”

“Yes. I was so pissed off that I quit the game to hurt Jordi, but I hurt myself too. In hindsight, we should’ve finished the game—having fucked me, Warren would have made sure we made it to the final. I should’ve split the money with Jordi and then only kicked him out!”

“So, Michelle, I reckon Jordi and Warren hate each other to this day, don’t they?” I asked, keen to understand more about the relationship between Jordi and Warren.

“Oh, yes!” Jacques answered my question before Michelle could. “They can’t forgive each other that they fucked each other’s wives.”

“It’s more about their egos than anything else,” Michelle clarified.

Jacques disagreed. “No. I think it’s more than that. Especially for Jordi. He still pines for you!”

Michelle waved her hand dismissively. “Nah.”

“Nah? Oh, yeah! Remember what Warren told us?” Jacques turned to me. “Teddy, we met with Warren a couple of months ago. Again, to ask him to put us in the game. And he told us that Jordi had gotten drunk recently in front of him—”

“Hold on!” I interrupted Jacques. “Do they meet?”

Jacques nodded. “Yes.”

“I thought you said they hated each other.”

“Warren and Jordi’s relationship is weird,” Michelle clarified. “Jordi was a complete wreck after we divorced, and Warren offered him a job. Jordi works for Warren nowadays in one of Warren’s beach hotels as a hotel manager or something. I don’t know for sure. I haven’t been in touch with Jordi since we had a big fallout about the custody of the kids, and we don’t discuss Jordi when we meet with Warren. Telling us about Jordi’s drunken incident was a rarity.”

“I see.” I nodded. “So Jordi got drunk in front of Warren. And?”

“Yes.” Jacques picked up from where I had interrupted him. “Warren told us that Jordi had cried about Michelle, saying he was still in love with her and was very bitter about the divorce. Jordi told Warren he targeted couples to break them up as his coping mechanism. It’s his revenge on the world if you ask me.”

“What he’s doing is so stupid! If anything, he should be getting back at Warren, not random people. If you hate Warren, go after him!” I turned to Michelle. “So you’re in touch with Warren?”

She nodded. “Yes.”

“Does he still fuck you?”

“No. Once Warren fucks a woman, he loses interest in her. Unless she wins the game and is given a membership to his club.”

“But still. He slept with you once. Can’t he help you financially if you asked for it?”

Michelle shook her head. “No, Warren’s not like that. Also, it’s part of their code, the chieftains’ code of the game. They don’t give money to losers. I guess I fall into that category. Warren didn’t even want to do me a favour and invite us to the game. Only after he showed Paul and Jeremy my nude photos and they told him they were interested in me, did he change his mind. Paul told me that while he was fucking me.”

Jacques sighed. “Well, Warren did invite us eventually, but look where it got us to!”

“Gabi will help you,” I assured him.

“I hope so,” Michelle said. “If Warren’s indeed obsessed with her, and she plays her cards well, then maybe Jacques and I will get our money. I root for your wife now, you know?” She smiled.

“I know, Mich!” I chuckled. “May I call you Mich?”

She placed her hand on my thigh and gently rubbed it. “Of course. I like it when my friends call me Mich.”

Jacques shook his head somewhat disapprovingly. Michelle noticed his reaction and moved her hand from my leg to his, saying, “You’re not jealous of Teddy calling me Mich, are you?”

Jacques glanced at me.

I smiled. “Just being friendly, Jacques.”

“Yeah, as if,” he said coldly, but then turned to Michelle and, forcing a smile, said, “No, I’m not.”

Michelle let go of Jacques’s leg. “Good. ‘Cos there shouldn’t be jealousy between friends, right?” She glanced at me.

I nodded with a smile. “Yes, there shouldn’t.”


6. Manoeuvres

The bathroom door swung open, and Gabi emerged, wrapped in a towel, her clothes in hand.

“Honey, there’s not much hot water left,” she said. “I’m afraid you might want to start the wood burner before you shower.”

Rising with a sigh, I lamented, “Ah, the small luxuries of civilisation—hot water and central heating you don’t have to sweat for.”

Jacques, rising too, offered, “Shall I take care of it?” 

“No, it’s fine!” I waved him off. “I’ll just have a quick rinse. But perhaps add some logs to the stove?” I nodded at the stove in the cabin.

“OK, I’ll do that.” 

“Fill it up good. It’s nice and warm now, but it will get cold during the night.”

Jacques went to the stack of firewood and started loading the stove while I grabbed the other towel from the bed and entered the bathroom. The water was cold, so I was out of the shower within a couple of minutes, vigorously drying myself. 

When I returned to the living room, with my clothes in my hand and a towel wrapped around my waist, I found Gabi and Jacques busily making the bed. Sitting at one end, Gabi was fluffing the pillows while Jacques, having knelt opposite her, was straightening the sheet. Michelle, towel-draped, standing beside Jacques, was observing their work.

Gabi giggled. “You’re teasing me, Jacques!”

“No, I’m not!” Jacques chuckled, stealing a glance at Gabi’s pussy, exposed under the loosely draped towel around her spread-out legs.

Michelle nudged him lightly. “Stop messing around with Gabi, Jacques! She’s our friend, remember?”

Jacques looked up at his wife, feigning innocence. “I’m not messing around with her, Mich! You know that’s how we kiss in France!”

Michelle rolled her eyes, smiling. “Ignore him, Gabi. It’s just a simple double kiss in France, nothing more.”

Gabi’s giggle was light. “I’m aware.” Spotting me, she turned to me. “Honey, Jacques is amusing us with exaggerated French customs.”

“Like?” I asked.

“The ‘Kiss, Kiss’ they do,” she replied.

“The double kiss greeting? That’s nothing!” I waved my hand, smiling, then turned to Jacques. “Come on, Jacques! You can do better! How about some. . . let’s say, French kinky games?”

Gabi’s playful scold was immediate. “Teddy!” 

“Ah, we, the French.” Jacques smiled. “We are pioneers of love and games!”

“So, as our French expert,” I said with a teasing smile on my face, “any recommendations for a game for four?” 

“Really, Teddy?!” Gabi raised her eyebrows in disapproval.

“Actually,” Michelle interjected, “not specifically a French thing, but I remember a game from my uni days. . . .”

Jacques’s curiosity was piqued. “Oh! A game from your uni days?” 

Michelle nodded. “Yep, two girls, two guys—quite like us now.”

“Sounds intriguing,” I said, my smile teasing again.

Gabi murmured, “I’m not sure I like where this is headed.”

“Shall I share the details?” Michelle asked, a playful tone in her voice.

I grinned. “Only if we’re considering giving it a go!”

“Teddy, honestly!” Gabi’s exacerbation was palpable. “What must Michelle and Jacques think about us?”

I laughed lightly. “Honey, if you think they haven’t caught on to us by now, you’re underestimating them.”

Gabi fell silent, contemplative.

I moved and squatted beside her, dropping my clothes on the bed. Gently placing my hand on her shoulder, I deliberately opened my legs so that my semi-erect cock could be seen under the towel. My efforts quickly paid off, drawing Michelle’s gaze towards my crotch. The fleeting smile on her face was a clear indication that she was enticed by my adventurous move.

“So, shall we play that French game for four?” I inquired, keeping my tone light yet suggestive.

Michelle rocked slightly, her smile taking on a coquettish quality as she chirped, “I’m quite alright with that.”

Jacques seemed to hesitate, but Michelle’s fingers weaved through his hair, whispering something in French that brought a blush to his cheeks.

“Jacques is in,” Michelle declared with a hint of mischief.

Jacques’s blush deepened, yet he offered a shy smile and a nod of agreement.

I turned to Gabi, my hand brushing her shoulder. “Your turn, Gabs. What do you say? Are you in?”

She looked at me.

I smiled. “The cute one’s in! That’s your chance!” 

She knew I was referring to our earlier conversation at the table about her finding Jacques cute and wanting to fuck him. She glanced briefly at Jacques, then back at me, and bit her lip, uncertainty flickering in her eyes. “I’m not quite clear on the rules, Teddy.”

“That’s part of the excitement,” I responded with a grin. “The unknown. The thrill. That’s what makes it kinky, Gabs! What do you say?”

Gabi murmured, almost to herself, “Kinky and thrilling. . . I’m not certain. . . .”

I exchanged a knowing look with Michelle and gave her a subtle nod. “She’s in. Let’s hear the rules.”

Michelle’s and Gabi’s eyes met. Michelle held Gabi’s gaze, who shook her head slightly, but since there was no explicit objection, Michelle began, “Alright then. This is how it’s played. The partners swap.”

A faint smile flickered at the corners of Gabi’s lips. “How did I guess it?”

“And the ladies perform fellatios on their new partners,” Michelle continued. 

“Good heavens,” Gabi murmured, her voice laced with a mix of shock and curiosity. 

Michelle’s smile widened. “The game has one loser: the first man to blow it. The other guy—the winner—then chooses a lady he fancies and fucks her.”

My hand shot up in enthusiasm. “Count me in!”

Gabi turned to me, her hand landing softly on my knee. “Do you realise what that means, Teddy?”

Before I could respond, Michelle said, “It means you’ll blow my hubby, and I’ll blow yours. Then we shall see where it leads!”

Gabi’s gaze shifted to Michelle. “You’re quite keen on my husband, aren’t you, Michelle?” 

Michelle responded with a nonchalant shrug. “Not more than you are on mine.”

“You are corrupt!”

“I’d say adventurous!”

A brief silence fell over us.

Gabi looked at me, her lip caught between her teeth in hesitation. I offered a sheepish smile and shrugged. She glanced at Jacques, whose face was now a deeper shade of red. 

“What’s the matter?” Michelle prodded.

Gabi’s eyes met Michelle’s. “It’s just that. . .”

Michelle raised an eyebrow. “You don’t like Jacques?”

“No, I don’t mind Jacques.”

“Then?”  

“I’ve never. . . .” Gabi paused, her voice trailing off. She took a deep breath, then said, “I’ve never shared my husband before.”

Michelle burst into laughter. “Is that it? Gabi, neither have I shared Jacques!”

The room fell quiet once more. Then, Gabi turned towards me. “I’m not sure I want to watch you fuck her.”

Michelle giggled. “Why not, Gabi? Do I displease you?”

Gabi’s eyes flickered towards Michelle. “It’s not about displeasure. I just don’t want to share him. With anyone.”

Michelle clasped her hands together playfully. “But it’s all in good fun!” She held her gaze on Gabi, who was still undecided, then added, “Oh, Gabi, don’t be like that! It’s just a blow job I’ll give him, nothing more.”

A shadow of doubt crossed Gabi’s face. “You know he might end up fucking you, Michelle.”

Michelle laughed again. “OK! I’ll help you out, darling.” She turned to me. “Teddy, you, my friend, have to lose this one. Prepare to be sucked like you’ve never been before!”

I chuckled. “I’m looking forward to it, Michelle!”

“OK, then.” Michelle nodded. “Stand up!” She tapped Jacques’s shoulder. “You too, Jacques, get up and stand beside Teddy!”

Michelle untied her towel and let it drop to the floor. Jacques stood up and also removed his towel, letting his erect cock out. I got up and stood beside Jacques. 

Michelle moved in front of me, knelt, facing me, and placed her hands on the knot of my towel. She looked up at me, a lustful glow in her eyes. “May I?”

My heart raced wildly. For the first time in my marriage, another woman was about to suck my cock. And not only that! If I could hold on until Jacques blew it, I was going to fuck her. Oh, yes! I had made up my mind: I was going to fuck Michelle if I won. I loved Gabi, and I knew she didn’t want me to fuck another woman. But I was determined to fuck Michelle if I could. Indeed, I was not into fucking other women. I was into watching my wife being fucked. But on this occasion, I wanted to fuck the slender French woman who had knelt before me. Not only because I liked her, which I did a lot, but because she was ‘corrupt’ as Gabi had called her, and I was drawn to her risqué charm. Liking Michelle and wanting to try her corrupt pussy were two big reasons for my determination, but there was also a third one: I wanted to fuck Jordi’s ex-wife! I wanted to fuck the woman he was still sulking over. Because it felt like a subtle form of revenge on him for fucking my wife.

With a smile, I nodded. “Yes, please!”

Michelle untied the knot and took my towel off. My cock was hard as a rock and sprang out right in front of her face. She took my manhood in her hand and cast a glance over her shoulder at Gabi. “Ready to start?”

Gabi stood up and removed her towel, baring her naked body. Then she stepped in front of Jacques, who grabbed his cock and pulled the foreskin back, revealing the glans. Gabi knelt in front of him. He let go of his dick, placed his hands on his hips and pushed his pelvis forward. Gabi took his cock in one hand, placed her other hand on his thigh, and stared at the cock head.

And there we were. Jacques and I standing next to each other. His wife, having knelt in front of me, and my wife, in front of him, were holding our cocks, ready to blow us.

Gabi lowered her head until the tip of Jacques’s cock touched her lips. She paused and looked up at him. He nodded. She parted her lips, and he gently pushed his cock forward, its head sliding into her mouth while she held its shaft, controlling the depth and speed of insertion. Jacques let out a quiet moan of pleasure. Gabi continued to take his cock in until most of it was in her mouth. Then she moved her hand to his balls and gently pushed his scrotum up. He moaned again. She began moving her head in a circular motion, pressing his cock head against the inside of her cheek, making her cheek bulge out. 

Michelle whispered, “She knows what she’s doing, but so do I!” She turned to look at my cock and drew the foreskin back, exposing the glans. My cock twitched. Michelle smiled, amused by my excitement, then moved her head forward until her lips touched my cock head. My cock throbbed. She looked up and, staring at me with a teasing smile, parted her lips. I felt the warmth of her mouth engulf my cock head.

“Ugh!” I moaned. 

I heard Jacques moan, too. “Agh!”

Michelle’s tongue tickled my frenulum as she continued to take my cock in. The feeling of warmth and squishiness increased, and I moaned again. My balls started to tickle. Michelle moved her hand to the base of my cock; her head moved forward, too. I watched her lips glide down my shaft, my cock sliding further and further into her mouth.

Gosh! She’s not stopping! She keeps taking it in.

Michelle let go of my cock base. My cock kept sliding in.

Wow! Is she taking my whole cock in? 

My cock head bumped into the back of Michelle’s mouth. She stretched her neck forward. I felt a slight resistance; she gagged sharply, and off my cock head went in, sliding into her throat!

“God!” slipped through my lips. Is this for real? Is she deep-throating me?

I felt pressure around my cock head and the upper half of my cock shaft as Michelle’s throat muscles moved around my cock, taking it further in.

“Urgh!” I moaned and closed my eyes. Her throat is squeezing my cock, oh, fuck! I can’t hold it! Oh, fuck!

Michelle pushed her head forward. I felt her teeth scraping the base of my cock. The warm, hugging feeling around my member was overwhelming. At the same time, a comforting and relaxing feeling engulfed my body.

This feels magnificent! 

I opened my eyes. My penis had entirely disappeared into Michelle’s mouth. She was looking straight up into my eyes.

What a sight! This woman has the most mesmerising eyes: corrupt, decadent, enchanting!

I felt suction applied all over my penis—a suction produced by Michelle’s lips, tongue and throat. 

Now Michelle took my scrotum in her hand and began massaging my balls—squeezing them gently against each other, rolling them between her fingers, pushing them up, releasing them, and again gently squeezing. 

Oh, shit! Oh, no! I can’t blow it first. No! 

It was too late. I couldn’t hold it any longer. I grunted loudly, “Urgh!” and began emptying myself deep into her throat.

Michelle didn’t gag, didn’t choke. She just swallowed, looking up at me with a gleeful spark in her eyes. At that moment, I could see nothing else but her eyes peering into me and her lips wrapped tight around the base of my cock. I could feel nothing else but the power of her throat muscles, sucking my cum through the length of my cock from all the way deep down in my balls. 

Michele kept swallowing until she had swallowed the last drop of cum.

“Urgh!” I moaned after the last twitch of my exhausted cock. 

She let go of my testicles, placed her hands on my abdomen, and gently pushed me back, pulling her head backwards. My cock began sliding out of her mouth. My still-sensitive cock head touched her tonsils, sending a short shiver of last-minute pleasure through my body. She coughed briefly, and my cock head was out of her throat. She opened her mouth; there was a final gentle push on my abs, and my semi-flaccid penis popped out, covered in a sheen of saliva and remnants of cum.

Michelle coughed, wiped the saliva and spunk from her lips with the back of her hand and turned her head to look at Gabi.

I also looked at my wife. She was moving her head up and down. Jacques’s cock was sliding halfway into her mouth and coming out to the glans. He had closed his eyes, his hands still on his hips. He was moaning quietly, enjoying the pleasurable sensations Gabi’s lips and tongue were giving his cock.

Michelle placed her hand on Gabi’s back and gently rubbed her. Gabi stopped moving her head, and with Jacques’s cock in her mouth, she looked at Michelle.

Michelle smiled. “I think you might give your mouth a rest.”

Gabi glanced up at me. I shrugged, smiling apologetically. She turned her gaze back at Michelle.

Michelle smiled again, whispering, “Time to put your pussy to work, I think.”

Both Michelle and Gabi looked up at Jacques, who had now opened his eyes and was smiling.

“I choose Gabi,” he announced.

Michelle stood up, saying, “Excellent choice, honey!”

Jacques brushed Gabi’s cheek with the back of his hand. “Gabi, I would like to fuck you now.” 

Gabi let go of his cock and pulled her head backwards. His erect member popped out of her mouth, glistening with her saliva.

Jacques nodded at the bed. “Would you like to lie on your back?”

Quietly, Gabi turned and lay on her back, spreading her legs apart and drawing her knees up with her feet flat on the bed. 

Jacques stepped between her legs, knelt, facing her, and grabbed his cock. Looking at her pussy, he said, “The winner takes it all!” Then he lay on top of her, holding himself up with one hand on the bed and guiding his cock to her pussy with the other. His cock head made contact with Gabi’s labia, and she spread her legs further apart, opening her vagina. Jacques gently pushed his pelvis up, spreading her pussy lips with his cock, positioning its tip at her vagina’s entrance. Gabi placed her hands on his shoulders, and he looked up at her. She nodded, and he thrust in.

Gabi gasped as Jacques’s entire cock slid into her pussy. Jacques glanced at Michelle. She nodded with a smile, and he smiled back. Then he looked back at Gabi, who nodded again, signalling she was ready to be fucked. Jacques propped himself up on two hands, adjusting his body posture, and began thrusting in and out, fucking Gabi in the missionary position.

I felt Michelle’s hand on my shoulder and turned to look at her.

“How does it feel to watch your wife being fucked?” she asked me.

“Great,” I responded without hesitation. “How does it feel to watch your husband fuck another woman?”

“Emm. . . .” Michelle paused. “To be fair, not great. Come!” She took my hand and nodded towards the spot on the bed next to Gabi and Jacques. “Let’s lie down.”

We lay down on our sides, Michelle in front of me, facing Gabi and Jacques, while I lay behind Michelle, watching over her shoulder Gabi and Jacques fuck.

I wrapped my arm around Michelle from behind, placing my hand on her stomach. However, she took my hand and moved it to her breast. I didn’t need more encouragement and cupped her boob. I didn’t have any juice left in my balls, but I still felt a tickle in my cock as I squeezed Michelle’s soft flesh.

“So, you like watching your wife?” Michelle asked me, her gaze fixed on Gabi and Jacques.

At that moment, Gabi closed her eyes and moaned, “Agh!” as Jacques increased the pace of his strokes.

“Yes, I do,” I confirmed. “I guess I’m a cuck, or a stag, or whatever, by nature.”

Michelle and I remained silent. Only Gabi’s moans and Jacques’s quiet grunts could be heard in the room. 

I directed my attention towards Gabi’s breasts. There was something special in watching her tits jiggle as another man’s cock ploughed her pussy. I whispered, “I like watching Gabi’s body submit to another man’s power. It makes me want to fuck her more.”

“Sperm competition. That’s what you guys have,” Michelle murmured, not taking her eyes off Gabi and Jacques. “We women don’t have that.”

“So you don’t enjoy watching?”

“No.”

I started to knead Michelle’s boob. Watching Gabi being fucked and feeling another woman’s breast was so exciting that my cock began to harden despite my recent release in Michelle’s mouth.

Gabi’s moans became louder, and her thighs started to shake as the first pre-orgasmic waves rippled through her body. Fast approaching the point of no return, Jacques began to moan loudly, too.

“But I’m glad Jacques is fucking her,” Michelle said.

“Oh, yes!” Gabi cried, letting go of Jacques’s shoulders. She clutched the bed sheet on either side of her and shuddered in orgasm.

“Urgh!” Jacques grunted and, closing his eyes, he shoved his cock deep into Gabi’s pussy. Shaking in pleasure, he began emptying his cum into her vagina.

“Is she on the pill?” Michelle asked.

“No,” I replied. “We don’t like contraceptives, pills, coils, patches. It feels different, you know.”

“I know. Same here. They mess with my hormones. Neither Jacques nor I like it. Jacques says my pussy feels different when I’m on the pill.”

“Gabi will take the morning-after pill. Once we’re back in civilisation, that is.”

“That’s what I’ll do, too.”

Jacques was done and opened his eyes. He resumed thrusting with slow, deep strokes as Gabi’s orgasm was still ongoing.

Michelle looked at me over her shoulder. “Thank you!”

I raised my eyebrows. “For?”

She smiled. “For everything, but mainly for sharing your wife with Jacques. I felt bad for hurting him by fucking Paul and Jeremy.”

“You did what you had to do.”

“Still, I’m glad I was able to give him another woman to fuck. Thank you!”

“You’re welcome.”

Michelle looked back at Gabi and Jacques. 

After about a minute, Gabi’s orgasm passed, and she opened her eyes. She placed her hands on Jacques’s chest, and he stopped thrusting. They locked eyes. Gabi smiled and gently pushed Jacques in the chest, signalling it was time for him to withdraw his cock. He smiled back and rose to his knees, pulling his still erect cock out of her pussy.

Michelle grabbed my hand with which I was squeezing her breast and pushed it away, whispering, “Sorry, don’t want Jacques to see us.”

“I get it,” I whispered back and placed my hand on her shoulder. 

It was just in time because Jacques turned to look at Michelle. He smiled somewhat shyly, apologetically even. 

Michelle smiled back, nodding towards Gabi. “Lie next to her if you want.”

Gabi turned her gaze to Michelle, and Michelle said, “Cuddle with Jacques for tonight if that’s OK with you.” She looked at me over her shoulder. “We’re going to bed, aren’t we?”

I glanced at my watch. “It’s half past seven, but what else are we going to do? We’ll be getting up early tomorrow morning anyway.”

Michelle turned to look at Gabi, nodding with an encouraging smile. “Go for it!”

Remaining silent, Gabi drew her knees up to her chest, letting Jacques move out from between her legs. Jacques crawled to her side, opposite Michelle and me, and lay on his side, facing Gabi. 

Gabi rested her legs on the bed and turned onto her side, facing Michelle and me and away from Jacques. Then she asked me, “You’re OK, Teddy?” 

I nodded with a smile. “Yes, I’m fine.”

“Sloppy seconds?” she offered, smiling shyly.

I glanced down at my cock, hidden from Gabi’s view by Michelle’s body lying in front of me. My cock was fully erect, but I looked back at Gabi and, smiling shyly, said, “Not quite ready, honey. Maybe later.” I pressed my erection against Michelle’s butt cheek. Michelle trembled, feeling my rock-hard cock but didn’t say anything.

“OK, wake me up when you’re ready,” Gabi said.

“I will.” I nodded.

“I’m here for you.”

“I know.”

Jacques placed his hand on Gabi’s shoulder and nudged her to turn over to face him. She rolled over as per his wish, facing him and turning her back to Michelle and me. Jacques wrapped his arm around her, his hand on her back, and pulled her in for a kiss. 

They locked lips.

I sighed in relief; Gabi hadn’t caught on to my lie about the state of my cock. Why did I not want to fuck my wife when she offered? I didn’t want to because I was saving myself for someone else. Deep down, hope was stirring within me. I was hoping to fuck the woman whose soft butt was pressed against my hard cock—a woman fully aware of my deception yet choosing not to expose it.

Michelle looked at me over her shoulder and whispered, “Kiss me! If you want.”

“He might see us,” I whispered back.

“Let him see us! If he’s so keen on your wife.”

“To be fair, you told him to cuddle with her for the night.”

“You still don’t understand us women, do you?”

“Oh! You mean you didn’t want him—”

“Yes!”

I glanced at Jacques and Gabi. They broke the kiss, took a quick breath, and Jacques pressed his lips against Gabi’s again, starting a second kiss. His hand moved from her back to her butt.

I turned my gaze to Michelle, who was still looking at me over her shoulder.

She raised an eyebrow. Her question was clear: do you want to kiss me or not?

I gave her my answer by lowering my head and planting my lips onto hers. My tongue met hers. I smelled my cum in her mouth, but I still loved the softness of her lips and the warmth of her tongue. I continued to kiss her, watching out of the corner of my eye how Jacques and Gabi engaged in a third kiss. Jacques was now squeezing Gabi’s butt cheek.

Michelle broke the kiss and turned to look at Gabi and Jacques. I pressed my chest against her back and pushed my crotch against her butt. She took my arm and hugged it, pressing my hand against her breast. I squeezed her soft mound of flesh, and we lay still, watching our better halves engage in yet another kiss. 

I was having a hard-on, but at the same time, I felt relaxed to the point of sleepy. I glanced at the stove. It was burning hot. I looked back at Gabi and Jacques. They were still kissing. A thought occurred to me that I ought to turn off the lights to save battery, but I lacked the will to get up and drifted off.

I felt a tingling sensation in my balls. I wasn’t sure if I was awake or dreaming. However, the sensation not only persisted but was spreading up my cock. And there was a light pressure right in the middle of my scrotum; it felt like my testicles were pushed up and apart. I opened my eyes. I wasn’t dreaming. The tingling sensation was growing stronger. Something was going on in my sac. 

I looked down.

There was a hand gripping the base of my cock and fingers pressing my scrotum, jiggling my balls. At that moment, the hand moved up my hard cock, reached the cock head, gripped it, and peeled back the foreskin. The hand grasped the exposed cock head and gently squeezed it. 

I looked up and saw Michelle’s face in the fading light of the lamps, whose batteries were dying. Michelle had reached her hand behind her and was stroking my cock, looking at me over her shoulder. “Wanna fuck me?” she whispered quietly, barely audible.

I glanced at Gabi and Jacques. They had covered themselves with a blanket and appeared asleep, hugging each other. I looked back at Michelle and nodded affirmatively. She let go of my cock, reached for the blanket lying in front of her and dragged it closer to herself. Then, slowly, quietly, she turned onto her back. She spread her legs apart, and I rolled over on top of her between her legs, propping myself on my elbows. I felt the warmth of her thighs as she wrapped her legs around my hips. She pulled the blanket over us, covering our bodies.

I smiled.

She smiled back.

I began saying, “You feel—” but she placed a finger across my lips, glancing at Gabi and Jacques. She didn’t want us to wake them up; she wanted us to fuck in secret. After assuring herself Gabi and Jacques were still asleep, she looked back at me and smiled again. Then she reached down between my legs, found my cock, gripped it and guided it to her pussy. She knew exactly where to position my penis because a second later, I felt warmth, wetness, and softness engulf it as it slid into her vagina.

I suppressed a moan. Gosh! I’m fucking another woman! For the first time in so many years! It feels amazing! Fucking another woman who is not my wife! A French woman. And not a random French woman but Jordi’s ex-wife!

I started to thrust, and it felt even better. The tingling sensation in my balls began building up rapidly. Michelle’s chest started to move fast up and down, her tits brushing against my chest. I felt the pleasure in my cock growing exponentially and slowed down my thrusts, lowering myself further and squashing Michelle’s breasts with my chest. I thrust with long slow strokes for a few more seconds before pushing my cock all the way up into her vagina. Then, I stayed still.

Michelle and I locked gazes.

I lowered my head and pressed my lips against hers. Her lips were velvety soft and excitingly warm. She pushed her tongue into my mouth, adding more softness and warmth to my senses. Intertwining tongues, we started to explore each other’s mouths. 

God! She’s a kisser! I thought and resumed thrusting with slow, deep thrusts. 

Michelle thanked me by wrapping her arms around my shoulders and deepening the kiss. I thrust gently and slowly, deep into her pussy. Her vagina gripped my cock like a warm, soft glove wrapped around my shaft. 

I fucked Michelle for about a minute before she suddenly gasped into my mouth and stopped moving her tongue. I felt her vagina convulse around my cock. She pressed her lips tight against mine as she began orgasming, desperately trying to suppress her moans by using my lips as a damper. Yet, a muffled moan escaped her throat. “Ugh!” And then another one. “Ugh!” Her vagina gripped my cock tight. Her thighs squeezed my hips. Her muscles shook. Michelle was having an intense orgasm. I couldn’t hold it any longer and pushed my cock all the way up, shooting cum deep into her pussy. We kept our mouths pressed together, whimpering quietly until our orgasms passed. Only then did we break our long kiss. Gently, slowly, I pulled my still erect cock out of her pussy. She unwrapped her legs and arms from around me, and I rolled over onto my back, lying next to her. Michelle adjusted the blanket, making sure we remained covered.

It wasn’t long before I fell asleep again.

I was awakened by Michelle rubbing my chest, but I kept my eyes shut. A moment later, I heard a moan coming from somewhere on my right side. Now, I opened my eyes and raised my head, looking in the direction of the voice. The lamp lights had completely gone out, and it was too dark in the cabin. I needed time for my eyes to adjust. I heard another muffled “Oh”. It was coming from where Gabi and Jacques were lying. 

It’s Gabi, I concluded. She’s the one moaning.

I could not see Gabi and Jacques clearly in the dark room. However, the faint, intermittent glow from the embers in the stove cast a dim, dancing light through the stove’s glass door, which helped me distinguish a heap covered by a blanket. The middle of the blanket was moving. I squinted my eyes, trying to pierce through the darkness, and after a few seconds, my efforts paid off. I managed to distinguish Jacques’s and Gabi’s heads peeking out of the blanket. The rest of their bodies were covered. The movement of the blanket was caused by Jacques’s hips. It was clear that he was lying on top of Gabi, thrusting up and down between her legs, which she had wrapped around him.

There was no doubt. Jacques was fucking my wife in the missionary position under the blanket.

I looked at Michelle. The light coming from the stove was weak but fell straight on her face, allowing me to see how she placed a finger across her lips. At the same time, she reached her other hand to mine, and we interlocked fingers. We lay on our backs and stared at the ceiling in the darkness, listening to the muffled moans Gabi was making. 

Suddenly, there was a sharp, louder moan. “Ugh!”

Gabi is cumming! I said to myself.

A few seconds later, there was a quiet grunt. 

Jacques is cumming. 

I looked at Michelle. She smiled a knowing smile.

I smiled, too.

We looked back at the ceiling and listened to the rustling sounds coming from our right as Jacques unmounted my wife, trying not to make too much noise. After that, the silence returned, and before long, I fell asleep once more.

The next time I woke up was from cold seeping through my feet and ankles.

I have to start the stove, I thought and opened my eyes. I couldn’t see a thing. The air felt heavy and stifling. Then it came to me: the blanket was pulled over my head, making it hard to breathe, and, at the same time, since it was too short, it didn’t cover my feet, exposing my legs to the cold air in the room.

I tried to take a deep breath, but I couldn’t. The blanket’s stifling cover was not the only thing making breathing hard. There was something heavy pressing against my chest and stomach. And then I felt someone’s breath brush my cheek.

“Stay still!” I heard Michelle whisper in my ear, and that was when I knew she was on top of me.

“Michelle,” I whispered, “what’re you doing?”

“Shh! I’m fucking you!” came her whispered reply.

I felt her thighs press against mine, and then, her wet warm pussy engulf my erect cock.

“Oh, shit!” slipped through my lips, suddenly overwhelmed by sexual sensations.

“Shh!” Michelle shushed me again and slid her pelvis down, fully impaling her pussy onto my cock. 

I reached down and grasped her butt cheeks.

I heard a muffled noise outside the tent formed by the blanket. I was about to peek my head out to take a look when Michelle stopped me, whispering, “Stay in! They’re fucking, too!”

I squeezed her butt cheeks and tried to thrust in.

“Don’t!” she stopped me again. “Just stay still! You’ll love it!” 

A second later, I felt her warm lips wrap around my ear lobe. I trembled. There was a strange double-tingling sensation both in my cock and in my throat, right in my Adam’s apple. 

Michelle let go of my ear lobe, and I felt her warm, wet breath on my ear again as she whispered, “Stay still! Don’t move! It’s important to stay still!” Her lips wrapped around my ear lobe again. I felt her teeth graze my skin, a gentle bite, followed by the wetness of her tongue. And then I felt a gentle squeeze around my cock shaft. A warm, wet and velvety grip around my manhood. Michelle’s pussy was convulsing. 

The double-tingling sensation hit me again. My cock started to throb. 

Michelle opened her mouth only to press it against my whole ear. Her breath was intoxicating. Waves of tingles rushed from my Adam’s apple and my cock at the same time, meeting in my abdomen. My abs started to contract. My cock was throbbing like mad. I wanted to shout, but I was not supposed to make noise. I wanted to thrust, but I was not supposed to move. I felt cum bubbling in my balls, making its way up my cock base. I squeezed Michelle’s butt cheeks tight. She pushed her breasts against my chest and her wet tongue into my ear. She was breathing heavily. Her stomach pressed against mine, and I felt her abs rub against mine. My cum was creeping up my shaft. Her pussy was contracting rapidly around my cock. Her thighs pushed against mine. My entire body shook, and cum rushed up my shaft, through my urethra and shot with force into her vagina. This was the most eruptive orgasm I had ever had. Michelle dug her fingernails into my shoulders and shuddered in orgasm, too. 

It took us close to a minute to stop shaking. Then slowly, Michelle raised her pelvis up, and my cock slipped out of her pussy. I felt cum dripping onto my stomach, but I didn’t care. I had just had the most amazing sex I had ever had.

Michelle rolled over onto her back next to me.

Gabi’s moans kept coming from our right. “Oh! Oh! Oh!” 

I slightly pulled the blanket off. The cold air hit me in the face. I turned my gaze to the right. It was dark, and I squinted my eyes. Jacques and Gabi had enveloped their entire bodies, including their heads, under their blanket, so I couldn’t see them. Still, looking at the shapes under the blanket, I was able to figure out that Gabi had turned on her side, facing away from Jacques and towards Michelle and me while Jacques was fucking her from behind. Gabi was trying not to make too much noise, but occasional moans slipped out of her mouth. 

I pulled the blanket over my head and listened until Gabi made a loud moan, followed by a series of muffled sounds of “Ugh”. She was having an orgasm. I thought I also heard a grunt—perhaps Jacques was cumming—but I wasn’t sure. Then there was silence. About a minute later, I heard the familiar noise of a blanket being adjusted. Gabi and Jacques had finished fucking.


7. Cookie

I tried to fall asleep but to no avail; my exposed feet were uncomfortably cold. After about half an hour of lying still, I slid the blanket off myself and sat up. 

Michelle also sat up, still wrapped snugly in her portion of the blanket, clutching it to her chest. 

Her hand rested gently on my thigh, her voice a soft whisper. “Are you heading to the stove?”

“Yes, I’ll get it started,” I murmured in response. “It’s quite chilly.”

Rising, I paused to look at Michelle. The burgeoning light of dawn filtered through the cabin window, illuminating her features. She was strikingly beautiful, and in that moment, she radiated serenity, offering me a soft, almost affectionate smile. I realised then that my feelings for her transcended mere physical attraction. The way she gazed at me, coupled with the memory of her tender ministrations under the blanket just a short while ago—in her unique way—kindled something deeper in me. To say I was falling in love with her would be too far, but my affection for her was certainly evolving beyond simple attraction.

Now I know why Jordi still pines for her, I thought. There’s something special about this woman. She’s corrupt yet innocent at the same time! 

I returned Michelle’s smile, then glanced over at Gabi and Jacques. They had removed the blanket from over their heads, sleeping on their sides, Jacques holding Gabi from behind. 

Gabi seems happy with Jacques. And Michelle likes me. I looked back at Michelle. 

Holding her blanket to her chest, she glanced to her left, picked up another blanket that was lying in a heap, and offered it to me, whispering, “Teddy, you’ll freeze! Wrap yourself up!” 

I took the blanket, draping it around my shoulders. Michelle can be so caring and warm. I’m definitely falling for her. I’ve got to be careful. Very careful.

Michelle smiled softly, tilting her head. 

I smiled back. Gosh! She knows how to get to me!

Glancing at Gabi, a thought crossed my mind: Could Jacques and I swap wives? At that moment, a faint smile appeared on Gabi’s sleeping face. No, my Gabi’s so pretty and sexy. She’s my wife. No, I don’t want to swap her! I would miss her. Michelle remains Jacques’s, and Gabi remains mine. That’s for the best.

I walked over to the stove. It took me ten minutes to get the fire going as I tried to be quiet, not wanting to wake up Gabi or Jacques. All the while, Michelle watched me, smiling softly from time to time.

I went to the bathroom, took a quick piss, and returned to the bed, sitting next to Michelle. Wrapped in blankets, we watched the fire pick up through the glass door of the stove.

We stayed like that for about ten minutes until the cabin warmed up comfortably, and then I pushed the blanket off me. Glancing at Gabi and Jacques, still hugging in their sleep, I thought: Gabi’s sleeping, exhausted, having been fucked so many times! Her pussy must be totally stretched and worn out. It’s exciting to think about it. She’s been fucked by three men now who are not me! A smile flickered across my face. I loved watching her fucked! But—My thoughts shifted to Michelle. I liked fucking Michelle, too. How I wish I could fuck her some more! 

I sighed. This is so confusing! But what if, let’s say, I had Michelle for a month? If I proposed a temporary swap? Not permanent, just temporary. Would Michelle and Jacques consider it? And Gabi? Would she be outraged? 

I sighed again. Gabi would be outraged, of course. But Michelle? She let me fuck her! Gosh! And how she fucked me, oh, yes, she fucked me! This last time. Wow! I wonder how many more tricks she has up her sleeve.

Michelle has a special attitude to sex. She always seems to want to make a man happy. 

How I wish she were my wife. Could she be? What if I embark on a change? Could I—I felt Michelle’s hand on my knee and turned to look at her.

“You should stay with her,” she whispered, nodding towards Gabi.

I didn’t reply, simply keeping my gaze fixed on Michelle, impressed by how accurately she had read my mind.

“I know what you’re thinking,” she added. “It’s tempting, but it would be a mistake.” 

“So, you’ve thought about it too?” I whispered.

She nodded.

We stared at each other for a moment before she stroked my knee. “It’s best to leave things as they are, Teddy.”

“Perhaps you’re right,” I murmured.

My stomach rumbled.

“Someone’s hungry,” she whispered with a smile.

I placed a hand on my stomach. “Yeah.” Glancing at the table, I saw a lonely chocolate cookie. “We’ve only got one cookie left.” 

Michelle nodded towards the table. “Go ahead!”

I shook my head. “No. It’s not fair. We’ll split it into four.”

She giggled. “Split a cookie into four?”

“Yes.”

“Come on, Teddy. You deserve the whole cookie,” she said, her voice rising in amusement but then quieting down, realising she might wake up Gabi and Jacques. She pressed against me, whispering coquettishly, “You did very well.”

I chuckled. “Thanks, but so did you. Maybe you should have it.”

“I had one yesterday. It wouldn’t be fair.”

We both looked at the lonely cookie on the table, and then Michelle turned to me with a mischievous smile. “You want to be fair?”

“Umm. . . yes,” I replied.

“Then let’s play a game. The winner gets the cookie.”

“You love games, don’t you?”

“Oh, yes, I do! We’ll play daisy chain!”

“Daisy chain?” I raised an eyebrow.

“Yes, daisy chain. It’s another game for four! What’s the time?” She looked at my wrist.

I glanced at my watch. “Six o’clock!”

“Wake them up!” she said, nodding towards Gabi and Jacques. She then stood up, dropped the blanket, and announced, “I’m off to the loo!” before hurrying to the bathroom. 

I turned to Gabi and Jacques, who were just stirring awake.

Gabi opened her eyes and sat up, pulling the blanket off her and Jacques, baring her boobs. Rubbing her eyes, she greeted me with a shy smile. “Morning, hon!”

“Morning, Gabs!” I nodded.

Jacques sat up and greeted me, too, “Good morning, Teddy!” 

“Good morning, Jacques!” I replied. “Did you have a good night with Gabi?”

Jacques looked confused. 

I rephrased my question, “How was it with her?” 

He blushed and glanced at Gabi, clearly unsure of how to address my question.

Gabi, too, was taken aback and blushing, nervously biting her lip while remaining silent.

Realising that no help was coming from Gabi, Jacques returned his gaze to me and mumbled, “She was great, I mean, like, she was—”

“You watched us before we went to sleep,” Gabi interjected, deciding to intervene. “That was all.”

“Oh, no, not that!” I waved my hand, pretending they had misunderstood my question. “I meant: did you two sleep well?”

“Oh, h-how we slept?!” Jacques stammered. “Very well. A bit cold. It was a bit cold, yes.”

I smiled. “But now it’s OK, isn’t it? I started the stove.”

“Oh, yeah, much better,” he confirmed, then added, “Thank you!”

Gabi stretched her arms up, pushing her tits up and said, yawning, “God. I wish we could sleep a little longer.” She dropped her arms and looked at me. “What time is it, hon?”

I glanced at my watch. “Past six. Time for breakfast, I guess.”

She looked at the table. “I’m not sure there’s much food left.”

Michelle got out of the bathroom at that moment, greeting everyone with a buoyant disposition, ”Morning, morning, all!”

“Morning,” both Gabi and Jacques responded.

Michelle asked, “Who’s in for a daisy chain?”

Gabi, just about to yawn again, stopped abruptly, clearly surprised by Michelle’s question. Unaware of my earlier conversation with Michelle, she asked with a mix of curiosity and confusion, “Daisy-what?”

“Daisy chain. It’s a game,” Michelle clarified. “All four of us will take part.”

Gabi shook her head. “Michelle, if this is what I think it is—”

“Yes, it is!” Michelle clasped her hands together, giggling. ”The winner is the last one to orgasm and will eat the cookie.”

“Michelle, don’t take this the wrong way, but I’m drawing a line.”

“I see. So you’re not prepared to let Teddy have some fun. A bit unfair, if you ask me, after you and Jacques—”

“I know what Jacques and I did, OK?” The frustration in Gabi’s voice was palpable.

“OK, don’t get upset with me!” Michelle raised her hands defensively. “What I’m saying is that it would be fair if Teddy, too, had a chance to have some fun. And I thought of this game as an opportunity for just that.”

Gabi’s frustration turned into hostility as she locked eyes with Michelle.

Michelle shrugged her shoulders. “What?! Teddy told me he likes games that push boundaries.” She turned to me. “Right, Teddy?”

Gabi looked at me.

Michelle was making it up. I had not told her anything like that, but still, I nodded. “Yes, I like games.”

Turning back to Gabi, Michelle pressed on. “Teddy also told me he wants to play but only together with you. That’s exactly why I’m suggesting a daisy chain. It’s a game played together.”

Gabi remained silent.

Michelle giggled. “I must admit, I tried to play with him during the night.” She smiled apologetically at Jacques. “But he said he’d never do anything behind your back, as he knows you’d never do anything behind his. He trusts you so much, I mean. . . .” She paused, her gaze fixed on Gabi with a sly smile.

As I glanced at Gabi, I caught a flicker of unease crossing her face, a brief shadow that vanished as quickly as it had appeared. Then, with an almost too eager burst of enthusiasm, she said, “OK, let’s play!” Her giggle, following hastily, was tinged with nervous energy. “You convinced me, Michelle!” 

“I’m good at it, ain’t I?” Michelle chirped, beaming with confidence and satisfaction.

“Yes, you are!” Gabi nodded. It was clear to me that Gabi’s sudden shift to accepting Michelle’s offer was driven by her desire to divert the conversation away from Michelle’s insinuations about her transgression with Jacques during the night.

Jacques now asked Michelle something in French.

“Oui! (Yes in French)”, she responded, then clapped her hands. “All right! Whoever needs the toilet, now’s the time!”

“I need it!” Jacques said as he stood up, his cock swinging between his legs. 

“OK. But be quick!” Michelle instructed him.

Gabi also stood up, and her pussy immediately drew my attention. Its landing strip was smeared with fresh cum. She caught my gaze and, realising I was looking at the evidence of her recent intercourse with Jacques, she quickly covered her pussy with her hands, saying, “I’ll need the toilet too.”

Jacques, who was about to make his way to the bathroom, gestured politely to Gabi. “After you, Gabi!”

Gabi rewarded his chivalry with an appreciative smile and headed to the bathroom.

“Hey, Gabi!” Michelle called out just as Gabi reached the bathroom door.

Gabi stopped and turned to look at Michelle. “Yes?”

Michelle said, “Wash yourself!” She nodded towards Gabi’s crotch. “Down there.”

“I know what to do!” Gabi responded abruptly, irritated by Michelle’s patronising tone, and entered the bathroom.

Michelle turned to Jacques. “How was she during the night, Jacques?”

Jacques blushed but remained silent.

Michelle repeated the same question in French as it became evident from Jacques’s reaction. He hesitated for a few seconds, blushing profusely, before finally responding in French.

In the next two or three minutes, Michelle, sounding like an interrogator, continued asking Jacques questions in French, which he answered in French. I listened to the two as they conversed in a language I did not understand, feeling a bit like a third wheel, but I hoped they would eventually provide me with an explanation.

I was not disappointed. At the end of her interrogation, Michelle switched to English, saying, “OK. Tell Teddy what you just told me! I’m sure he would like to hear it.”

Jacques looked at me, hesitating.

“Come on, Jacques, tell him!” Michelle urged him. “Did you wake up during the night and ask Gabi to let you fuck her?”

He nodded. “Yes.”

“And what did she tell you?”

“She didn’t want to do it behind Teddy’s back.”

“And? When you insisted?”

“S-she,” Jacques stammered. “She said she’d let me because she liked me, but only if we were quiet so that Teddy didn’t see or hear us.”

“And you fucked her quietly, correct?” Michelle asked.

Jacques nodded. “Yes.”

“How many times?”

Jacques showed five fingers, indicating he had fucked Gabi five times during the night.

“Five times?” I exclaimed, surprised.

He nodded. “Yes.”

Gosh! I thought, shaking my head. He’d fucked her all night long. No wonder she wanted to sleep some more.

“Did you like fucking her?” Michelle asked her husband.

“Yes,” he replied.

“How much did you like it?”

“Very much.”

“And? Tell us: what did you ask her just before you fucked her the last time?”

Jacques hesitated again.

“Jacques, I told you!” Michelle raised her voice. “I didn’t sleep and listened to the two of you all night long! Tell us what you asked Gabi and what answer she gave you!”

Like a child caught in mischief, Jacques said quietly, “I asked her if I could have her phone number.”

“Why?” Michelle asked.

“To keep in touch,” Jacques replied.

“What did you tell her you wanted to keep in touch for?”

“To have. . . . “ Jacques paused, took a deep breath, then said, “To have a relationship with her.”

Michelle pressed, “And? What did she tell you?”

“She said ‘No’.”

“’No’. But why? What was her justification?” 

“She said she loved her husband.” Jacques turned to me. “She said she loved you and didn’t want to form relationships with other men. She said she was letting me fuck her, but it was only sex.”

Michelle turned to me. “So, was I not right about you sticking with her? She’s a keeper, Teddy!”

The bathroom door opened, and Gabi came out.

“I’ll be quick!” Jacques said and ran for the bathroom.

“So, how’s that daisy chain going to work?” Gabi asked after making way for Jacques to pass and enter the bathroom.

“It’s an oral daisy chain,” Michelle replied. “Any other form, like fucking or mixing up, doesn’t work. From my experience, only an oral daisy chain works well with four people.”

“You seem to have plenty of experience in sex games,” Gabi said in a somewhat sarcastic voice.

Unfazed, Michelle nodded. “Yes, you could say so. I liked experimenting. When I was younger, that is.”

“But not anymore?” Gabi raised an eyebrow, a sly smile on her face.

“No, not anymore. Nowadays, I bet on sure things, Gabi, things I know worked well in the past. Oral daisy chain always works.”

“OK, we’ll do an oral daisy chain.”

“Perfect. In that case, let’s first take out the ‘no’s for round one.”

“Round one?”

Michelle nodded. “Yes, I’ll guide you as we play. So, the ‘no-no’s. You don’t want to go down on me, do you?”

Gabi shook her head. “No, I don’t.”

“And me going down on you?” Michelle’s smile was mischievous.

“No.”

“You sure?”

“No, Michelle!” Gabi raised her voice. 

“OK, OK,” Michelle said, smiling again, then turned to me. “What about you? Would you be sucking Jacques’s cock?”

“Hell no!” I squeaked.

Michelle laughed. “As I thought. I know Jacques wouldn’t suck your cock, either. Although, once he asked me what it feels like to have a cock in one’s mouth and if tasting a cock would make him gay.”

“He can taste a cock, but not my cock,” I said tersely.

“I get that. So, there are two options left.” Michelle turned to Gabi. “Gabi, option one is: you go down on Jacques, Teddy licks your pussy, I go down on Teddy, and Jacques licks my pussy. The second option is I suck Jacques, Teddy eats my pussy, you suck Teddy, and Jacques eats you. Which one shall we go for?”

“The first option,” Gabi quickly replied. “I’ll go down on Jacques; you’ll go down on Teddy.”

Michelle smiled. “That’s what I thought you’d choose. You don’t want your Teddy going anywhere near my pussy, do you?”

Gabi shook her head. “No, I really don’t.”

“OK, it’s decided then. And here is Jacques!” Michelle nodded at Jacques, who had just popped out of the bathroom. “Jacques, Gabi will blow you, you’ll lick me, I’ll suck Teddy, and Teddy will eat Gabi. OK with you?”

“Oui,” he replied in French, then added in English, “Yes.”

“OK, off we go!” Michelle clasped her hands together. “Jacques, lie down on your side, please!”

Jacques went to the bed and lay down as instructed.

Michelle prompted. “Gabi?”

Gabi murmured, “OK,” and joined Jacques on the bed. She lay down on her side, her face inches away from his cock, with her body sprawling out at an almost perpendicular angle to his. She took Jacques’s cock, pulled its foreskin back, exposing the glans, and without hesitation, slid his cock head into her mouth.

I didn’t wait for Michelle’s invitation and lay down on my side with my face in front of Gabi’s crotch. Gabi raised her leg up, and I crawled between her thighs, resting my head on her lower thigh and placing my mouth on her labia.

I took a deep breath in and, finding no trace of a cum smell, thought to myself with satisfaction: Umm. . . the familiar musky smell of my wife’s pussy. Well done, Gabs! You washed it well!

I pushed my tongue between Gabi’s pussy lips and parted them. Gabi rested her leg on my shoulder. I took another deep breath in, taking in with pleasure the scent of her pussy, and ran my tongue along her slit up to her clit and back to her vagina. Gabi’s thigh muscles convulsed, and I heard her let out a moan, muffled by Jacques’s cock in her mouth. 

A moment later, I felt Michelle slump on the bed by my legs. Then, I felt her hand grip my cock and pull back the foreskin, exposing my cock head. I raised my leg, and she nestled her head on my lower thigh. I felt the familiar warmth of her lips engulfing my cock head and rested my leg on her shoulder.

I noticed out of the corner of my eye how Michelle placed her leg on Jacques’s shoulder and pushed her pussy to his mouth. He pressed his mouth against her pussy lips, and, parting them, he found her vagina and began tongue-fucking her.

Jacques moaned, and my gaze moved to his crotch. Gabi was now vigorously sucking his cock. She moved her lips up and down his member, from the glans down to the mid-shaft, while rotating her hand around his cock base.

Michelle was blowing me in a different way than the night before. She wasn’t deep-throating me but instead focused on my cock head, moving her lips around the corona, occasionally flicking her tongue under my frenulum or circling her tongue’s tip around my urethra opening. Her mouth, lips, and tongue were doing an excellent job because the pleasure in my cock grew exponentially.

I gazed at my cock with Michelle’s lips wrapped around it and thought to myself: There’s no point resisting. I won’t be able to hold it for long with the suction power of this woman’s mouth applied to my member, so I’d rather let go and explode. 

I had just resigned myself to the thought that I would be outlasted by Jacques once again when he shouted something in French and then grunted loudly. I looked at him. He had moved his mouth away from Michelle’s pussy, his face contorting in orgasmic pleasure. I turned my gaze to his cock. It was throbbing rapidly, ejaculating spurt after spurt of spunk into Gabi’s mouth. Gabi had wrapped her lips tight around his shaft, her throat muscles working hard, busy swallowing his cum.

The sight of Jacques’s ejaculating cock in my wife’s mouth, and the suction Michelle was applying to my cock, tipped me over the edge, and I, too, like Jacques, began ejaculating. I moaned into Gabi’s pussy but kept licking her.

Five or six seconds after Jacques had finished cumming, I was also done. Michelle pulled my cock out of her mouth and tapped my leg. I knew what that meant. She was done with me, and it was time I stood up.

I rose up just as Gabi pulled Jacques’s cock out of her mouth and brushed her lips with the back of her hand. Jacques stood up, too.

Gabi rose onto her elbow to get up as well when Michelle called out, “Gabi!”

Gabi paused and looked at Michelle.

“Where are you going?” Michelle asked.

“Jacques is done,” Gabi replied.

“Yes, but you and I are not.”

“Like?”

“Time for round two. You and I won round one. Now, the two of us will compete in round two.”

Gabi stammered, “W-what do you mean?”

Michelle smiled. “Move closer to me, and I’ll show you!”

“Fuck no!” Gabi squealed, realising what Michelle was suggesting.

“The game has one winner, Gabi. We have to determine who it is,” Michelle insisted.

“No, I’m not licking your pussy!” Gabi rebuffed, panic in her eyes.

“Have you not licked a woman before?” Michelle raised her eyebrows, surprised by Gabi’s repulsive reaction as if it was expected for Gabi to be into performing cunnilingus on a woman.

“No!” Gabi raised her voice. “Have you?”

Michelle nodded, smiling. “I’m French, remember?”

Gabi shook her head. “I can’t, sorry!”

“You’ll lose the cookie!”

“Fuck the cookie.”

“And you’ll disappoint your man.” Michelle nodded towards me.

“What?” slipped through Gabi’s lips as she looked at me.

“Yes, Teddy wants to see us do it,” Michelle said.

I smiled apologetically.

“Jacques, too,” Michelle continued. “Let’s not disappoint our husbands, shall we?”

Gabi glanced at Jacques. He smiled, too.

“They want to watch girl-on-girl action. Right, boys?” Michelle pressed on.

Both Jacques and I said, “Yes!”

Gabi’s eyes flicked back and forth between Jacques and me. Both of us were smiling sheepishly.

“Oh, what the fuck!” Gabi exclaimed, throwing her hand up in a gesture of surrender. Crawling over to Michelle, Gabi positioned herself so that they ended up lying opposite each other, facing one another—her head near Michelle’s pelvis and her pelvis near Michelle’s face. Then, Gabi raised her leg, offering her pussy to Michelle. Michelle followed suit, lifting her leg and pushing her pelvis closer to Gabi’s mouth.

Gabi placed her lips on Michelle’s labia but then quickly withdrew her head and looked up at me. I smiled, nodding, encouraging her to engage in oral sex with another woman for the first time in her life, as far as I knew. 

Gabi looked back at Michelle’s pussy and remained still, staring at Michelle’s womanhood, torn between curiosity and apprehension. However, when Michelle pressed her mouth against Gabi’s pussy, Gabi let go of her last inhibitions and leaned her head forward, her lips landing on Michelle’s vulva for a second time.

Now, the two women began licking each other’s pussies. 

Watching Michelle and Gabi engage intimately was so hot that if Jacques and I had not blown our loads minutes earlier, we would have cummed instantly. However, our recent release helped us watch the show without embarrassing ourselves.

And a show it was!

Michelle was running her tongue up and down Gabi’s slit, parting Gabi’s pussy lips with confidence and experience. Gabi’s tongue was tracing Michelle’s slit, too, less confidently at first, but gradually the swipes of Gabi’s tongue became more assured and bold until she was matching the pace established by Michelle. It didn’t take long before the two women were moaning, and a little later, they were shaking in pre-orgasmic bliss.

Gabi and Michelle had been licking each other for about five minutes when Gabi inserted her tongue into Michelle’s gaping vagina. Michelle let out a loud moan, which sounded like “Oh, ouiiiii” or something of the sort, and it looked like she was about to reach the point of no return. However, she did something that won her the game. She sucked Gabi’s clit in and, at the same time, shoved two fingers into Gabi’s birth canal. 

“Oh, fuck!” Gabi cried, pulling her tongue out of Michelle’s vagina.

With Gabi’s clit sucked between Michelle’s lips and tongue, Michelle began moving her fingers up and down Gabi’s vagina.

Gabi cried louder, “Oh, my God!” and, arching her head back, she shuddered in orgasm as Michelle continued to suck her pleasure bud and simultaneously finger-fuck her pussy.

After about thirty seconds, Gabi’s orgasm passed, and, panting heavily, she reached her hands down, grabbing Michelle’s hand and pulling her fingers out of her vagina. Then she gently pushed Michelle’s head away from her pussy. 

Gabi was done.

Michelle sat up, smiling triumphantly. 

Gabi sat up, too. She looked at me, still shaking and struggling to catch her breath, and said, “I was just made to cum by a woman!”

I chuckled. “Yes, I saw it.”

“I went down on a woman, Teddy!” she whispered. “Another woman made me cum!”

Michelle giggled. “So?”

Gabi looked at Michelle. Their eyes met. 

“We had oral sex!” Gabi said, her voice tinged with disbelief and revelation.

Michelle responded with a playful grin and a light slap on Gabi’s thigh. “It wasn’t that bad, was it?” Michelle’s eyes were twinkling with amusement.

Gabi and Michelle held each other’s gaze for a few moments before a smile began to form on Gabi’s face. At first, it was just a tentative curve at the corners of her lips, but as she continued to look into Michelle’s softly playful eyes, her smile grew. It wasn’t long before Gabi’s smile blossomed fully, and with a newfound lightness in her voice, she said, “No, it wasn’t bad at all.” 

Michelle stood up and offered her hand to Gabi, saying, “Now, Gabi, you know what it feels like to be with a woman!”

Gabi took Michelle’s hand and rose to her feet, asking, “Do all French women do it?”

“Hmm, not all, perhaps, but many do,” Michelle assured, her tone suggesting a blend of humour and sincerity.

Gabi let go of Michelle’s hand and turned to me. “This was a one-off, Teddy!”

I shrugged my shoulders. “OK.”

Gabi narrowed her eyes at me. “Just to be clear!”

“OK.”

“I still like cocks!” 

“Of course, you like cocks,” Michelle interjected, her comment pulling Gabi’s attention away from me and back to her. “I like them, too,” she added, playfully slapping Gabi’s bum. “But, from time to time, I like the taste of a pussy!” She offered her hand to Gabi again. “I’m happy to share my cookie with my new girlfriend.”

Gabi shook her head, smiling in amusement and embarrassment, before taking Michelle’s hand.

Holding hands, akin to a couple, the two women walked gracefully over to the table. Their movements, in tandem, accentuated the beauty of the female form. Once at the table, Michelle released Gabi’s hand, picked up the lone cookie, split it into two, and handed one half to Gabi.

Munching, Gabi and Michelle turned around, leaning against the edge of the table, and looked at Jacques and me.

Michelle asked, “Did you like watching your wives go down on each other?” 

“Oh, yes!” I nodded enthusiastically, smiling a wide grin.

Jacques chuckled. “Very, very much!” He was about to add more when a sudden knock on the door interrupted him. 

An instant silence fell over the room, and we exchanged startled glances.

“Warren!” Gabi managed to utter, quickly swallowing her bite of the biscuit. She gestured frantically. “Quick! Put your clothes on! I don’t want him to know what we were doing!” 

In a flurry, we all scrambled to get dressed.


8. Settlement

I had just slipped into my shorts and T-shirt when another knock sounded at the door.

Gabi quickly straightened her skirt and crop top, then slipped into her sandals. “Ready?”

“Just a sec!” I called back, pulling on my socks.

A third knock echoed, more urgent this time, as Warren’s voice rang out, “Gabi! Teddy! Warren’s here!”

Gabi’s voice held a hint of nervousness. “Hurry up!”

I quickly donned my trainers. “Ready!”

Jacques and Michelle were also now dressed, and Michelle announced, “We’re ready!” on behalf of both.

Gabi and I approached the door. In a hushed voice, she instructed, “Let me talk,” and then swung the door open.

Warren’s smile greeted us. “Good morning, Gabi, Teddy!” 

I responded with a friendly, “Hi, Warren.” 

Gabi didn’t waste a moment. “How did you find out we weren’t coming?”

He chuckled. ”Oh, Gabi! Did you think I wouldn’t check up on my precious?” He reached his hand towards her skirt, aiming shamelessly between her legs, but Gabi pulled her pelvis back.

Slapping his hand away, she said firmly, yet with a coquettish smile on her lips, “In the villa, not here!” 

“OK. In the villa!” He rubbed where her hand met his.

Gabi returned to her original question. “How did you find out we’re still here? Did you track and talk to—”

“Yes, I did,” Warren interrupted with a knowing smile. “That’s how I found out. And guess what else I discovered? You let them both fuck you!”

Gabi blushed at his words but held his gaze confidently.

He gestured towards the door. “May I come in?” 

She let go of the door, and the two of us stepped aside to let him in.

Upon entering the cabin and noticing Jacques and Michelle, he exclaimed, “Oh, look who’s here!”

“Hi, Warren!” Michelle greeted him cheerfully.

Jacques simply waved. “Hi!”

“Wasn’t expecting to find you here—what happened?” Warren asked.

Michelle responded with a playful smile. “You don’t seem thrilled to see us.”

“Oh, nonsense!” he retorted with a dismissive wave and a broad smile. “Of course, I’m delighted. You both look surprisingly fresh.”

“Fresh?!” Michelle scoffed lightly. “You should’ve seen us last night.”

“Why? What happened?”

“We got lost. Luckily, we found this cabin. Gabi and Teddy took us in.”

“This is my cabin,” Warren stated matter-of-factly.

“I know,” Michelle acknowledged.

“They lost their token,” Gabi interjected. Stepping in front of Warren, she placed a hand on his chest, running it across suggestively. “I want you to replace it for them.”

He chuckled. “Gabi, you know I can’t do that.”

She withdrew her hand, her expression turning stern. “Of course you can! You set the rules. Drive the four of us to the villa, give back Teddy and me our tokens, and replace Michelle and Jacques’s.”

Warren shook his head, admiration in his eyes. “You fucked them too, didn’t you?” 

“That’s none of your business,” Gabi retorted sharply.

“But it is. Michelle and I have a history,” he said with a sly smile.

“So what?” She shrugged.

Their gaze locked briefly before he conceded. “Fine. I’ll drive you all to the villa. But I can’t replace their token. I’m already bending the rules as it is.”

Gabi’s approach turned direct. “Do you want to fuck me or not, Warren?”

Warren looked stunned by her bluntness. She held his gaze firmly.

After a moment of silence, he said, “My partners won’t agree.”

“Oh, what a bull!” she countered. “A hundred thousand is nothing to you guys!”

He remained firm. “The answer is no, Gabi.”

Gabi softened her voice, pleading. “Warren, please. Do it for me.” She placed her hand on his chest. Their eyes locked once more. “Please,” she whispered, a playful glint in her eyes.

Warren’s resistance began to crumble as a smile crept onto his face.

“For me,” she whispered again, her gaze unwavering. She cocked her head, her body swaying back and forth teasingly. 

His smile widened. “You’re a vixen, you know.”

“If you say so,” Gabi replied, tracing her fingers over his shirt. “Michelle and Jacques became my friends. And you and I are friends, which makes us all friends. And what do friends do for each other?”

Warren laughed, his resolve completely gone. “Fine! Michelle deserves it, anyway!” He turned to me. “She fucks well, doesn’t she?”

Caught off guard, I stammered, “I-I don’t know what you’re talking about!” 

“Especially her ‘stay still’ trick,” he continued.

I could feel my cheeks burning, panic setting in. He’s exposing my secret transgression with Michelle in front of my wife! How the fuck does he know?! 

“Warren, we’re starving!” Michelle came to my rescue, skillfully changing the subject. “Did you bring any food?”

“I’ve got food in the car,” Warren replied, “but the rules—”

“To hell with the rules, Warren!” Gabi cut him off, removing her hand from his chest, her playful demeanour turning serious.

He looked at her, startled.

Playing him skillfully, Gabi quickly resumed her flirtatious tone. “You can bend them for us, can’t you?” She ran her hand across her chest, suggestively brushing her breasts over her top. “We’re worth it.” 

Warren shook his head, smiling in admiration. “You do have a way with words.”

Gabi giggled. “Yes, I do!”

“Alright, everyone in the car!”

“All of us?” Jacques asked.

“Yes, all of you!” Warren confirmed, his hand resting gently on the small of Gabi’s back as he nudged her towards the door.

“What about the stove?” I asked, eyeing the stove where the fire had died down, but embers still glimmered faintly through the stove’s glass door.

“Don’t worry about that,” he reassured me, glancing at his watch. “Anthony will be here soon, in about ten minutes.” He turned to Gabi with a warm smile. “Let’s take you to the villa, shall we?”

“Yes, we shall!” she chirruped, allowing him to guide her out.

Michelle, Jacques, and I followed behind them.

Traversing the familiar path from the cabin, we cut through the small patch of forest, emerging at the spot where Warren had previously dropped off Gabi and me. His jeep awaited us there. He led us around to the back of the vehicle. With a practised ease, he popped open the boot and retrieved a large cardboard box, revealing a dozen doughnuts inside.

“Help yourselves, folks!” he offered, presenting the box to us. 

We each selected a doughnut.

He handed me the box with the remaining treats. “Teddy, you’re in charge of these.” He then turned his attention to Gabi. “Would you mind taking the passenger seat?”

Mid-bite, Gabi looked at him with a playful twinkle in her eye. “And why would that be?”

“For a chat,” he replied with a chuckle.

“Just a chat?” she teased, her smile broadening.

Warren stepped in front of her, placing his hand on her upper thigh. “Perhaps to get to know each other a bit better?”

Gabi let out a light giggle. “Warren, I’m hoping to reach the villa safely, not end up in a car accident.”

“I’m quite the multitasker,” he quipped, his hand moving up her thigh under her skirt. “You’ll be in my safe hands!”

Gabi giggled again. “Oh, I’ll be in your hands, alight? But how safe they are remains to be seen!” 

Warren pushed his hand up between her legs.

Catching his hand and pushing it away, Gabi playfully chided, “Safety first, Warren!” She finished her doughnut, grabbed another from the box, and sauntered towards the passenger seat.

Michelle, Jacques, and I settled into the back seats as Warren hopped into the driver’s seat. With everyone aboard, we set off towards the villa. Warren steered the jeep along the edge of the forest patch, following a narrow trail that skirted the denser woods before opening onto clearer ground. However, instead of driving north, as I expected, knowing from the map the villa lay to the north, he turned the jeep south.

“Aren’t you supposed to drive north?” I asked him, setting the box with the doughnuts in the cargo area behind me to free up my hands.

“No, south,” he replied.

“I thought the villa was to the north.”

“It is.”

“Then?”

Warren looked at me in the rearview mirror with a hint of mischief. “Do you know how long it takes to drive to the villa?” He placed his hand on Gabi’s thigh, maintaining eye contact with me. “Guess!”

“Umm, about. . . ,“ I began, pausing to do the maths. “From the map, it’s a 16-hour walk, rough terrain, maybe 2-3 miles an hour. Let’s average it to 2.5. So, that’s 40 miles. Off-road driving. . . four hours, maybe more? It’s quite a journey, now that I think of it.”

“Exactly. That’s why I fly.”

“You fly?”

“Yep! How do you think I got here from the villa? By jeep?”

“So, you have a plane?”

“A helicopter, Teddy!” he said with a smile, his hand moving up Gabi’s thigh under her skirt.

Gabi didn’t push his hand away. Finishing her doughnut, she turned to him. “How long to the villa by helicopter?”

“Twenty minutes, Gabi,” he replied. “It’s not far as the crow flies.” 

Now, his hand slid between her thighs, and she flinched subtly. It was clear he was touching her pussy, but she remained silent, not pushing his hand away. It seemed she had decided to give him some leeway.

“It’s warm in here,” Warren murmured.

“Yes, it is,” Gabi agreed, her breath deepening.

He stopped the jeep and killed the engine, his gaze fixed on her. 

“What?” she asked, a playful smile on her lips.

He pushed his hand further up between her legs, eliciting a gasp from her.

“You’re so very wet,” he whispered.

“I told you,” she replied, her voice deep and heavy. “I’m always warm and wet!”

“Let me fuck you now!”

“Not without the tokens first.”

Warren nodded towards the glovebox. “Take them!”

“What?” Gabi’s tone was tinged with uncertainty.

“In the glovebox,” he clarified, withdrawing his hand from between her legs.

Gabi quickly opened the glovebox. Finding two tokens inside, she took them, placed them around her neck, and looked back at him, whispering a soft “Thank you!”

Warren unbuckled his belt and unzipped his fly. “Ride me!”

Gabi shook her head. “Not here. In the villa.”

“We won’t have time there.”

“Nonsense, Warren. We will.”

“Seriously, Gabi. Other contestants are already there. If they see us together, they’ll figure out I’ve helped you, and I’ll have to disqualify you. We can’t be seen entering the villa together. I’ll drop you off nearby, and you’ll have to come in separately. We can’t have our moment there; there are too many eyes. I want you now!”

Gabi fixed her gaze on him. “Why worry about being seen? Everyone who’s made it to the villa has had ‘help’, right?” As she spoke the word “help,” she curled her fingers in the air, forming quotation marks.

Warren nodded. “Yes, but there’s a difference between help and help. Driving you there is more than just help, isn’t it? It’s certainly more than the kind of help the other contestants get; I can assure you of that. No, we can’t do it there. It has to be here.” He reached towards her leg. “Let me fuck you now!”

Gabi slapped his hand away. “No! You’ll cheat me! It has to be in the villa.”

“Gabi, I never cheat,” Warren said earnestly, then looked at Michelle over his shoulder. “Michelle, you know me. Do I ever cheat?”

Gabi also turned to look at Michelle.

Michelle nodded. “It’s true, Gabi. Warren’s stingy but keeps his word!”

Gabi looked at me.

I shrugged. “We’ll take our chances, I suppose.”

She turned back to Warren. Their eyes met again.

“Let’s do it, Gabi,” he urged. “You’ve wanted me to fuck you ever since you saw me by the pool.” 

“How could you know?” she whispered.

“Your eyes,” he replied. “Lying there, giggling on that sun lounger. I read your desire.”

“Did you now?”

“Yes. Your eyes said it all: ‘I want that rich guy over there!’”

“Maybe!” Gabi chuckled.

Warren grinned. “Maybe’s enough for me.” He glanced at me in the rearview mirror. “You want this too, don’t you, Teddy?”

I remained silent.

“Do you know when I knew?” he continued.

“When?” I asked.

“When you were kissing her on the sunbed, our eyes met. In that moment, I understood who you were and what you desired. I know how to read cuckolds, Teddy.”

“I’m a stag.”

“OK, stags,” he accepted my correction, then turned to Gabi. ”Shall we?” He shifted in his seat and pulled down his trousers along with his briefs. His erect cock sprang out.

With her gaze on his cock, Gabi bit her lip, then said, “I’ll kill you if you don’t pay us!”

Warren chuckled, a glint of amusement in his eye. “Deal!”

Gabi leaned towards him, placing her hands on his shoulders. He wrapped his arms around her waist, assisting her as she carefully moved over the centre console to face him, standing before him, bent slightly. 

“Do you think you can kneel on the seat?” he asked her.

“Let me try!” Gabi replied with a determined smile.

Warren squeezed his legs together, creating space for her on either side of his seat. At the same time, he pushed his pelvis up, making his cock stick out further. Gabi, careful not to bump her head against the roof, gingerly positioned her left knee on the seat between Warren’s right thigh and the console. He shifted his hands from her hips to the backs of her thighs, then slid them up under her skirt to her naked backside, giving her a gentle pull upwards. Gabi, ducking further to avoid the roof, deftly placed her right knee on the seat, neatly between his left thigh and the driver’s door. 

Hovering above his cock, she looked at him and exhaled sharply. “So far, so good!”

He chuckled in response. “Indeed.”

“Time for action.”

“I’ve got you. Just ease yourself onto my cock.”

Letting go of his left shoulder, Gabi used her right hand to lift her skirt up, baring her pussy. With her left hand on his right shoulder for balance, she looked down at his lap and carefully aligned herself, positioning her pussy right above his cock.

With Warren holding her buttocks for support, Gabi lowered herself until her pussy touched his cock head. She moved her pelvis back and forth lightly, opening her pussy lips apart with the tip of his penis until locating her vagina’s entrance, and then lowered herself further down, gasping as Warren’s cock head slid into her pussy. 

“Urgh!” Warren grunted with pleasure. “How long I’ve been waiting for this moment!”

“Ugh!” Gabi moaned, continuing to impale her pussy onto his cock. 

Once half of Warren’s cock shaft had disappeared into her vagina, she paused and, placing her right hand back on his left shoulder, looked up at him, smiling. “You like it?”

“Oh, yeah!” he confirmed with a chuckle. “And you?”

“I always like a cock in my pussy, Warren!”

“I can tell.”

“Can you?”

“Oh, yeah!” Warren nodded. 

Now he let go of her butt and hiked her skirt up to her waist, tucking the edges into the waistband to hold it in place so that her pussy and bum remained exposed. Then he placed one hand on her stomach, causing her abs to contract, and the other below her skirt, right on her landing strip. He gently stroked her pubic hair with his fingertips. Her thighs began shaking. Her breathing accelerated. Gabi was ready and leaned backwards, taking Warren’s entire cock into her pussy.

“Oh, yesss!” he grunted.

“Ugh,” she groaned.

Warren moved his hand down her landing strip to the top of her pussy, his fingers finding her clit. He began massaging her pleasure bud using the pad of his thumb.

Gabi gasped.

“You like it?” he asked.

“What d’you think?” she replied through a contented sigh.

“Let’s warm you up then!” He accelerated the motion of his thumb.

“Ohh!” she moaned, closing her eyes. A moment later, another moan of Ohh slipped through her lips, and she shuddered in orgasm.

He pressed his thumb against her clit and kept the pressure on until her orgasm passed. 

Gabi opened her eyes, murmuring, “Let’s fuck properly now!” 

Warren grabbed her naked butt cheeks for support, and she began riding him, sliding her pussy up and down his cock. Soon, he was moaning deep, throaty Ughs as his cock explored the depths of Gabi’s vagina while she was letting out high-pitched Ohs with each of her thrusts.

I felt someone’s hand on my hard cock over my shorts and looked to my side. 

I was greeted by Michelle’s smile. “Want me to wank you?”

At that moment, Jacques grunted from Michelle’s other side. I looked at him. Michelle had slipped her other hand into his shorts and briefs and was stroking his cock.

I looked back at Michelle, murmuring, “Yes, please! Wank me!”

She slipped her hand into my shorts, grasped my cock and began stroking it.

“Oh, oh, oh,” Gabi moaned from the driver’s seat.

“Oh, Gabi!” Warren groaned. “You’ve got the most amazing pussy I’ve ever fucked!”

“Oh, yeah?” 

“Oh, yeah!”

Closing her eyes, Gabi increased the pace of her thrusts. Michelle also accelerated the movement of her hands, and Jacques and I joined Warren in his moans.

I turned to look at Michelle, and my glance fell on the gap in her shorts left by the missing front pocket. I slipped my hand into the gap, resting my palm on her stomach, just above the waistband of her thong. 

Michelle’s abs convulsed as she whispered, “Yes, please,” spreading her legs apart. 

I slipped my hand into her thong and cupped pussy.

She let out a moan. “Ohh.” 

Parting her labia with my fingers, I found her clit and started to rub it. She accelerated the pace of her strokes on my cock. I glanced at Jacques again. He had closed his eyes, breathing heavily, moaning quietly. He was fast approaching the point of no return.

“Oh, my God!” Gabi cried from the driver’s seat in front of me, attracting my attention.

She slammed her crotch against Warren’s lap, impaling her pussy all the way to the base of his cock.

“Urgh!” Warren grunted.

“Oh, Oh, Oh!” Michele was moaning in a high-pitched voice on my right. 

I accelerated the movement of my fingers.

Gabi began oscillating her hips, and that pushed Warren over the edge. Grunting, “Oh, yeah,” and squeezing her butt cheeks, he pushed his pelvis up as he began emptying himself into her pussy.

At that point, Gabi cried out, “Oh, yessss,” hit by an orgasm. Despite her bliss, she kept rotating her hips, creating additional friction between her pussy and Warren’s cock, thus ensuring long orgasms for both of them.

Jacques’s grunt drew my eyes. 

He had arched his pelvis up, and his thighs were shaking. He was ejaculating in his wife’s hand.

I pressed my thumb against Michelle’s clit. 

She shouted, “Oh, yes!” and shook in orgasmic pleasure. 

She stopped wanking me and grabbed my cock head. Gently squeezing it, she started to rub my frenulum with her fingers. This was the extra boost I needed, and I began ejaculating in her hand.

Jacques and I were the first to finish cumming, followed by Warren. A few seconds later, Michelle eased out of her orgasm, and I removed my hand from her knickers, conscious that Gabi could open her eyes any moment and see me giving pleasure to Michelle.

Gabi enjoyed her orgasmic bliss, stretching her pussy around Warren’s cock, for another minute or so until, finally, she was also done and opened her eyes, ceasing the rotation of her hips. Utterly spent, she let out a deep gasp and collapsed onto Warren’s chest, resting her chin on his shoulder and wrapping her arms around him. Her gaze fell on me, and she smiled, her face showing a mix of exhaustion, satisfaction, and excitement. 

“Can you believe what a whore I’ve become, Teddy?!” she asked.

“Oh, yeah,” I replied with a nod, “and can you believe what a whore-loving-husband I’ve become?”

She giggled. “We are so spoiled, aren’t we?” She nodded at my crotch. “Another woman’s hand in your pants and another man’s cock in my pussy!”

“We’re something, aren’t we?” I chuckled, amused.

“Yes, you two are something!” Warren commented from the driver’s seat.

“What about me?” Michelle chimed in cheerfully, pulling her hands out of Jacques’s and my shorts and raising them in the air. 

Warren looked in the rearview mirror and, seeing her spread-out fingers connected by strings of cum, laughed. “I’m not surprised by you, Michelle! You and I, we’re like royalty in the world of decadence.” 

Gabi burst into laughter. “Birds of a feather flock together!”

Michelle nodded at Jacques, who was laughing too. “My poor husband. He was so innocent when he met me. I spoiled him!”

“No, darling, no! You opened new horizons for me,” Jacques corrected her.

Glancing at him and giggling, Michelle tried to place her cum-covered hand over his mouth, but he dodged her hand by moving his head to the side. “No, thank you, Michelle! I don’t eat cum!”  

Still watching Michelle in the mirror, Warren gestured with his head towards the passenger seat’s backrest. “There are tissues in the back pocket.”

“Thank you!” Michelle chirped and pulled open the pocket in front of Jacques, finding a tissue box inside. She pulled a bunch of tissues, dropped some onto my lap, some onto Jacques’s, and used the rest to clean her hands.

Jacques and I got on with the daunting task of cleaning as much cum as we could from our cocks and the insides of our underwear.

“Help me get off you, Warren!” Gabi said, and, grabbing Warren’s shoulders, she raised her backside up. 

Warren’s semi-erect cock slipped out of her pussy. Blobs of cum dropped onto his legs and trousers.

“Sorry!” Gabi apologised as she stepped on the floor in front of him, careful not to bump her head against the roof.

“Don’t worry!” he said, grabbing her waist to keep her steady. “We’ll change at the villa.”

“Will we finally get to change?” she asked. “I’m really tired of wearing these skimpy clothes.”

“Yes,” he confirmed. “We’ve got some special attire for the inauguration party.”

“I see,” Gabi said, sliding across the car console towards the passenger side. She turned to face forward, pulled the edges of her skirt out of the waistband, letting it fall back down and settled into her seat. Then she turned her attention back to Warren, asking, “Tell me. What exactly happens at this inauguration party?”

Pulling his briefs up, Warren began explaining, “We gather all the winners of the current game.” He paused to pull his trousers up. After zipping his fly and buckling his belt, he continued, ”We introduce them to winners from previous games, who we’ve invited especially for the occasion.”

“And?” Gabi prodded.

“We—the chieftains—award the prizes to this year’s game winners; I mean, we transfer the money to their accounts at the party, so everyone’s happy, and then we all celebrate.”

“I see. Celebrate.”

“Yes, celebrate. Also, with the party, we inaugurate the winners into the tribe for life. That is if they accept the tattoo.”

“What tattoo?”

“A tattoo that grants you a lifetime membership to our club. Only the women have to get it.”

Gabi shook her head. “I’m not into tattoos.”

“Perhaps!” Warren chuckled. “But you know what the membership brings into your bank account, don’t you?”

“Twenty-five thousand dollars a year?”

“Yes. Twenty-five thousand dollars a year for life! Well, until you’re sixty-five.”

“Paid into the wife’s account!” Michelle interjected. She glanced at Jacques. “Sorry!”

Jacques shrugged. “I’ve got no intention of leaving you.”

Smiling, Michelle looked at Gabi. “Didn’t you know about the tattoo?”

“No,” Gabi replied. “Alex mentioned some ‘tribe’s mark’ but didn’t specify it was a tattoo. In fact, there’s no reference to a tattoo in our contract.”

“Actually”—Michelle glanced at Jacques again—“We don’t have it in our contract, do we?”

Jacques shook his head. “No.”

Warren cut in before Michelle could ask her next question. “We used to include the tattoo requirement directly in the game’s contract, but it led to too many early questions. Now, the contract outlines the winning couple’s eligibility for a $25,000 annual membership award but omits any mention of the tattoo. Instead, we’ve added a clause about acceptance of the membership offer presented to those eligible at the villa. It’s within this offer that the tattoo requirement is specified.”

“Will I be eligible for membership?” Michelle asked.

Warren nodded. “Yes. As long as you make it to the villa and present your token. If you get the tattoo, you’ll receive the membership.”

“Of course, I’ll get the tattoo! Who wouldn’t for twenty-five grand a year?”

“You’re right. Most women do, but a few refuse.” 

“Warren, what is this tattoo?” Gabi asked, her voice tinged with apprehension.

“Umm. . . .” Warren hesitated, a sheepish smile on his face. “Knowing you, actually, you might be one of those who won’t like it.”

“Tell me! What is it?”

“Bird’s wings spread out on the inner sides of your thighs.”

“What?!” Gabi exclaimed.

Warren nodded. “Yes. A wing on each thigh, starting from your pussy lip—from the crease, to be precise—on the inner side of your thigh.”

“Absolutely not!” Gabi shook her head firmly.

“It’s not a big deal, Gabi,” Warren tried to reassure her. “As I said, almost everyone we offer it to accepts. It’s done after the inauguration party by tattooists we—”

“No!” Gabi cut him off. “I’m not doing such a thing!” 

“Twenty-five grand a year, Gabi!” Warren’s voice took on a teasing tone. “And an open invitation to our parties for you and your husband for life.”

“I’m not having a tattoo on my pussy!”

“It’s not on your pussy, as I said; it’s on the inner sides of your thighs. And it’s not big. Three inches in length, following the creases and about two inches down on the insides of the thighs.”

“No way!”

“Also,” Warren pressed on, undeterred by Gabi’s protests, “you have to inscribe on your perineum the name of the man who fucked you the best during the games. You know where the perineum is? The thin layer of skin between your anus and pussy.”

Warren reached his hand towards Gabi’s thigh gap, but she slapped it away. “I know where the perineum is, Warren!” She pressed her legs together, adjusting her skirt to cover her thighs as much as she could.

Warren said, “I must say, women find it a bit painful, but I personally think it’s worth it for twenty-five thousand a year.”

Silence fell in the jeep. Gabi stared out the window, biting her bottom lip, contemplating.

After a while, she turned to Warren. “You have to inscribe another man’s name under your pussy?”

He nodded. “Yes, the name of the man who’s fucked you the best during the games, according to you, excluding your husband, of course.”

“What if she wasn’t fucked during the games?” Michelle interjected.

Warren laughed. “What are the chances of that, Michelle?”

“In theory?” Michelle persisted.

“Right, in theory.” Warren paused, then said, “Well, we don’t really check. She can put any name. Just not her husband’s. That’s our only rule, and we check that.”

“Why?” Gabi asked. “Why insist on the name of another man in the tattoo?”

“Because it’s. . . .” Warren paused again, then shrugged. “I don’t know. It was my idea. We introduced it a couple of years ago.”

“It’s perverse, you know,” Gabi murmured.

“I know,” Warren readily agreed. “But it’s a turn-on for me. Imagining a wife spreading her legs for her husband to fuck her and the husband staring at the name of the guy who fucked her to oblivion. Wow! It just turns me on!” He glanced at me in the rearview mirror. “Teddy would agree it’s a turn-on, right, Teddy?” 

I remained silent.

Michelle interjected, “Warren knows about these things, Teddy. He’s, in a way, a stag like you. He fucks other wives but shares his, too.” 

Warren smiled, shrugging. “What can I say? If I can fuck others, so can she. As long as it’s not behind my back. Why not?”

“I’m not getting the tattoo,” Gabi stated, looking ahead through the windshield.

Warren chuckled. “What if I made you a special offer? Fifty grand a year?” 

“I’m in!” Michelle raised her hand. “For fifty grand, I’ll do it twice. On my pussy and on my butt if I have to.” She looked at Jacques, smiling.

He returned the smile.

Silence ensured. 

Gabi stared through the windshield.

After a while, she said quietly, still looking outside, “Fifty thousand dollars a year. Not pounds sterling?”

“We’ll make it pounds sterling for you,” Warren said. “£50 000 a year! Are you OK with that?”

There was silence again.

After a few seconds, Gabi faced Warren. “Fifty thousand, but only if I inscribe someone else’s name, right?” 

“Yes,” Warren confirmed.

“And what does the membership entail, again?”

“An invitation to our parties at least four times a year. You might also be selected to join the annual inauguration party, like the members attending today.”

“What happens at these parties?”

“They fuck you!” Michelle chimed in. “Group sex.”

“Fantastic,” Gabi responded sarcastically. “They fuck you like a ragdoll four times a year, maybe more!”

“It’s fun!” Michelle insisted. She placed her hand on Jacques’s knee and rubbed it. “It’s only sex.”

Jacques smiled, clearly in agreement with his wife.

Gabi stared into the distance.

Warren put his hand on her leg, asking softly, “Does it bother you?”

“What?” Gabi inquired in turn.

“The group sex aspect?”

“No. Not anymore.”

Silence lingered for a few moments, and then Gabi looked at me over her shoulder. “How would you feel seeing another man’s name on my pussy every time you’re about to fuck me?”

I shrugged. “I guess I’ll be fine with it.”

“He’ll be turned on, Gabi!” Warren interjected. 

Gabi looked ahead, biting her lip.

“So, will you do it?” he pressed.

“I haven’t decided yet,” she replied tersely.

Warren started the engine, and we resumed our journey. We travelled in silence for about five minutes before he slowed down the jeep, taking a turn around the edge of a forest patch. “Here’s my bird!” he said, pointing at a helicopter parked on a platform in front of a log cabin similar in size to the one Gabi and I had spent the past two nights in.

The jeep came to a complete stop, and Warren turned off the engine. He then opened the centre console storage, revealing a few tokens inside. Selecting one, he closed the compartment and handed the token to Michelle. “Don’t tell anyone at the villa I gave it to you, OK?”

Michelle nodded, taking the token and placing it around her neck.

Warren clasped his hands together. “Now, folks, let’s hop onto my bird!”

We exited the jeep and headed towards the helicopter.

“Who’s flying this?” I asked.  

“I am,” Warren replied confidently.

“Are you qualified?”

Ignoring my question, he suddenly halted and turned to Michelle. “I need to tell you something.”

“What is it?” she asked, her curiosity piqued as we all halted.

He hesitated for a moment, then blurted out, “You’ll see someone at the villa you might not be pleased to see.”

Michelle’s gaze intensified. “Who?”

He nervously brushed his nose. “Jordi’s there!”

“What the—Warren?!” Michelle’s voice spiked with disbelief.

“Jordi?!” Gabi echoed, shock in her tone. “The same Jordi who—”

“Yes, Gabi, that Jordi!” Warren interjected sharply, turning to her. “The one that fucked you!”

Michelle turned to Gabi. “Did you really sleep with my ex?”

“Jordi is Michelle’s ex!” Warren provided an unsolicited clarification.

Gabi covered her mouth with her hands, staring at Michelle.

“Bonck’s there, too,” Warren added.

Michelle abruptly turned to him, her anger palpable. “Why the fuck did you invite them, Warren?” 

“I’m sorry, Michelle,” Gabi whispered, uncovering her mouth. “I had no idea Jordi is your ex.”

Glancing at Gabi, Michelle said briefly, “I don’t care he fucked you, Gabi!” She turned to stare at Warren. “Why?”

Warren shrugged helplessly. “He asked.”

“He asked?!” Michelle’s anger intensified. “How could you, Warren? You know the pain he caused me! You know he doesn’t want to pay a penny for his kids! You said you disapproved of him, yet you made him a manager in your hotel. You bought him a car. You repaid his debts. And now you invited him to the game to get a hundred grand? As if you haven’t done enough for him already! As for me, I had to beg you, to be fucked, used and abused, to get something! Hopefully! And that’s fine. Perhaps you love Jordi more than me! But why did you invite him to the exact game Jacques and I are in? So he can ridicule me for being fucked for money?”

Warren’s voice was a soothing contrast to Michelle’s fury. “Michelle, it wasn’t supposed to be like this, but—”

“But what, Warren?” she cut him off, her anger unyielding.

Warren opened his mouth, then closed it, visibly grappling for words under her piercing gaze. He averted his eyes briefly before meeting hers again, her stare accusatory and unrelenting. He ran his tongue over his lips and then suddenly pointed at Gabi, blurting out, “It’s all because of her!”

Gabi recoiled, speechless.

“Jordi saw her at the hotel,” Warren continued. “She and her cuckold hubby were staying there.” He glanced at Gabi, who had placed her hands on her chest, her eyes welling up with tears. He turned back to Michelle. “And you know how Jordi is when he sets his sights on a woman? He called me, begging me to bring her and him to the games so he could fuck her!”

“You set me up!” Gabi shouted and lunged at Warren, but he caught her hands, preventing her from striking him. Her tears began to flow. “You set this whole thing up! You were behind my rescue by him, you—”

“He was in my jeep, Gabi—he and Bonck! But it was his idea. We watched you from a distance and—”

“Why is Bonck with him?” Michelle interrupted.

Still holding Gabi’s hands, Warren explained, “Jordi wanted him as his wingman. I hire Bonck every year to perform at the inauguration party, but this year, upon Jordi’s request, I flew him earlier to play in the games alongside Jordi.” 

“He fucked me!” Gabi sobbed. “I almost fell in love with him!”

Warren released Gabi’s hands, stepping back. “I’m sorry, Gabi.”

He tried to hug her, but she pushed him away, overwhelmed with betrayal. “He used me, Warren, and you helped him!” She looked at me. “Teddy, they tricked me. They fucked me! All of them!” 

I opened my arms. “Come here, Gabs!” 

She walked up to me, and we hugged. 

Burying her face in my chest, she whimpered, “I nearly fell for him, Teddy. I thought he saved my life.”

“He actually did,” Warren interjected. “You had hypothermia.”

Gabi sobbed, “He turned me into a whore!”

“That’s what Jordi does,” Michelle interjected.

“He and Bonck fucked me like a ragdoll!” Gabi wept.

“If it’s any consolation,” Warren said, trying to lighten the mood, “they are quite taken with you, Gabi. They told me they’d never fucked such a sex-loving woman like you. They’re both looking forward to seeing you at the party.”

“You mean to fuck her?” I asked.

Looking at me, Warren shrugged, smiling mockingly. “The cock wants what the cock wants.”

“When did they arrive at the villa?” Michelle asked before I could adequately respond to Warren’s mocking demeanour.

Warren looked at her. “This morning, at four o’clock. That’s when I found out Gabi and Teddy had stayed behind. Bonck and Jordi walked the entire night without stopping to sleep. They played by the rules through and through. I had made it clear to them: to win the prize, they had to compete just like anyone else. And they did just that, enduring every hardship.”

Michelle sighed. “So now I have to endure Jordi!” She looked at Jacques. “Will you be OK?”

Jacques shrugged. “I guess there’s only one way to find out.”

“Michelle,” Warren called out.

Michelle turned to look at him.

“Jordi might want to fuck you at the party,” he said, a teasing smile on his face.

She stared at him.

He chuckled. “You know he keeps saying he’s still in love with you. It’s only logical for him to try his luck at the party.”

“Not a smoking chance!” Michelle said firmly, then added, nodding at Gabi, “He’s got a new obsession, anyway.”

“You know of Jordi’s prowess, don’t you? I’m sure he’ll be able to handle you both!”

“He’s not going anywhere near me!” Michelle stated with determination. 

Having calmed in my embrace, Gabi pulled away from me, wiped her tears, and confronted Warren with a question. “Why did you pursue me?”

“To fuck you, of course!” he replied straight away.

“You said you invited me because Jordi asked you to.”

“Can’t we both have the same desires?”

Gabi held her gaze on Warren.

He smiled. “Gabi, he found you and asked me to come see you and invite you for him. But I wouldn’t have invited you if I hadn’t liked you. Don’t forget that I pay for this show.” He looked at his watch. “Speaking of which, it’s time to go! I need to send the helicopter back for Anthony and his people.”

I asked, “His people? You mean people like us?” 

“Yes, Teddy,” Warren replied with a grin. “He’s fucking someone’s wife in the cabin right now and later will need a lift to the villa.” He nodded at the helicopter. “Let’s board it, shall we?”

We walked the few yards to the helicopter and then settled into it. After Warren completed the pre-flight checklist, we took off.

Gabi, clearly not in the mood to talk, rested her head on my shoulder, holding my hand while gazing at the scenery outside the window. I chose to remain silent, respecting her mood. Behind us, Jacques and Michelle were also quiet. Only Warren, piloting from the front, occasionally spoke over the intercom, pointing out various landscape features as we flew over them. 

The flight to the villa took around twenty minutes. As we flew over it, I realised the building, referred to as a ‘villa’ in the game, was, in fact, a sprawling estate akin to a hotel. As Warren clarified for us, the venue was designed for grand events like weddings and ceremonies, boasting over 60 guest rooms and a vast hall capable of accommodating over 100 guests, perhaps even 150. After giving us a glimpse of the estate from above, Warren circled back, steering the helicopter away and landed in a meadow near a stream—a place which could not be seen from the villa.

Michelle, Gabi, Jacques, and I unbuckled our seatbelts, left the headsets on the seats, and disembarked from the helicopter.

Warren, remaining at the controls with his seatbelt fastened, shouted over the noise of the engine, gesturing towards the stream, “Follow the stream upstream! It’s less than a fifteen-minute walk!”

We moved swiftly away from the helicopter, keeping our heads down to avoid the rotor wash as Warren took off again. Gabi and I led the way, walking briskly, while Michelle and Jacques followed.

“I don’t know if I want to do it,” Gabi murmured.

“The tattoo?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“It’s a very personal choice, Gabi.”

“It’s a lot of money every year, but—”

“Fifty thousand for you,” Michelle chimed in from behind us. 

Gabi sighed. “I know, but still. . . .” 

“Warren really likes you to make you such an offer,” Michelle added.

“I know.” Gabi paused before a fallen log.

I stepped over the log first and offered my hand to help Gabi. She took my hand and, as she jumped over, her skirt briefly lifted, eliciting a delighted smile from Jacques, who caught a glimpse of her bum and pussy. Michelle playfully slapped his arm, scolding him in French, to which he responded with a chuckle.

Engrossed in worries about the tattoo, Gabi remained oblivious to Jacques’s intrusive glance and his exchange with Michelle. She resumed her thoughts aloud, “It’s just too much. What we did here, we did it! Fine. It was a one-off. We’ll get excellent money for it. And we’ll move on. But a tattoo down there?”

I reiterated my position. “As I said, Gabs, I’ll support you whatever you decide, but it’s a decision for you to make.” I offered my hand to Michelle.

“Yes, it is,” Gabi agreed, resuming her walk.

Michelle took my hand and easily jumped over the log, followed by Jacques, who managed without assistance.

Catching up with Gabi, I placed my hand on the small of her back. “Gabs, I don’t mind you having the tattoo if my reaction is what concerns you.”

“It’s not only that,” she replied. 

“It’s the pain, isn’t it? The pain of getting it tattooed down there.”

“That too, but also, it’s permanent, honey!”

“I know.”

“It’s not exactly permanent,” Michelle interjected, catching up with us. “It can be removed with laser treatment.”

Gabi glanced at Michelle. “They say so, but there can be scaring, complications. And it’s a sensitive area down there. Removing it would be a nightmare. For twenty-five thousand—”

“Fifty, not twenty-five. Fifty for you!” Michelle corrected, then sighed. “I wish he’d offered me fifty, too!”

“Fifty sounds great. But having someone’s name on my pussy? I’m not sure.” Gabi gestured towards me. ”He’s fine now, pumped up with testosterone, horny, but give it a few days, and he’ll get jealous.”

I shook my head. “No, Gabs, I won’t get jealous!” 

“Oh, yes, you will! You’ll see it, and it will remind you of what we did here, and then God help me. You’ll blame me for everything.”

“No, I won’t. I stand by my decisions.”

Michelle supported my stance. “That’s true, Gabi. For cuckolds, like Teddy here—”

“Stags. I’m a stag,” I corrected her.

Michelle offered me an apologetic smile before continuing, “For stags, it’s a deep-seated desire to have their wives. . . you know what. It’s not a whimsical decision. They do have moments of jealousy and some regrets after the act, but those feelings always pass. Teddy will be fine.”

Gabi looked over her shoulder at Michelle. “How do you know so much about this?”

“My brother,” Michelle responded. “He’s a stag. I saw the stages he went through: excitement, jealousy, acceptance, then happiness. He’s been happily married for over ten years.”

“I don’t know. Fifty thousand a year or not—”

“It’s a lot of money, Gabi.”

“Still, I don’t think I can do it.”

At that point, we reached a lush, densely vegetated area. Our conversation ceased as we focused on navigating the thick undergrowth. Following the winding stream around the hill, we eventually cleared the hillside, revealing the villa ahead. We paused to catch our breath.

With hands on her hips, Gabi inhaled deeply and said, looking at me, “I think I’m going to skip the inauguration party. It will be a fuck fest, and I’ve had enough fucking these last few days, don’t you think?”

I shrugged. “Whatever you decide, honey.”

“Let’s just cash in the tokens and go!”

“Oh, but you’ll miss a lot,” Michelle interjected. “Do you know about the contests at the party? There’s a hundred thousand dollar prize for one of them. Warren told me.” Turning to Jacques, she asked, “We’re staying, right, Jacques?”

“Oh, yes!” Jacques enthusiastically agreed. “We’ve come this far; we might as well see it through.”

Gabi’s eyes met Michelle’s, Gabi still hesitant.

Michelle smiled teasingly. “It’s easy money, Gabi!”

“Agh!” Gabi exhaled, a mix of temptation and frustration in her voice. “I don’t know what to do!”

Her eyes then met mine.

“Let’s stay and see how it goes, shall we?” I said, seeing her uncertainty.

Gabi bit her lip, hesitating another moment, then agreed, “OK, let’s see how it goes.”

After a short walk, we arrived at the villa, where Warren, Paul and Nathan greeted us. We handed over our tokens, received congratulations, and were invited to the inauguration party at five o’clock. Paul told us we had the rest of the day to ourselves to recuperate before the event and led us to our rooms.

“I wonder where the other chieftains are,” Gabi whispered as we followed him.

Michelle giggled. “Fucking wives, I guess!” 

Paul smiled, having overheard the exchange between Gabi and Michelle, but did not comment.

Gabi and I were shown to a private room equipped with a bathroom, food, and a minibar. There were also fresh clothes to our size—casual clothes to relax in during the day as well as evening attire for the party. After taking showers, we changed into the fresh clothes provided and enjoyed breakfast in the room. We spent the morning watching TV, having coffee on the balcony, and relaxing. Lunch was brought to us at 12:30 pm. Afterwards, we took a nap, waking up at 4:30 pm. Refreshed, we had another coffee and showered again. Then we put on the evening clothes and headed to the hall downstairs where the party was organised.

Walking down the stairs from our room, I kept glancing at Gabi. She looked stunning in the ensemble provided by the party organisers, featuring a crop top that was the exact model she had worn during the game—semi-sheer embroidery with delicate short sleeves, a plunging V-neck, and a single spaghetti tie in front, now in a striking red. This was paired with a short black skirt, her look daringly accented by a white G-string peeking out. High-heeled red boots completed her sexy outfit.

Just before entering the party hall, I caught a glimpse of myself in the full-size mirror next to the entrance door and smiled. Dressed simply in jeans and an unbuttoned shirt over boxers and socks, complemented by black shoes, I felt both handsome and comfortable.


9. Partying

Gabi and I were sitting in a booth with Michelle and Jacques, just the four of us. Gabi was snugly seated between Jacques and Michelle, and I was beside Michelle. Like Gabi and me, our French friends had also been treated to new clothes. Michelle wore a form-fitting black mesh tank top without a bra underneath, leaving little to the imagination. Her top was paired with a high-waisted, deep emerald green miniskirt that accentuated her legs while also offering a glimpse of a black thong. Her outfit was completed with a pair of sleek, black ankle boots, adding an edgy yet elegant touch. Jacques was dressed more or less like me—in tight jeans, a shirt, and espadrilles.

Sipping our drinks and picking at food from the large plate on the table, we watched the striptease show organised specifically for the winning couples in the game. The male and female strippers captivated our attention as they danced on the improvised stage in the centre of the grand hall within the opulent villa Warren and his friends had secured for the occasion. The food was delicious, the wine was even better, and whilst the typical strip club music they played was loud, it wasn’t so loud that we couldn’t hear each other. 

“They’re just genetically blessed ‘downstairs’,” Jacques commented about the obvious bulges in the male strippers’ briefs.

Michelle shook her head. “No, not all of them, Jacques. They use penis pumps.”

“Penis pumps? Nah!” Gabi waved her hand dismissively. “They would’ve gone limp by now. They’ve been dancing for at least twenty minutes.” 

Michelle laughed, placing her hand on Gabi’s thigh. “You don’t know much about how penises work, do you?” 

Gabi smiled. “Michelle, trust me, I know how penises work.”

Jacques chuckled. “Oh, Gabi knows, alright?” He rested his hand on Gabi’s other thigh.

Gabi met his gaze with a giggle. “You can vouch for me, can’t you?”

“Oh, yeah, definitely!” He slid his hand up, pushing her skirt up to reveal her thong.

Gabi sipped her wine, keeping her gaze on him with a coquettish smile, seemingly unfazed by his hand creeping up her thigh.

“They use penis pumps to draw blood into their penises,” Michelle explained, sliding her hand up Gabi’s thigh as if taking a cue from Jacques’s move. “Then they tie off their penises with rubber bands to trap the blood inside. That’s how they stay semi-erect and appear bigger. Essentially, they wear cock rings.”

“How do you know all this?” Gabi asked, taking Michelle’s hand and gently pushing it away from her leg.

Michelle took a sip of her wine and sighed. “From Jordi. He used to perform in a striptease club. We needed money, and I supported him in providing entertainment to wives like us. Until he started fucking them.”

“In front of their husbands,” I added. 

Michelle sighed again, a fleeting shadow of sadness passing through her eyes. “Yeah, now his pastime is fucking wives in front of their husbands. Making the husbands cuckolds and stags. And the wives are called what? Hotwives or vixens?”

“Umm. . . hotwife is the more generic term.”

“So, am I a hotwife?” Gabi asked, pointing at herself and glancing at me.

“Technically, you are,” Michelle replied before I could. “I guess I’m too. We were shared, Gabi!”

“Speaking of sharing,” Jacques interjected, his hand wandering up and cupping Gabi’s pussy over her thong.

Smiling, Gabi grasped his hand and gently but firmly pushed it away. “Jacques, what happened yesterday was a one-off.”

“You sure? What about this party?” he teased.

“What about it?”

“Well, I suppose you’ve guessed what it’s all about.” He placed his hand on her thigh again.

She giggled. “Oh, I’ve guessed, Jacques!”

“So?”

“I haven’t decided yet!” Gabi removed his hand from her leg again and took another sip of her wine.

I seized the momentary lull in our conversation to take a swig from my own glass and glance around the floor of the striptease show. The other booths, draped in soft, ambient lighting, echoed with murmurs and laughter, providing a cosy contrast to the grand villa’s vastness. Like us, the other guests were getting relaxed and starting to enjoy themselves, their movements and conversations becoming increasingly frivolous under the influence of the alcohol. 

“I wonder how many are at this party,” I mused aloud, finding it challenging to count the attendees, given my limited view of the booths.

“Excluding the performers, DJ and staff, whose numbers I’m unsure of,” Michelle responded, “there are 58 guests.” 

“How do you know?” 

“Warren mentioned it. Fourteen out of the eighteen original couples in the game made it here.”

“The chieftains must have fucked a lot,” I quipped.

Michelle smiled. “Indeed. They enjoyed a very successful game this year—Warren’s words. So, we have fourteen couples from this year, eight invited from previous years, Bonck and Jordi, and the six chieftains with their wives.”

“The six chieftains with their wives?”

“Um-hum. They—”

“Hold on! What about Nathan and Jimmy?”

“What about them?” 

“I mean, they’re gay, right?”  

“Gay?! Who told you that?” Michelle’s eyebrows knitted in confusion.

“Jordi. Bonck,” I said.

She shook her head. “No, they ain’t gay.”

“But then, like. . . Jordi and Bonck—” I stopped and looked at Gabi.

Gabi sighed. “They lied to us, Teddy. Their whole story is one big lie.” She shook her head, disappointment and sadness in her eyes.

Michelle continued, “I don’t know what story those two have concocted for you, but all chieftains are heterosexual. They all are swingers.”

“I see,“ I murmured.

“This essentially is a swingers’ inauguration party.” Michelle rested her hand on Gabi’s thigh. “Will you compete tonight, Gabi?”

After a sip of wine, Gabi replied, “I haven’t decided yet.” 

Michelle’s eyebrow arched, a teasing smile playing on her lips. “Are you sure?” Her hand slid further up Gabi’s leg.

Gabi set her glass down. “I don’t know what to do.”

“Join the contests? Earn more?” 

“I haven’t made up my mind.”

With a gentle squeeze of Gabi’s thigh, Michelle widened her smile. “It’s fun, and the rewards are substantial.”

Gabi sighed. “I can only imagine what these contests entail.”

“They’re exactly as you’re thinking.”

“Would that be considered swinging?”

“Only if it involves a man other than your husband. Or another woman.” Michelle’s hand crept higher, her fingertips touching the cameltoe between Gabi’s thighs.

Gabi caught Michelle’s hand, pushing it away, her legs snapping shut. “I’m not into women, Michelle.”

Michelle laughed. “Neither am I, as I said. But occasionally, especially in the company of a beautiful woman like yourself, a little play can be enticing.”

“This morning was a one-off, OK?” Gabi’s expression was firm.

“Understood.” Michelle leaned back.

Jacques chuckled. “Traditional swinging is more Gabi’s style, Michelle!”

I seized the opportunity to express my view. “Strictly speaking, it’s only swinging if both partners swap.”

Gabi whipped her head towards me, her tone stern. “Don’t even think about it! You’ve had more than enough with her!” She gestured towards Michelle. 

Grinning sheepishly, I started, “Well, it was just a blow job, and—”

“Teddy!” Gabi’s voice rose sharply. “I was awake all night! I saw! I listened!”

My face burned. She knows! Damn it, she knows I’ve fucked Michelle!

Michelle jumped in, “Teddy didn’t sleep much either, Gabi! He listened, saw. . . .”

Gabi’s cheeks flushed deeply.

Silently, I thanked Michelle, my gaze filled with gratitude. Thank you for your elegant intervention, Michelle! Now Gabi knows I’m aware of her and Jacques, too! Tit for tat!

“Oh, my goodness!” Gabi exclaimed, her gaze suddenly turning to the stage. 

I followed her gaze and saw Bonck! He was entirely nude, dancing among the other strippers, bouncing his massive cock, semi-erect.

“I can tell you, he’s wearing no ring, Michelle,” I said with a cheeky grin.

“His cock is natural,” Jacques added.

Michelle watched Bonck with admiration for a while before saying, “He’s an exception.” Turning to Gabi, she sighed. “Lucky you! I’ve never been fucked by a cock like his.”

Meeting Michelle’s gaze, Gabi’s lips curved into a smile.

“How was it?” Michelle probed.

“How was what?” Gabi played coy.

“You know, down there. . . .” 

Gabi’s smile broadened as she remained silent, her eyes fixed on Michelle. Just as it appeared Michelle’s curiosity would not be quenched, Gabi said, “Overwhelming!”

“Overwhelming?”

“Yes! He opened me up like a can of sardines.”

A wistful sigh escaped Michelle’s lips. “How I wish I’d tried it! I’m not into big cocks per se, but what Bonck has is truly impressive.”

I couldn’t help but interject, “Jordi’s cock is quite big.” 

Michelle looked at me. “Yes, his cock is big. Seven and a half inches. Or that’s what he says. But look at that thing over there!” She nodded in the direction of Bonck. “It’s huge. And it’s so thick! Bonck’s cock is on another level. If I had a chance. . . .” She paused, turning to Jacques with a playful look. “You wouldn’t mind if I went for it, would you?”

Jacques, smiling, nodded towards Bonck. “For that thing over there? No, I wouldn’t mind at all! I might even have given it a shot myself.”

Michelle burst into laughter, her eyes twinkling at me. “See? Jacques has a bit of a gay streak in him.”

Jacques chuckled. “One doesn’t have to be gay to want to try a cock like that one, Michelle!” 

Michelle, still smiling, shook her head in amusement. “So they say!”

A waiter popped in, replacing the empty wine bottle in the cooler. I refilled our glasses with the colder wine, and we sipped as the music changed and the strippers vanished from the stage, leaving only Bonck dancing alone.

Now, Warren climbed onto the stage with a microphone in his hand and announced, “The prize money has been transferred to the winning couples. Congratulations, winners! Would you please stand up for a well-deserved applause?” 

Gabi, Michelle, Jacques, and I stood up and joined the clapping and cheering that ensued. We were glancing cautiously at the other people who had stood up, trying to see who else, like us, had lived through the “unique” experience of winning the game. Unfortunately, the light was not enough, so we could only see silhouettes, not faces.

“Now,” Warren shouted as the clapping subsided, “our entertainment manager tonight is Angelo!” He passed the microphone to Angelo, who, sharply dressed in a black suit, had just appeared on the stage.

Angelo took over with enthusiasm. “Hello, everyone! I’m Angelo, and I’m here to ensure you have a fantastic evening! Let’s kick off with the night’s first competition: the best lap dance!” 

The crowd erupted into applause. 

“So,” Angelo resumed after the hall quieted down, “six couples will compete! And the winning couple will be chosen by your applause! Gentlemen, invite a brave lady to the stage with you! Help her win five grand! And if she wins, you get five grand, too! Oh, yeah, fun time!”

The booths buzzed with activity as men began coaxing women to form pairs for the contest. Six chairs were quickly placed on the stage in a row.

Suddenly, Jordi appeared in our booth. “Hello, Michelle,” he greeted cheerfully, but Michelle replied coldly, “Hi.” 

Turning to Gabi, Jordi said, “I heard you were upset when you learned about who I am. I’m sorry.”

Gabi stared silently at him.

“I did what I did because I really liked you,” he continued, stepping closer and placing his hands on her shoulders. 

“Please go away,” Gabi whispered.

“You broke her heart,” I interjected. “Leave her alone!”

“Sorry,“ Jordi whispered, then retreated, turning back to Michelle. “Care to join me for a lap dance?”

Michelle scoffed. “Of course not!” 

“You sure? You know I’m good at this. Five grand, easy.”

“I’ll pass.”

“I thought you were desperate for money.”

Jacques hissed with a fiery glare, “Want a fist through your teeth?”

Jordi backed off, raising his hands. “OK, I had to offer. Since I’m always accused of not helping.” He turned and walked away.

Angelo’s voice rang out again. “We’ve got two brave couples! We need four more! Oh, here’s a third one!” He gestured towards a couple lining up near the DJ, who was jotting down the contestants’ names. Angelo, noticing Bonck dancing around one of the chairs with his cock swaying in front of him, shouted, laughing, “All right, Bonck, all right! Go get yourself a girl!”

Bonck stopped dancing, stood still and, using his hand as a visor, stared at our booth.

“Oh, no!” Gabi whispered, hiding her face in her hands.

Bonck jumped off the stage, dancing again. He approached our booth, swinging his hips, his cock swaying from side to side. 

“No, please, no,” Gabi murmured, peeking through her fingers.

Bonck stood before her and put his hand on her shoulder. “Gabi.”

Gabi uncovered her face and looked at him.

Bonck said, “Warren told me you know now.” He paused for a second before continuing, “I’m sorry. I tried to warn you about who Jordi is.”

“You lied about yourself, too,” Gabi said quietly.

“I’m sorry. I know I hurt you. If it’d been up to me, I’d never have taken part in the deception, but I work for him.” Bonck gestured towards Warren, who was wandering around the stage, joking with the couples as they began lining up at the chairs.

“I believe him, Gabs,” I said.

“Bonck’s a good guy,” Michelle added.

Bonck smiled softly. “I really like you, Gabi. Let me help you win five grand.”

Gabi remained silent. 

He offered her his hand. “Let me make it up to you.”

She bit her lip, contemplating, then murmured, “OK,” and took his hand.

As I watched Bonck lead Gabi away, a flicker of jealousy stirred in my chest. He towered over her, his stature and presence casting a stark contrast to her delicate frame. From behind, the defined muscles of his legs and the sculpted contours of his back spoke volumes of strength and confidence, drawing an involuntary respect for his physical prowess. The taut muscles of his bare buttocks clenched with each step—a vivid testament to his raw masculinity. Approaching the stairs to the stage, his arm, highlighted by prominent triceps, gently wrapped around Gabi, guiding her with protective ease. Climbing the stairs just behind her, his movements exuded a commanding aura, subtly asserting a dominance that left me feeling overshadowed and diminished.

Watching Bonck and Gabi together on stage, with his firm hold of her hand and his massive cock hanging between his legs, I couldn’t help but feel small. Yet, despite Bonck’s raw physicality and sexual endowment, I found Jordi’s charming masculinity and emotional influence over my wife’s feelings more daunting. It was Jordi’s ability to transcend mere physical attraction that posed a greater threat than Bonck’s manifest strength and masculine prowess. Thus, I remained convinced: contending with Bonck was preferable to facing the emotions Jordi stirred in my wife.

Lost in these thoughts, the moment was abruptly broken by Warren’s voice as he seized the mic from Angelo to rally more participants. “Come on, folks! Be brave! Two places left!” Warren waited a few seconds, scanning the booths and spotting no takers, he added, “OK! I’ll set an example.” He passed the mic back to Angelo, descended from the stage and ran straight to our booth, offering his hand to Michelle. “Will you join me, Michelle?” 

Michelle hesitated.

Warren smiled. “As I told you, taking part in this first game puts you in the spotlight for the ones with the real prizes.”

Michelle was still not taking his hand.

He gently touched her fingers. “You mentioned needing more money, right? Let me make it up to you for Jordi!”

“OK. Your last chance!” Michelle agreed. Taking his hand, she followed him to the stage, where they lined up alongside the other couples under Angelo’s approving gaze.

Now, Angelo’s attention shifted to a woman in a shimmering black bodycon dress with a daringly low back and thigh-high slit, paired with strappy black stilettos. Confidently walking alongside her was Jordi.

“The boss’s wife is joining the fray against him!” Angelo commented.

“That’s Amalia! Warren’s wife,” Jacques noted.

“She’s pretty,” I remarked.

“Very,” Jacques agreed.

It wasn’t surprising that both Jacques and I were captivated by Amalia as she, led by Jordi, gracefully approached the stage. She was strikingly beautiful, tall with an hourglass figure, complemented by long, slender legs and a poised stature. Her long, dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, contrasting with her smooth, fair skin and accentuating her elegant neck. Her face was symmetrical and well-proportioned, featuring large brown eyes, a smooth forehead, a well-defined nose, and full, inviting lips.

“OK!” Angelo’s voice boomed into the mic once Amalia and Jordi had joined the other couples. “Here’s how this will work! The ladies will dance, and the gentlemen will assist. We’ll have five rounds. During each, I’ll call out the couples’ names at random for your applause and cheers! Your applause is measured—look!” He pointed to the large screen above the stage. “The couples’ names are displayed here! The couple with the lowest applause in each round is out of the contest. Remember, your applause decides the winners! Ready, Jordan?” He looked at the DJ.

Jordan, the DJ, responded with a thumbs-up.

Angelo then gestured to the couples to get ready, and the men took their seats. He moved among the couples, inviting each one to introduce themselves. With Angelo’s signal, Jordan switched the music to a sultry R&B tune, and the six women embarked on their lap dances, each interpreting the style in her unique way. 

Gabi’s approach was classic. She strutted around the chair where Bonck was sitting, swaying her hips to the music. Occasionally, she stood behind him, playfully brushing her bum against his back or leaning her head over his shoulder, her hair grazing his cheek.

Angelo shouted, “Audrey and Bruce!” eliciting applause from the audience. 

He continued, “Becky and Laurance!”

Another round of applause followed. 

I glanced at the screen, where the applause-o-meter showed Audrey and Bruce slightly ahead of Becky and Laurance.

“Liz and Jason, please!” Angelo called out, and the audience responded with applause.

As Gabi moved in front of Bonck, Angelo shouted, “Gabi and Bonck!”

Gabi bent forward, hovering over Bonck, her chest close to his face, her backside provocatively sticking out. Her efforts were rewarded with a strong round of applause. Catching a glimpse of the screen, she smiled; she and Bonck were leading. Gabi then slowly lowered herself onto Bonck’s lap, facing him. Bonck placed his hands on her hips as she wrapped her legs around the back of the chair. She embraced him and slightly lifted her bum, moving rhythmically to the music. Her skirt bounced up, revealing her thong and butt cheeks, while Bonck’s now erect cock brushed against her thigh. In a teasing gesture, she moved seductively against him, leaning in as if to kiss him, only to pull away at the last moment.

Gabi was performing well, but the audience’s support shifted in favour of Warren, Michelle, Jordi, and Amalia. Nonetheless, Gabi and Bonck remained in the game in third place when Angelo announced the end of round one, with Liz and Jason leaving the competition amid applause.

Round two began.

Gabi unwrapped her legs from around the chair and stood between Bonck’s spread legs, facing him. She placed her hands on his knees, inching towards his face, then began lowering herself and moving backwards, swinging from side to side. Her face came tantalisingly close to his stomach, his erect cock mere inches from her mouth. The audience was captivated by Gabi’s sensuous moves, propelling her and Bonck into the lead by the round’s end.

As round three commenced, Audrey and Bruce were eliminated.

Gabi, smiling seductively, placed her hands on Bonck’s thighs, pushing them apart, making his cock stand out. She then slowly worked her way up and stood before him, her hands gliding from her breasts down her sides, then back up to her breasts, her hips swaying in a figure-eight.

I’d been absorbed in Gabi’s performance, but now Michelle caught my eye. She was standing in front of Warren, facing him and sensually touching herself, moving her hands over her body as if lathering in soap. This earned her and Warren a surge in applause.

Not to be outdone, Amalia, who had been rhythmically shaking her bum while standing in front of Jordi, now changed tactics. She gracefully sat on his lap, facing him, one arm around his neck and the other sweeping downwards. As she began grinding against him, her dress shifted, revealing the shapely contours of her C-size breasts.

Amalia’s bold move placed her and Jordi at the forefront, with Michelle and Warren close behind. Gabi and Bonck narrowly escaped elimination, while Becky and Laurance were out at the end of round three.

Now, only three couples remained: Jordi and Amalia, Warren and Michelle, and Gabi and Bonck.

Inspired by Amalia’s success, Gabi also sat on Bonck’s lap, facing him. He steadied her by holding her hips. Then, wrapping one arm around his neck, she showcased her exceptional flexibility by arching back further than Amalia had. As Gabi moved her free arm around, touching the floor, her crop top flipped over, revealing her breasts. The crowd erupted in applause at her display of agility and sensuality. With Bonck’s support, Gabi righted herself, sitting upright on his lap. Michelle and Amalia attempted similar moves but couldn’t quite match Gabi’s flexibility or the dramatic reveal. Consequently, Gabi and Bonck won first place in round four, with Michelle and Warren coming second, leading to Amalia and Jordi’s exit from the competition.

“OK!” Angelo shouted. “Round five! The final round! Michelle and Warren or Gabi and Bonck!”

Michelle turned, facing away from Warren, and lowered herself onto his lap. Supporting herself on his knees, she began grinding her butt against his crotch. Reaching back with one hand, she grasped the back of Warren’s neck, tilted her head back, and they locked lips in a passionate kiss.

Gabi, noticing the crowd’s ecstatic reaction, turned to Angelo, pointing at Michelle and Warren. “Is this allowed?” 

Angelo chuckled. “We didn’t set rules against it, did we?” He invited the audience to applaud, “Applause for Michelle and Warren!”

The applause meter soared into the red zone, proving that Gabi was right to be worried about the advantage the kiss was giving her competitors. However, she was not one to concede easily. She whispered briefly to Bonck, then wrapped her arms around his neck. He slid his hands up her bum, lifting her skirt up and revealing her bare buttocks. Leaning in, Gabi’s and Bonck’s lips met in a fervent kiss. As Bonck squeezed her butt cheeks, Gabi parted her legs, sliding a knee on the chair on either side of him. Their intimate embrace intensified, with the length of his erect cock pressing against her thong-covered labia. Mimicking a thrusting motion, he began rubbing his shaft along her slit over the fabric of her knickers.

The audience’s reaction was electric. When Angelo called their names, the applause meter skyrocketed.

“And the winners are Gabi and Bonck!” Angelo announced.

Breaking their embrace, Gabi and Bonck stood up, beaming with triumph. They high-fived, then turned to shake hands with Michelle and Warren.

As the music died down, Angelo approached the two couples, perhaps to speak to them. However, instead of him, everyone heard Michelle say over the mic, “Bonck, may I?” gesturing towards Bonck’s cock.

With a smile, Bonck nodded. Michelle boldly wrapped her hand around his still erect cock, eliciting a wave of applause from the crowd. Giggling and looking at his member, she ran her hand down to his cock base, then turned to face the audience, shouting, “No cock rings, no nothing! He’s all natural!”

The hall erupted into laughter, marking the exhilarating end of the game.

Bonck decided Michelle had sufficiently admired his physical attributes and playfully slapped her on the bum, signalling it was time to let go of his cock, which she promptly did. 

Gabi and Michelle made their way to the steps to exit the stage, but Angelo’s voice stopped them in their tracks. “Hold on, girls!” he called out.

They turned towards him.

Catching up with them, he asked, “Would you two consider participating in the next game?”

“What’s the next game?” Gabi inquired.

Before Angelo could answer, Bonck rushed up and grabbed Gabi’s hand.

Michelle chuckled. “Looks like Bonck has already chosen you, Gabi! Lucky girl!” She nodded towards Bonck’s cock. “You can’t possibly refuse such an offer, can you?”

Taking the cue from Michelle’s comment, Angelo laughed into the microphone, addressing the audience. “It seems we’ve found our first pair for the next game!”

“What is the next game?” Gabi repeated her question, eager for an answer.

“It’s an on-chair fucking contest!” Angelo declared.

“Oh, no,” Gabi protested, trying to pull her hand away from Bonck’s grip, but he held on.

“Six couples again,” Angelo added. 

“I’m not having sex in public!” Gabi exclaimed. “This is madness!”

Unfazed by Gabi’s protest, Angelo continued, “The couple that lasts the longest wins $100,000!” 

Gabi, who had just redoubled her efforts to release her hand from Bonck’s firm grip, abruptly paused as Angelo’s announcement of the prize money caught her attention. “One hundred thousand?” she echoed, impressed by the substantial amount.

“Yes, one hundred thousand!” Angelo affirmed. “The second-place couple will split $50,000, and the third-place will receive $25,000. Tempting, isn’t it?”

Amidst the audience’s clamour, Michelle’s words were drowned out. Bonck, wearing a broad smile, leaned in closer to Gabi, telling her something I couldn’t hear either. However, Gabi’s reaction—staring off into the distance and biting her lip—suggested he was trying to persuade her into letting him fuck her on stage!

“We have condoms! They are required to measure, you know what!” Angelo proclaimed, pointing to a female stripper who came on stage presenting a tray with condoms on it. The audience responded with a burst of cheers.

“And for tomorrow’s breakfast, free morning-after pills! Just in case of a slip-off,” Angelo’s voice thundered again. “Bareback is not allowed in this contest!”

It seemed Gabi decided not to take part after all as she shook her head and finally wrestled her hand free from Bonck’s grasp. However, Bonck swiftly wrapped his arm around her waist, spun her to face him, and pulled her close. Their eyes met. He told her something, and though she still tried to pull away from him, his hold remained unyielding. He drew her closer, his erect cock pressing against her stomach, and nodded towards one of the chairs, continuing his attempts to talk her into having sex with him on stage.

Just as Angelo encouraged, “Come on! Come forward, folks!” Jordi leapt onto the stage and walked straight up to Michelle, grasping her hand. He told her something, and, initially surprised, she stood still, staring at him. However, a moment later, she pulled away, shaking her head. There was no doubt that he had offered her to partner with him for the contest, and she was rejecting his offer. He was not prepared to back down that easily and stepped in front of her, starting to talk to her again, clearly trying to convince her to reconsider.

Now, Jacques had enough. Enraged by Jordi’s bold move, he shouted something in French—likely a swear word—and rushed onto the stage. I followed quickly, trying to prevent a confrontation, but I was too late. “You bastard!” Jacques yelled as he lunged towards Jordi. Fortunately, Michelle stopped Jacques, raising her hand in front of him.

“Jacques, don’t!” I shouted, catching up to him and placing my hand on his shoulder.

Michelle spoke to Jacques in French, calming him down. “Jordi’s right. Only he stands a chance against Bonck,” she finished in English, nodding towards Bonck, who was still holding Gabi around the waist.

“It’s true, Jacques,” Jordi added. “Bonck will outlast everyone but me.”

“Fifty thousand is worth it, Jacques,” Michelle remarked.

I let go of Jacques’s shoulder, chiming in, “It’s good money.”

Jacques remained silent, his gaze fixed on Bonck and Gabi. Finally, he turned to Jordi and said coldly, “You’d better win!” before walking off the stage.

“Teddy!” Bonck called out to me.

I looked over at him.

“I hope you’re OK with me borrowing your wife,” he said.

Before I could respond, Gabi turned to me. “Teddy, this is crazy!”

“But you’ve done it with him before,” I pointed out.

“This is different—it’s on stage!” she retorted.

I walked over to her. “I know it’s on stage, hon, but it’s another fifty thousand.” I nodded towards Bonck. “He’s your best shot at winning!” 

Gabi looked back at Bonck, sighing. “This is madness!”

“It’s not,” he reassured her, releasing her waist and offering her his hand. “Let’s win this!”

Gabi hesitated, glancing at me again.

I nodded. “Go for it.”

She turned back to Bonck. “You better hold it long enough!”

He grinned. “I always do.”

She murmured, “This is crazy,” but still took his hand, and he led her to one of the chairs.

“The first couple for the game!” Angelo announced. “Bonck and Gabi!”

The audience applauded.

At that moment, Michelle took Jordi’s hand, too. Angelo, noticing this, shouted, “And the second couple! Michelle and Jordi, right?”

Jordi nodded.

“Michelle and Jordi!” Angelo repeated.

As Jordi and Michelle approached a chair, leaving an empty chair between themselves and Bonck and Gabi, another round of applause erupted.

Just as I was about to leave the stage, I felt someone grab my hand. Turning, I saw Amalia smiling at me.

“And the third couple is Amalia and. . . ?” Angelo looked at me expectantly.

“Teddy!” Gabi exclaimed. “What the fuck?!”

Ignoring her, I said, “Teddy.”

“And Teddy! Amalia and Teddy, our third couple!” Angelo announced as applause drowned out Gabi’s protests.

Amalia guided me to the empty chair between Gabi and Bonck on one side and Jordi and Michelle on the other.

“Teddy, what do you think you’re doing?” Gabi demanded, staring at me incredulously.

“Fucking me to win some bucks!” Amalia answered for me. She whispered in my ear, “I’ll ride you facing away from you. It will help you last longer! Trust me, we can win this.”

“Yes, we can,” I murmured, my gaze still on Gabi, thinking: Gabi’s mad at me, but I want to fuck Amalia and what better excuse than doing it for the prize money? “Both of us competing could mean more money, honey,” I said aloud.

“Fine! Do whatever you want, Theodore!” Gabi snapped, turning her attention to Bonck. “How shall we do it?”

“However you like, Gabs,” Bonck replied, casting a confident glance at me. “I’ll outlast them all, anyway.”

“Don’t be so sure,” Amalia retorted, sticking her tongue out at Bonck. 

“You want me, don’t you?” he chuckled.

She smirked. “If I wanted you, I could’ve had you. Money buys everything and everyone!”

“But I don’t come cheap,” he quipped.

“I can afford it,” she shot back.

Their competitive banter was cut short by Angelo’s announcement of the fourth couple.

I missed the names of the fifth couple joining us on stage, my attention diverted by the stripper offering condoms from her tray. 

“Use two condoms,” Amalia whispered. “They’ll help desensitise you!”

I grabbed two condoms, but Angelo, seeing this, shouted, “One condom only, Teddy! No cheating!”

“It’s not for cheating, but just as a spare in case—” I began, but he interrupted me, “Don’t worry about a spare; if you need one, shout out, and Janice will bring you one!”

Returning the second condom to the tray, I shrugged at Amalia, feeling a bit embarrassed. “It was worth a try!”

She giggled. “Of course!”

As a sixth couple formed and took their place in front of the last chair, Angelo announced, “We’ve got six couples, all eager to compete. May I ask for six volunteers as timekeepers?” He teased, “The timekeepers have the best view!”

Predictably, six men eagerly jumped onto the stage. Another female stripper appeared, handing them stopwatches. 

“All right!” Angelo shouted. “Participants, go ahead when ready! Timekeepers, start your stopwatches upon penis insertion into. . . , well, you know into what.”

Now, Amalia removed her shoes and then took off her dress, revealing only a black thong beneath. I couldn’t help but glance at her breasts.

“You like them?” she asked, noticing my gaze.

I nodded.

“I’ll let you feel them if we win the game,” she said, a soft smile on her lips. She folded her dress neatly and placed it on the floor beside our chair. Without any hesitation, she then slid off her thong, revealing a neatly waxed pussy. Dropping her thong atop her dress, she nodded towards my crotch. “Teddy, get ready!”

I took off my jeans and placed them next to her clothes, then followed by removing my shirt. Next, I removed my boxers, revealing my cock. . . , which was limp! I blushed.

Amalia, seeing my embarrassment, smiled reassuringly. “Don’t worry! It’s just stage fright! I’ll help you get hard!”

She took the boxers from my hand and dropped them at my feet. Then she knelt on the boxers, took my cock in her hand and pushed the foreskin back, exposing the cock head. Lowering her head, she parted her lips, and my cock slid into her mouth. The warmth of her mouth and the gentle touch of her tongue had an immediate effect. My cock started to harden. 

I glanced around. The other participants had shed their clothes, too. The men had taken their seats, and, except for Jordi and Bonck, they seemed to suffer the same problem as I; hence their partners had knelt in front of them, sucking their cocks.

Only Gabi and Michelle didn’t have to give head, as both Bonck and Jordi were sporting full erections. Sitting on their chairs, Bonck and Jordi had pushed their pelvises up, proudly showing their eager cocks.

I fixed my attention on Gabi, who, facing Bonck, placed her hands on his shoulders. Grabbing her buttocks, he helped her onto his lap. She wrapped her legs around his thighs, knees bent beside him on the chair, and slowly began lowering herself.

He arched his pelvis up, and his cock head touched her labia. 

“Slowly, Bonck!” Gabi warned him.

“Sure,” he responded, “You pace yourself, I’ll just hold you steady.”

Gripping his shoulders, Gabi lowered herself further, leaning back while he held her steady, his hands firmly holding her butt cheeks. His cock head parted her pussy lips, and a moment later, it entered her vagina, eliciting a moan from her. She continued to slowly impale her pussy onto his cock until she rested her bum on his thighs, his hands still holding her buttocks. Bonck grunted with pleasure, feeling his cock had fully penetrated her pussy. Then he nodded at the timekeeper to start the timer. Gabi began sliding her pussy up and down Bonck’s big black cock. The timekeeper raised his hand, signalling to Angleo that his couple had started fucking. Gabi thrust slowly, carefully lifting herself up, letting half of Bonck’s cock come out of her vagina before gently lowering herself back and impaling her pussy all the way to the cock base. Bonck’s helpful hands firmly cupped her butt cheeks, providing a gentle lift at the right moment to help her rise and offering support as she sat back down.

Watching Gabi ride Bonck turned me on so much that my cock fully hardened, and Amalia pulled it out of her mouth, gently pushing me in the chest. “Sit down, Teddy!”

I sat on the chair, opened the condom, and rolled it onto my cock. 

“Look at Michelle and Jordi!” she said. ”You see how they’re doing it?”

I turned my gaze to Jordi and Michelle. Jordi had squeezed his legs together, and Michelle, facing away from him, had squatted on the chair, straddling him with a foot on either side of his thighs. She had reached her hands behind her and, holding herself onto his shoulders, she was riding him. Her pussy rhythmically moved up and down his cock, aided by his hands on her butt cheeks, gently guiding her movement.

“Yes,” I confirmed.

Amalia turned with her back towards me. “Let’s do it like them! This position will be less stimulating for your cock! Can you hold me tight?”

“Yes,” I confirmed again. 

Mimicking Jordi, I brought my legs together, arched my pelvis up so that my cock stuck out, and placed my hands on Amalia’s soft buttocks.

“OK, help me up,” Amalia murmured, feeling my grip on her butt. She then reached her hands back, grasping my shoulders, and I helped her get on the chair. 

Once she had set her feet on either side of my thighs, holding tight onto my shoulders, she leaned back, opening her legs further and looking down between her thighs as she guided her pussy to my cock. 

Her soft outer pussy lips brushed against my cock head, and I felt tickles in my balls. I’m so excited! I thought, I have to tone it down a notch.

Amalia tipped her pelvis slightly forward, and her wet labia minora touched the tip of my penis. The tingling sensation in my balls increased. I worried: I won’t last long! There’s no way I can win this!

Slowly and gently, Amalia started to lower herself onto my lap. My cock, parting her pussy lips, slid into her vagina. The velvety warmth of her pussy enveloped my manhood, sending another rush of excitement through me. 

A smile touched my lips. OK, I’ll blow it embarrassingly soon, but who cares? I’m fucking yet another woman! And this one is the rich man’s wife!

Amalia didn’t impale herself completely but stopped halfway through. “Start the timer!” she ordered the timekeeper, who had squatted in front of us, lustfully watching as her pussy tightly wrapped around my cock shaft. The guy started the stopwatch as instructed, raising his hand to signal Angelo we had started the race.

“Timekeepers, make sure they fuck!” Angelo shouted his instructions in the mic. “If they don’t thrust, let me know! I may have to disqualify them!”

Amalia began riding me, but after a few thrusts, stopped and, looking at me over her shoulder, said, “When you feel you’re about to cum, squeeze my butt cheeks tight, like real tight, and I’ll know to slow down, OK?”

I squeezed her butt cheeks.

“Already?” she asked, her voice pitching higher, a mix of surprise and amusement in it.

“Yeah!” I nodded.

“OK! I’ll change the angle.” She looked forward, leaned further back, and thrust four or five times, then paused and looked at me over her shoulder again. “Better?”

“Yes.”

“Good!” 

She turned to look forward, smiling at the timekeeper, who was watching us.

He smiled back and gave her a thumbs-up, signalling he was OK with her little trick.

Amalia resumed riding me.

Her pussy was quite loose, which somewhat helped me hold back from cumming. Yet, I knew lasting long enough to reach the top three, let alone win, was unlikely. I resigned myself to the thought that Amalia and I would face an early exit. Thus, instead of worrying about the competition, I decided to fully enjoy the sensations the new vagina was giving my cock. I sat back relaxed, holding Amalia’s buttocks and occasionally glancing to check how Gabi and Michelle were doing. I didn’t care about the other competitors.

To my surprise, thanks to Amalia’s clever tactic and my laid-back approach, despite my arousal and her hot pussy around my cock, I wasn’t cumming. Perhaps seven or eight minutes had passed since we had started fucking when the guy in chair number one shouted, “Oh, shit!” drawing my gaze to him. His face, twitching in pleasure, left no doubt: he was cumming.

There was a loud applause, and the first couple exited the competition.

Two minutes later, the guy in chair number six blew his load, groaning loudly, followed quickly by the guy in chair number five.

The audience applauded the two couples dropping off the race. 

Just as the applause subsided, I heard Jordi grunt, “Urgh!” A second later, I heard Michelle moan loudly, “Ohh!” 

I looked at them. Michelle had stopped thrusting and, clinging tightly to Jordi’s shoulders, she was shaking in orgasm. Sitting on the chair, Jordi was moving his pelvis up and down, fucking her with fast, shallow thrusts. “Urgh!” he grunted again, and then, to my surprise, he uttered, “Fuck! Cumming!” and pushed his cock all the way up Michelle’s stretched-out pussy. Staying still, he began shooting his load into her vagina.

“Oh, well, it seems Michelle and Jordi are out!” Angelo’s voice boomed over the mic, eliciting a strong applause from the audience.

I smiled to myself. Who would’ve guessed, Jordi? Your ex’s pussy is too much for you, isn’t it? Just as I was gloating over Jordi’s premature exit from the race, Amalia moaned, “Ohh!” and I turned to look at her. Looking forward, her back arched, she was thrusting herself slowly but steadily onto my cock. My gaze moved to her backside. I watched her butt lift up and down for a few moments and then slid my gaze down to her pussy, which was nicely gliding around my cock. Looking at Amalia’s pussy was a mistake. Suddenly, I felt cum bubbling in my balls. Her pussy’s too exciting to watch! I looked away. I bit my lip, looking aimlessly in the distance, holding my breath, and it worked. My urge to ejaculate subsided. I held my gaze away, shifting it from Angelo to the crowd, to Jordan, and then back to Angelo. This way, I was able to hold myself from cumming for a while, perhaps two, even three minutes, until I gathered the courage to look back at Amalia’s pussy. It was a bad idea. As soon as I saw her pussy, stretched around my cock, sliding up and down my shaft, the urge to ejaculate came back with a vengeance. I’ve got to look away! Quick! Anything but her pussy! I averted my gaze only to catch a glimpse of her tits bouncing as she kept riding me. I could see only the edges since her back stood in the way, yet I saw enough of her boobs to feel a strong desire to grab hold of them. I let go of her buttocks, reached forward, around her sides, and grabbed her breasts.

Gosh, so soft! I squeezed her mounds of flesh.

“Teddy!” I heard her giggle. “We’ve not won yet!”

I don’t care! I said to myself and squeezed her breasts tighter, feeling her erect nipples against my palms. And that was another mistake! Oh, shit! My cock began throbbing. I quickly let go of her boobs and grabbed her buttocks. Fuck! I’ll cum! No! I rapidly approached the point of no return, feeling cum rising from my balls into my cock. I squeezed Amalia’s butt cheeks in panic. She immediately slowed down her thrusts almost to a complete stop, but it had minimal effect. Cum was now climbing up my cock shaft.

At that moment, I heard Gabi cry out, “Oh, my God!” and looked at her. 

She had fully impaled her pussy on Bonck’s cock and was shuddering in orgasm.

I couldn’t hold it any longer and began shooting my cum. I finished within twenty seconds or so. Holding my cock base with one hand to make sure the condom did not slip off into Amalia’s vagina, I offered her my other hand, saying, “I’m done, sorry!”

“You did well! We came second!” she replied, taking my hand. She got off the chair, and my still erect cock slipped out of her pussy.

“Amalia and Teddy are out!” Angelo announced to the hall, and Amalia and I received the expected applause.

In the meanwhile, Gabi’s orgasm passed, and she resumed thrusting herself onto Bonck’s cock.

“All right!” Angelo shouted in the mic. “It seems we have a winner! Gabi, you may stop now!”

Gabi stopped thrusting and looked at Angelo over her shoulder, her pussy still impaled on Bonck’s hard cock.

“Has he cummed?” Angelo asked, nodding towards Bonck.

Gabi shook her head. “I don’t think so.”

“I haven’t,” Bonck confirmed.

“OK, let’s check!” Angelo said, walking over to Bonck and Gabi.

Gabi slowly pushed herself up, using Bonck’s shoulders for support, and got off his lap. His erect cock, with the condom still on it, slipped out of her pussy. Once on her feet, Angelo and Bonck supported her on either side to help her steady herself. Bonck got up, pulled the condom off his cock and showed it to Angelo. The condom was empty. 

Angelo summoned the timekeepers and checked the times each couple achieved. Gabi and Bonck were declared the winners, with Amalia and I following as the runners-up, and Michelle and Jordi securing third place. All participants in the game were asked to stand in front of their chairs to receive the final applause.

After the applause subsided, we turned to pick up our clothes when Angelo shouted, “Gabi, Amalia and Michelle!” 

Everyone turned to look at him.

“You ladies have automatically qualified for the third game this evening,” he said, pausing for effect. “It’s a tradition—the top three from the second game compete in the third! And the game is. . . . “ He paused again, then shouted, “Who will make the most cocks cum!” 

“My favourite game!” Amalia exclaimed over the deafening applause that filled the air. 

“Yeah, that’s right!” Angelo shouted over the noise in the hall. “The winner is the lady who, within 45 minutes, makes the highest number of men cum! 45 minutes only! And only through penetrative sex!”

Jeremy, Paul, and Warren entered the stage, each shouldering a light mattress. They skillfully manoeuvred their way across, aligning the three mattresses side by side in a neat row, leaving a few meters of space between them. Three male strippers then brought bottles of water and placed them next to each mattress, ensuring each contestant had enough to stay hydrated during the 45 minutes of the competition. Afterwards, the chieftains and their helpers left the stage.

“It’s the best part of the evening,” Amalia said with vivid enthusiasm, wrapping her arm around my waist and leaning her side against mine with her breast brushing against my arm. It was clear that Amalia was ecstatic about the game. 

In contrast, Gabi appeared unimpressed by Angelo’s announcement. She turned, picked up her clothes and shoes and kissed Bonck on the cheek. “Good night, Bonck!” Then she approached me, glancing at Amalia with a not-too-friendly look, and said, “Let’s go, Teddy!”

Amalia let go of me, grinning at Gabi. “What? Are you afraid to take part?”

Ignoring Amalia’s jibe, Gabi insisted, extending her hand to me, “Come on, Teddy! Time to go!”

Amalia placed her hand on Gabi’s shoulder. “Gabi, don’t pass on the game of all games! You’ll like it!”

Gabi pushed Amalia’s hand away and nodded towards my clothes on the floor. “Are these your clothes?”

“Yes,” I replied and picked them up.

“Why are you upset, Gabi?” Amalia asked, a provocative smile on her lips. ”Because I fucked your husband?”

“It’s none of your business whether I’m upset or not!” Gabi said coldly, hooking her hand under my arm. “Let’s go, Teddy!”

Angelo laid out the game’s rules: “Three ladies! And a lot of men! Condoms are a must again. The winner is the girl who collects the most condoms in her bowl. Filled-in condoms! You know with what!” 

The audience erupted in cheers as Jeremy, Paul, and Warren reappeared on stage, each placing two bowls beside each of the three mattresses—one bowl full of unused condoms and the other bowl empty, designated for the collection of used condoms, as Angelo explained.

Angelo turned and gestured towards Warren. “Let’s thank Warren for making this happen!” 

The audience applauded Warren, and he bowed down.

Angelo continued, “He personally vetted and hired these high-quality gentlemen”—he gestured towards the back of the stage, where a large group of naked men had gathered—”without them, there’d be no game.” Now the men walked onto the stage, stroking their already erect cocks. I counted forty-five men.

Gabi pulled on my arm. “Let’s go, Teddy, please!”

“You don’t know what you’ll miss!” Amalia interjected just as Angelo shouted, “The winner will cash in a hundred grand!”

Gabi stopped pulling on my arm, her interest certainly piqued by the announced award.

“The runner-up, fifty!” Angelo raised his voice above the roar of cheers. “And third place is twenty-five!” 

“Wow!” slipped through my lips. “With what we got so far, and if we get any of this money, we could be mortgage-free.” 

Despite the noise, Gabi heard me well and, letting go of my arm, turned to stare at me.

I shrugged. “I mean, if we add a hundred grand or fifty. . . .” 

“But that’s not all,” Angelo shouted. “We have an award for breaking the record, Amalia’s record!”

There was an outburst of cheers and applause.

Smiling, Amalia waved her hand to the audience, shaking her breasts and hips.

“Her record is 12 men!” Angelo continued. “The lady who makes the highest number of men cum, over 13 or more, in 45 minutes, will cash in an additional $100,000! Sounds nice, doesn’t it?” 

“Almost 300,000 pounds,” Gabi said, not taking her eyes off me. 

“With what we’ve got thus far,” I added.

“If I win.”

“And break the record.”

“Mm-hmm.”

I flicked my fingers. “You do it, and just like that! No mortgage.”

“More than that. A bigger house,” Gabi added.

“Are you up to the challenge, Gabi?” Amalia jumped into our conversation, a mischievous spark in her eyes. 

Gabi turned to look at Amalia. The marked change in Gabi’s expression was profound. There was no anger, no animosity, just a thoughtful consideration.

Amalia giggled. “Warren tells me you know how to handle cocks!” 

“Apparently, you, too,” Gabi replied.

Amalia laughed. “Oh, yeah, I know quite well!”

Gabi pushed her clothes and shoes into my hands.

“What?” I asked, taking them. “Are you doing it?”

Gabi nodded. “Yes.”

“OK,” I murmured.

She hesitated again, keeping her gaze on me, then added as if to further convince herself, “It’s a lot of money to miss out on.”

“It is a lot of money,” I agreed with her.

She turned and went straight to the mattress in the middle of the row.

Amalia tapped me on the shoulder, and I looked at her.

She smiled. “I like your wife!”

I smiled back. “She doesn’t seem to like you, though.”

“Umm, I think she started to like me.”

“She was upset that I fucked you.”

“I know. But she’ll get over it!”

“I hope you’re right.”

“I know I’m right. I’ve been there,” Amalia said confidently, turned and went to the mattress on Gabi’s right.

Michelle was already standing in front of the mattress on Gabi’s left.

The forty-five men now split into three groups of fifteen, one group in front of each of the three women. 

Angelo shouted, “We’re ready to start the game! Ladies, missionary position, please! And don’t forget to stay hydrated! You’ll be losing a lot of fluids!”

Gabi, Michelle and Amalia lay on their backs on the mattresses and spread their legs, bending their knees with their feet flat on the mattresses, opening their pussies to get fucked.

I wasn’t sure what to do. I had cummed minutes earlier but was still excited and wanted to watch. But who was I going to watch?

I noticed Jordi waving at me and walked over to him, asking, “What is it, Jordi?”

“Are we gonna help her?” he asked.

“Help who?”

“Gabi, of course.”

I glanced at Gabi just as Angelo raised his hand with a stopwatch in it and, with that, yelled, “Start!” signalling the start of the game.

The first man in line to fuck Gabi picked up a condom from the bowl, unwrapped it, rolled it onto his cock and knelt between her legs. He placed his hands on her knees, pushing her legs further apart. Then he slid one hand under her bum and, after lifting her pelvis up, he took his cock in the other hand and guided it to her pussy.

“Yeah, look!” Jordi said, nodding towards the guy between Gabi’s legs. “These guys are like robots. They’ll only fuck her pussy, without any consideration of her sensual state. She needs stimulation all over her body. Otherwise, she’ll be tight and dry, down there, and get hurt.”

“Right,” I said, considering Jordi’s words.

“Also,” he continued, “if she’s properly aroused, her vagina will work better, and they’ll cum quicker. Come! Let’s help her!” Jordi quickly strode towards Gabi.

I caught up to him and squatted next to her head. She looked at me and reached out her hand. I placed our clothes and her shoes on the floor, then took her hand, and we interlocked fingers. Jordi crouched on her other side, gently placing his hand on her breast. She glanced at him just as the guy between her legs parted her pussy lips with his cock head, making her tremble. 

Jordi said with a tiny smile, “Let me help you win this.”

Gabi held her gaze on him. 

He added, “You’ll need my help, Gabs.”

She flinched briefly as the guy at her pussy pressed his cock against the entrance to her vagina. Then, she whispered, “OK,” and looked back at me. “Thank you for coming, Teddy! I thought you weren’t.”

I gently squeezed her hand. “Why would you think so?”

“I thought you’d go help Amalia.”

“It was sex only with her, Gabs! It’s sex only what we’re doing right now, isn’t it?”

“And making money! I love—” Gabi gasped, cutting off her sentence as the bloke between her legs pushed his cock into her pussy. He then grabbed her butt cheeks with both hands and, holding her pelvis up, started to fuck her immediately, thrusting with fast, powerful strokes.

I let go of her hand, lay on my side, next to her, facing her and cupped her breast. Jordi began massaging her other breast. I leaned towards her, and we kissed. 

We kissed for about thirty seconds before Gabi moaned into my mouth, and we broke the kiss.

The man fucking her grunted, “Urgh, yeah!” and doubled the speed of his thrusts.

Gabi began moaning, “Oh, Oh, Oh!” 

About a couple of minutes passed, and she cried, “Oh, fuck!” arching her head back, submitting to an orgasm.

Her lover grunted loudly, shoving his cock deep into her pussy, and started to cum. He was done within twenty seconds or so, at the same time as Gabi’s orgasm subsided. He pulled his cock out of her pussy, lowered her bum onto the mattress, stood up, and removed the condom. After tying off the condom, he dropped it into the empty bowl and stepped away. I glanced at the timer running on the screen. He had fucked Gabi for slightly over four minutes.

The next man in line knelt between Gabi’s legs. Like his predecessor, he took a condom from the bowl of unused condoms, unwrapped it and rolled it onto his cock. He lay on top of her, propping himself up with one hand and, holding his cock in the other, he guided it straight to her pussy entrance. Gabi’s vagina was gaping open after having been just fucked, so he had no problem sliding his cock all the way to the balls, eliciting a gasp from her. He then let go of his cock, propped himself up on two hands, and, without further ado, started fucking her. Gabi resumed moaning and, about a couple of minutes later, shook in a second orgasm. Her orgasm had just passed when the guy fucking her grunted loudly, starting to cum. It took him thirty seconds to finish, then rose, pulling his cock out of her pussy. He removed and tied the condom, then tossed it into the bowl for used condoms.

The next guy in line grabbed a condom and dropped to his knees between Gabi’s legs.

I thought Gabi was doing well with time, but Jordi seemed to think otherwise. He let go of Gabi’s breast and, waving at the men in the queue to draw their attention, shouted, “Guys, listen! You need to enter her quickly! As soon as the guy before you stands up, you should already be kneeling between her legs, with a condom on your cock, ready to penetrate her, OK?”

The men in the line nodded in acknowledgement. 

The man between Gabi’s legs hastily rolled the condom onto his cock and lay on top of her, propped up on both hands. He penetrated her with a single thrust. 

I glanced at Gabi’s face. It was relaxed, her eyes closed as she savoured the sensations in her pussy. Leaning in, I pressed my lips to hers. She responded by parting her lips, eyes still closed, and we melted into a kiss. Within moments, her breath hitched, signalling a moan, but I deepened the kiss, intertwining my tongue with hers, denying her the chance. This assertiveness of mine swiftly pushed her towards an orgasm.

The man fucking her groaned, and I saw out of the corner of my eye how he shoved his dick deep into her pussy, arching his back as he began ejaculating.

Gabi’s orgasm passed, and we broke the kiss. At the same time, the guy fucking her finished emptying himself and pulled his cock out of her pussy. Gabi opened her eyes. A tired but contented smile spread across her face.

“You OK?” I asked, mirroring her smile.

She nodded.

“We’re in this together,” I said.

In response, she extended her hand towards mine. Releasing her breast, I grasped her hand, our fingers interlocking.

The guy who had just finished fucking her got up and stepped aside, taking his condom off and throwing it into the bowl with used condoms.

The next man in the queue—a guy with a curved-up cock—had already put on a condom and now knelt between Gabi’s legs. He grabbed her hips and lifted her backside up, pulling her towards him. His cock found the gaping entrance to her vagina straight away, and he made a powerful thrust into her pussy, eliciting a gasp from her mouth. Holding her by the hips, he started to fuck her with fast strokes. 

“Ten minutes passed, thirty-five to go!” Angelo’s voice boomed over the mic, prompting the crowd to erupt in whistles and cheers.

I scanned my surroundings. We were encircled by a sea of people, comprising not only participants and organisers of the contest but also spectators from the booths who had flocked to the stage, eager to watch the show from close quarters. I was unable to see Michelle and Amalia because of the crowd surrounding us, but judging by the cheers coming from their stations, I gauged that they, too, were being vigorously fucked.

I turned my attention back to Gabi. She had closed her eyes, moans escaping her lips. 

“Hurry up, mate!” I urged the man between her legs, and in response, he doubled the speed of his thrusts. Seconds later, grunting loudly, he shoved his dick up into her pussy and stayed still, filling the condom with his load. As soon as he was done, he pulled his cock out of Gabi’s vagina and released his hold on her hips, gently lowering her bum onto the mattress. Then he got up, stepped aside, removed his condom, tied it off and tossed it into the designated bowl.

The next man in line dropped onto his knees between Gabi’s thighs, grabbed a condom from the bowl, and rolled it onto his cock. Then he lay on top of her, propping himself up on one hand and guiding his cock into her pussy with the other. He penetrated Gabi with a single powerful thrust just as Angelo announced, “Thirty minutes remaining in the game!”

The guy between Gabi’s legs fucked her with hard deep thrusts. Gabi seemed to like his style because she started to moan loud Ohs with each of his strokes. He thrust in her for about three minutes before she shouted, “Oh, my God!” pulling her hand off my grip and wrapping both of her arms around his shoulders. She was hit by a massive orgasm.

Bringing Gabi to an orgasm is good, but that’s not the point of the game, I thought. Time is of the essence, and this guy is taking too long!

Angelo shouted, “Twenty-seven minutes to go!” 

I exchanged a worried look with Jordi. He glanced at the timer on the screen, then watched the guy ploughing Gabi’s pussy for a few moments, and finally looked at me, shrugging his shoulders. I knew what he meant: we can’t do much about it, can we?

Four done, I said to myself, another nine to go if Gabi wants to break the record. She’ll run out of time. I glanced at the guy fucking her. What’s taking Number 5 so long?—I mused, having decided to assign numbers to the men fucking my wife. I glanced at the next man in the queue, who was stroking his cock, waiting for his turn to fuck. Number 6 is ready to fuck, but Number 5 is taking ages!

Growing impatient, I called out to Number 5, “Come on, mate, aren’t you cumming yet?”

“Ugh, trying!” he grunted.

Gabi’s orgasm subsided, only to be hit by another. 

This guy’s good, no question, I admitted to myself, but that’s not the point. An involuntary “Come on!” escaped me as I grabbed Gabi’s hand off Number 5’s shoulder and squeezed it. She squeezed back, shaking in orgasmic pleasure.

I watched impatiently as Gabi’s lover fucked her for another three minutes, bringing her to a third orgasm in a row, until he finally pushed his cock all the way into her pussy, and started to cum. He stayed still, groaning, his butt muscles convulsing, until he had drained his balls completely. He finished just when Gabi eased out of her orgasm. He got off her, pulling his still erect cock out of her pussy. I glanced at the timer on the screen. He had fucked her for almost 7 minutes. Only 23 minutes of game time remained.

Number 5 stepped away from Gabi, and the next man in line, Number 6, knelt between her legs, grabbed her butt and lifted it up. Then, without touching his cock with his hands, he penetrated her with a single thrust. This guy was quick. Moments after entering her, he grunted and began cumming, thrusting hard and fast into her pussy. He finished in about twenty seconds and pulled his cock out of her. He lowered her bum back onto the mattress, stood up and removed the filled-with-cum condom from his cock.

Number 7 chose to fuck Gabi by lying on top of her. He had a sizeable cock, not as big as Bonck’s but perhaps close in size to Jordi’s. Number 7 knew what he was doing and why he was doing it. Like Number 6, he fucked Gabi hard and fast. Thus, within a minute or at most two, he not only brought Gabi to orgasm but, groaning loudly and thrusting fast, he cummed. As soon as he was done, he pulled his cock out of her pussy, stood up and stepped aside, making room for the next man in line between Gabi’s legs.

Gabi eased out of her orgasm, only to squeeze my hand tight and shudder in another orgasm when Number 8 lay on top of her, driving his cock into her pussy with a single thrust of his pelvis.

“Twenty. . . no. Nineteen, nineteen minutes to go!” Angelo shouted.

Number 8 fucked Gabi fast and finished relatively quickly in less than three minutes. He pulled his cock out of her pussy and stood up, slipping the condom off his member. Adding another filled-with-cum condom to the collection bowl, he stepped out from between my wife’s legs. 

Number 9 had lost his erection but nonetheless managed to put on a condom and lay on top of Gabi. As expected, he struggled to penetrate her straight away and fumbled for a while, losing valuable time. Nonetheless, eventually, he successfully inserted his semi-flaccid penis into her pussy. Stimulated by her warm, velvety vagina, his cock regained erection inside her, and he started to thrust. He fucked her for four minutes before cumming.

As soon as he stepped away from between her legs, Number 10 knelt in front of her pussy and was about to penetrate her when Jordi stopped him, shouting, “Hey! Put on a condom!” 

At this point, Gabi, with her eyes closed, was orgasming nonstop, moaning barely audible, “Ugh!” and “Ohh!” She wasn’t aware of what was going on between her legs, so it was good that Jordi was vigilant.

Number 10 apologised immediately, “Oh, yeah, sorry! In the hurry. . . .” He reached to the bowl with unused condoms, grabbed a condom, opened it and rolled it onto his cock. Then he lay on top of Gabi, penetrating her with a single thrust.

He finished within three minutes.

“Nine minutes to go!” Angelo shouted.

Number 11, already with a condom on his cock, was quick to kneel between Gabi’s legs. However, like Number 9, he too had problems with erection and repeatedly tried to insert his malfunctioning dick into Gabi’s pussy, but to no avail. From semi-erect, his cock turned completely flaccid. He tried to stroke his member, but it didn’t help. The only thing that he achieved was to make the condom slip off his cock.

Gabi now opened her eyes, temporarily out of orgasmic bliss. She was sweating profusely. Her forehead glistened with sweat, and trickles meandered down her cheeks, her neck, onto her chest, between her boobs, meeting on her stomach around her belly button. Wet strands of hair clung to her cheeks, portraying a mix of excitement and fatigue. Gasping for air and shaking, she raised her head and looked at Number 11 expectantly. Frustrated, the guy tossed the condom away and was about to reach for another condom when Jordi shouted, “Get off her! Don’t waste time!”

Number 11 got up, mumbling, “Sorry, it’s been a long wait.”

“Who’s next?” Jordi shouted to the men in Gabi’s queue, which had thinned to four. 

The next man in line stepped forward, but his cock was limp too.

“Not you!” Jordi shouted again. “You’re not ready! Who’s ready?”

A guy from behind stepped forward. He had a good erection.

“Go ahead!” Jordi commanded, and Number 11’s replacement grabbed a condom and swiftly put it on. Kneeling between Gabi’s legs, he grabbed her hips and pulled her pussy towards his cock. Gabi rested her head back and closed her eyes, ready for more pleasure in her groin. Her new lover penetrated her with a powerful thrust and started to fuck her hard and fast. He wasn’t doing bad at all. In fact, he brought Gabi to yet another orgasm less than a minute after penetrating her.

These guys are good, I thought. Being able to hold an erection for so long is not easy. And then penetrating her quickly. They’re good. I glanced at the cock sliding in and out of my wife’s pussy. Well, to be honest, penetrating her in her state isn’t that hard. She’s been fucked so much now that her vagina must be loose like a bag. It certainly looks loose like a bag.

Huffing and puffing, Number 11 was fucking Gabi for over three minutes without any sign of cumming. 

Worried, I glanced at the timer on the screen. Less than five minutes remain! We’re running out of time. The next guy should be ready to take over immediately. 

I turned my gaze to the four men remaining in Gabi’s queue. Two of the guys had lost their erection. The other two had managed to maintain their erection, stroking their cocks, but it looked like they, too, were fighting a losing battle. 

Jordi caught my gaze and said, “They’re losing erections!” 

“Yes, but why?” I asked.

“Each of them had an injection,” he clarified. “The drug starts to wear off after thirty minutes. Put on a condom, Teddy, and get ready!”

“You mean to fuck Gabi?!”

“Yes! You’re ready, look!”

I looked at my cock; it was hard. “Oh, yeah, I am,” I remarked, smiling to myself.

“Go! Grab one! Give one to me!” Jordi instructed.

“Only step forward if you are erect!” I heard Warren shouting from his wife’s corner, which confirmed that erection problems were plaguing Amalia’s team, too.

I got up, took a condom, unwrapped it and rolled it over my hard cock. I took another condom and tossed it to Jordi, who skillfully caught it in the air.

I looked towards Michelle’s station. The crowd there had thinned as well, allowing me a clear view. To my surprise, I saw Jacques—he was fucking her!

Noticing my gaze, Jordi said, “You see? They came up with a solution like ours!”

“Urgh!” Number 11 grunted as he finally began emptying himself.

Gabi let out a deep “Ugh”, her body seized in another orgasm. I held my gaze on her. She was totally spent. Her eyes were closed, her jaw slack. Wet strands of hair clung to her forehead and cheeks. Sweat glistened on her chest, breasts and stomach. Her muscles, particularly her thighs and calves, shook uncontrollably. Her breath came in sporadic gasps, and no moan escaped her, only throaty sounds from her open mouth.

“Four minutes to go!” Angelo shouted just as Number 11 pulled his cock out of Gabi’s pussy, gently lowering her butt back onto the mattress and standing up.

The next man in line stepped forward, but he had a limp cock, and Jordi shouted at him, “No!” and then scanned the other three men’s cocks. They were all soft.

Jordi gestured towards Gabi. “You go, Teddy! Now!”

I raised my eyebrows. “You sure?” 

“Yes! We’re running out of time! Go! Fuck your wife!” 

I was still hesitating. 

Jordi jumped onto his feet, hastily unwrapping his condom. “Go, Teddy! I’ll bring it home!” He rolled the condom onto his fully erect cock. “Go!”

I couldn’t waste any more time. I slid between Gabi’s legs and lowered myself onto her, my hands bracing on either side of her head. Finding her pussy without having to look down, I penetrated her with a single thrust. Indeed, she was super loose.

Gabi didn’t even notice I was the one fucking her. She was again in the nirvana of constant orgasmic ecstasy, eyes closed, lips pressed together, chest moving up and down rapidly. I thrust hard and fast, and my efforts paid off. It took me less than two minutes before I started to cum, shoving my cock deep into her pussy.

Angelo’s voice counted down the final seconds, “Thirty seconds! Twenty-nine!” 

In that moment, I felt a hand on my shoulder and turned to see Jordi.

“Get off her!” he said. “Quick, Teddy!”

“Urgh! Almost done!” I grunted, feeling the final twitch of my cock, shooting the last drops of cum into the condom.

Jordi pulled on my shoulder. “Hurry up, mate! Let me in!” 

I jumped up, pulling my cock out of Gabi’s pussy. I looked at her. She was trembling in the throes of yet another orgasm. I smiled to myself. Wow! My wife’s now fucked like very few women in this world have ever been fucked.

“Twenty-one! Twenty!” Angelo was counting in the mic.

Jordi’s voice rang out again, urgent and commanding. “Move, Teddy! Move out of the way!”

Irritated by Jordi for interrupting my moment of admiring my wife, I shot back at him, “What’s the rush, Jordi? It’s over! There’s no time. You last ages!”

“I cum when I want to!” he shouted, shoving me aside and leaping between Gabi’s spread-out legs. He lay on top of her and, propping himself up on one hand, grabbed his cock with the other and inserted it into her pussy.

“She’s opened so well!” he mumbled to himself and began thrusting straight away.

“Fifteen!” Angelo’s voice rang out again.

Jordi was thrusting like mad.

“Ten! Nine!” Angelo shouted.

“Urgh!” Jordi grunted loudly.

“Oh, my God!” Gabi shouted, opening her eyes.

She grabbed Jordi’s hair and, pulling on it, uttered, “Oh, Jordi! Is that you?” She shuddered into yet another orgasm.

“Urgh, yeah!” Jordi groaned and pushed his cock all the way up, his face twitching in pleasure as he began ejaculating.

“Five, four!” Angelo shouted.

Jordi pulled his cock back and thrust it up into Gabi again, still unloading his cum.

“Three, two, one!” Angelo counted. “Time’s up!”

Jordi pulled his cock out of Gabi’s pussy and jumped onto his feet. He grabbed his condom and pulled it off his penis, waving it in the air. It was full of cum. Without bothering to tie it off, he tossed it into the bowl of used condoms and held his hand out to me for a high-five, exclaiming, “We did it!”

I gave him a high-five, then took off my condom, tied it off and dropped it in the bowl on top of his.

Gabi, out of her orgasm, raised her head and ran her hand over her breasts, brushing her erect nipples, wet with sweat. I stepped to her and offered my hand to help her up.

Rising, she wobbled, so I grabbed her by the waist. Once steady, I let go, grabbed one of the bottles of water from the floor next to her mattress and offered it to her. “Here, hon! Have some water!” 

She took the bottle. Her hands were shaking, so I helped her open it. She drank most of the water in large gulps before passing me back the bottle, murmuring, “Thank you, Teddy!”

“How’s your pussy?” I asked, closing the bottle and setting it down on the floor.

“It’s fine,” she replied, running her hand between her legs, gently brushing her labia. A moment later, she added, smiling faintly, “Overfucked, but fine!”

We looked around. Michelle and Amalia had also steadied themselves and sated their thirst, helped by their husbands, and now it seemed we were all ready to hear the results from the competition.

“Ready?” Angelo asked.

Michelle, Amalia and Gabi—all nodded.

“Let’s count the condoms!” he said, striding towards the bowl of used condoms at Michelle’s station.

“Wow, ten!” His voice lifted in excitement as he finished counting. “Well done!”

“Twelve here!” Warren’s voice cut in from Amalia’s station, where he stood triumphantly, brandishing her bowl of used condoms.

“And a new record of thirteen over here!” A familiar voice boomed beside me. I turned to see Bonck proudly displaying Gabi’s bowl, brimming with used condoms.

Angelo, thorough as ever, double-checked Amalia’s and Gabi’s condoms, then declared with a flourish, “And the winner of the ‘Greatest Pussy’ game is. . . .” He paused to build suspense, then shouted, ”Gabi! Thirteen men cummed in her pussy in 45 minutes, setting a new record! Second place is Amalia, with twelve used-up men under her belt, and Michelle takes third with ten men’s cocks drained by her pussy. Congratulations to Gabi, Amalia, and Michelle!”

A wave of applause and cheers rippled through the crowd.

Gabi gathered her clothes and shoes along with my clothes and turned to me. “Time to go, Teddy!”

“Yes, indeed,” I concurred, and just as we were about to leave the stage, Jordi stepped in front of us.

“Congratulations, Gabi!” he greeted.

“Thank you,” Gabi replied, their gazes locking for a brief moment before she added, “And thank you for fucking me when it really mattered.”

“You’re welcome! Have you forgiven me, then?”

“Yes.” 

A suggestive smile danced on Jordi’s lips. “I’m kinda free tonight. So, I’m wondering if I may pop into your—”

“No!” Gabi interrupted him firmly. “The competition was the last time you fucked me.”

“Oh? Why’s that?”

She shrugged nonchalantly. “I’ve moved on.” Her eyes drifted towards the other end of the stage, where Bonck was deep in conversation with one of the chieftains.

Jordi followed her gaze. “It’s Bonck, isn’t it?”

Gabi met his eyes again. Her response was a silent affirmation.

He sighed. “Well, such is life, I suppose.”

She nodded. “Yes, such is life.” After a moment’s pause, she said briskly, “Good night, Jordi.”

Jordi let out another sigh. “Alright, then, good night.”

“Good night,” I added, gesturing for him to step aside. He complied, and Gabi and I left the stage.

We returned to our booth and swiftly dressed. Having lost sight of Jacques and Michelle, we scanned the hall, but they were nowhere to be seen. Gabi and I decided not to wait for them and call it a night. Just as we were about to head towards the hall’s exit, Warren appeared.

“Congratulations, Gabi!” he greeted. “You made a lot of money today!”

“Yes, I did. Thank you!” she replied with a soft smile.

“I’ve decided to pay you and Teddy in pounds,” he continued.

“Oh, that’s very kind of you. Thank you!” Her smile broadened.

“I’m making a special exception just for you!” 

“Thank you.” 

“Do you know why?” Warren asked.

Gabi tilted her head, letting the question hang for a moment before responding with a playful gleam in her eye, “I don’t. Why?”

Leaning closer, he whispered in her ear, “Because your pussy is the best I’ve ever fucked.”

Gabi’s smile turned teasing. “That’s flattering to hear, Warren.”

“I’ve e-mailed you the tattooist’s address in London. He knows what to do should you decide to join my club.”

“I’ll think about it.”

“Please, do!”

Gabi chuckled lightly. “Good night, Warren!” 

“Good night, Gabi!” he replied, then turned to me. “Good night, Teddy.”

“Good night,” I responded, nodding, and Gabi and I made our way to the exit.

“You’re quite cordial with Warren now,” I remarked once we’d left the hall.

“I am,” Gabi acknowledged.

“Because he kept his promise?” I probed as we headed towards the stairs leading up to our floor.

“Yeah.”

“But there’s more to it, isn’t there?”

“Yes.”

“You want to keep in touch with him,” I said, slowing my pace.

“Um-hum,” she hummed in affirmation, not breaking stride.

I caught up to her. “Because you find him attractive?”

“He’s rich, Teddy,” she replied.

“And so are we, now,” I pointed out.

“Hardly,” she countered. “The more we have, the more we want.”

“You’re probably right. So, you plan to let him—“

“Occasionally, yes. When a need arises.”

“I see.”

We reached our room. I retrieved the key card from my pocket, swiped it in the reader, and pushed the door open, holding it for Gabi. “We did well today, didn’t we, Gabs?”

“We certainly did,” she agreed as she entered.

I had just closed the door behind us when a knock sounded. I opened the door to find Bonck standing there, bare-chested in his boxers, with a playful grin on his face.

I smiled and glanced at Gabi, raising an eyebrow. We both knew what Bonck had come for.

With a smile and a shake of her head, Gabi said, “Alright, Bonck, come in!”

Bonck stepped inside, and I closed the door. 

He fucked Gabi all night long. Despite her claims of being tired and chafed down there, she didn’t refuse him once. As for me, I fucked her twice only, too exhausted for more.

***


Epilogue: New au pair

I knocked on the door.

“Come in!” Gabi’s voice rang out from the other side.

I took a deep breath. It was time to look at the real thing and find out who he was!

I opened the door and stepped into the bedroom.

And there she was, lying on the bed, her naked silhouette outlined against the subdued light filtering through the half-closed blinds. With her hands under her bum and her knees drawn up to her chest, thighs pressed tightly together, she had her feet crossed right in front of her pussy, deliberately obscuring my view. I climbed on the bed and knelt before her.

“Ready?” she chirped, smiling.

I nodded. “Yes!”

She raised and spread her legs, her feet hanging in the air.

I was greeted by two eagle’s wings spreading out of her pussy lips onto the inner sides of her thighs.

The capital letters “B”, “O”, “N”, “C”, and “K” on the tiny patch of skin between her labia and anus smiled at me.

The guy I wanted, I thought, staring at the tattoo. The safer of the two options. . . I hope. 

“So, he was the best,” I said.

“Yes! By far!” Gabi confirmed, her voice bubbling with excitement.

A tingle of jealousy stirred within me at her enthusiastic affirmation. Yet, my excitement at the thought of what her choice would bring to our lives was equal to hers, if not even greater.

“When is he moving in?” I asked.

She dropped her feet on the bed. “This Monday!”

“This Monday,” I repeated, pausing as I ran my hand through my hair. “I hope the kids will accept him. What did they say when they met him?”

“They asked why he was a man.”

“Understandable.”

Gabi smiled. “But when he told them he’d let them play computer games, they got excited.”

I shook my head in disapproval. “About that—”

“I know,” she interrupted. “He was just trying to charm them. He won’t let them overdo it.”

I reached and ran my hand over her pussy. She trembled.

I looked up at her face. “What about us? Are we gonna overdo it?”

Gabi’s eyes lit up with a hint of mischief. “A little. In the beginning.”

“Every night?”

“Umm”—a shy smile played on her lips—”I think so.” She held her gaze on me for a moment, then giggled. “At least in the first six months.”

I chuckled. “I’d say a year.”

“OK. A year it is!”

“How many times a night?”

Gabi chirped enthusiastically, “Once before sleep, for sure; ideally twice. Most probably once again in the morning.” She paused momentarily, then added, “Although, if I’m starting a new job, it might be hard on weekday mornings.”

I nodded in agreement. “Of course. You have to sleep. But we’ll catch up during the weekends!”

“Oh, yeah, definitely!”

I looked at the gaping hole in the wall between our bedroom and the bedroom we’d prepared for our new au pair. “Do you think the door will be ready by Monday?”

Gabi traced my gaze. “It should be. They said they’d come on Saturday if they have to.”

“The new bed’s coming tomorrow morning,” I remarked, glancing around the expanse of our current bed.

“I know, right?!” Gabi chirped, sitting up and running her hands over the bed sheet. “Gosh! A super-king size bed!”

I chuckled in amusement at her enthusiasm. “Don’t get too excited, Gabs! Three people won’t leave a lot of space!”

She looked up at me. “Which side will be his?”

“I’d say to the door. He has to pop out quickly when the kids wake up.”

“No, he can’t do that.”

“Why not? That’s what au pairs do, don’t they?”

“Teddy, he can’t be seen coming out of our room. He’ll have to go back to his bedroom first.”

I shrugged. “Well, in that case, it doesn’t matter which side’s his.”

“I’ll be in the middle!” Gabi blurted out, unable to contain her excitement.

“Of course! How will we share you otherwise?”

“Honey, about the DP you want. I can’t let him go into my. . . you know what. He’s too big.”

“I know. He’ll have your pussy. His name’s on it, isn’t it?”

I looked around the bedroom, trying to picture how it would all come together. A larger bed—much larger, an extra chair in the corner, and the door in the wall. Gabi and I lying on the bed. And Bonck. Hmm. The space will be less. But it will be cosy! I’ve always liked cosy! A smile tugged at my lips. Yes, I’m looking forward to it!

My hard cock started to twitch as images of Bonck fucking my wife invaded my brain.
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Books In This Series

Wilderness Desires: A Hotwife Adventure

Join Gabi and Teddy as they embark on a daring adventure across wild territories and uncharted desires in the “Wilderness Desires: A Hotwife Adventure” series. From a survival game laced with intrigue and unexpected turns to escalating passions that test their boundaries and fidelity, their journey dives deep into the heart of temptation, freedom, and the pursuit of the extraordinary. Across two enthralling books, “Wife’s Wilderness Game” and “Wife Goes Wilder”, discover a tale of adventure, desire, and the complex dance between loyalty and longing.

Wife's Wilderness Game: A Hotwife Adventure

A couple’s journey through the wilderness becomes a journey towards the hotwife lifestyle.

Enticed by a substantial prize, Teddy and Gabi find themselves in a wilderness survival game with odds stacked against them. Their fortunes change when Jordi and Bonck, two charismatic fellow adventurers, come to their aid. It quickly becomes apparent that Jordi’s interest extends beyond mere camaraderie, and he makes advances towards Gabi. As Jordi flirts with the conflicted yet intrigued Gabi, Teddy’s long-suppressed fantasy about sharing his wife stirs to life. Charming, skilful, and irresistible, Jordi gradually erodes Gabi’s boundaries until she stands at a crossroads: yield to temptation or uphold her marital vows. Further complicating her dilemma with Jordi, Gabi is drawn into an intricate game of favours with Warren, a wealthy game organiser, who offers his help but with strings attached.

Faced with Jordi’s advances, Warren’s manipulations, and Teddy’s fantasies, Gabi must navigate the complexities of desire, loyalty, and personal boundaries. What choices will she make when survival and deepest desires intertwine?

Discover the bounds of temptation and fidelity in this riveting tale of adventure, desire, and forbidden fantasies.

Wife Goes Wilder: A Hotwife Adventure

This book is the sequel to “Wife’s Wilderness Game”, taking Gabi and Teddy’s journey into even wilder territories.

Gabi’s deepening infatuation with Jordi pushes Teddy beyond comfort, prompting him to devise a plan involving the enigmatic Bonck. Can Bonck sway the course of Gabi’s affections? And will Gabi be enticed by Bonck’s exotic allure and the unique experiences he offers?

The arrival of old French acquaintances, Michelle and Jacques, at the log cabin unveils a tangled history involving Warren and Jordi, while offering Gabi and Teddy new avenues for exploration.

Gabi’s strategic game with Warren approaches a critical juncture. Will she fulfil her part of the deal to secure the prize? How will Warren’s revelations about Jordi and Bonck’s true identities affect her?

With the game culminating in a lavish party, Gabi faces the temptation to embrace her wildest desires. Meanwhile, the alluring appearance of Amalia poses yet another intrigue: what possibilities does she herald for Teddy?

Will Teddy and Gabi’s daring escapades redefine their lives forever? Explore the bounds of desire, adventure, and freedom in this enthralling sequel.
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Wife's Wilderness Game: A Hotwife Adventure

A couple’s journey through the wilderness becomes a journey towards the hotwife lifestyle.

Enticed by a substantial prize, Teddy and Gabi find themselves in a wilderness survival game with odds stacked against them. Their fortunes change when Jordi and Bonck, two charismatic fellow adventurers, come to their aid. It quickly becomes apparent that Jordi’s interest extends beyond mere camaraderie, and he makes advances towards Gabi. As Jordi flirts with the conflicted yet intrigued Gabi, Teddy’s long-suppressed fantasy about sharing his wife stirs to life. Charming, skilful, and irresistible, Jordi gradually erodes Gabi’s boundaries until she stands at a crossroads: yield to temptation or uphold her marital vows. Further complicating her dilemma with Jordi, Gabi is drawn into an intricate game of favours with Warren, a wealthy game organiser, who offers his help but with strings attached.

Faced with Jordi’s advances, Warren’s manipulations, and Teddy’s fantasies, Gabi must navigate the complexities of desire, loyalty, and personal boundaries. What choices will she make when survival and deepest desires intertwine?

Discover the bounds of temptation and fidelity in this riveting tale of adventure, desire, and forbidden fantasies.

Bea Takes Charge: A Hotwife Story

This story is about a couple visiting a village in Southern France, where they are lured into breaking some traditional marriage norms by a group of shameless but well-endowed men.

Bea has inherited a property she and her husband, Leo, want to sell quickly. However, it appears that Bea’s inheritance is more trouble than it’s worth because the property co-owner, a local farmer and neighbour called Arthur, refuses to let Bea sell unless she has sex with him. Bea and Leo meet Arthur’s farm workers – Claude, Jules, and Marcel – equally brazen and equipped down there as their boss. Claude offers to help Bea remove Arthur from the property deed, but his offer has the same price tag as Arthur’s.

Will Bea give Arthur what he wants? Or will she accept Claude’s offer? And what about Claude’s equally hung friends? How does Leo feel about the perspective of sharing his wife with other men? Will he embrace becoming a stag and his wife a vixen?

Abby's Unusual First Time: A Hotwife Story

This story is about a couple presented with an offer that is hard to turn down but requires embracing the hotwife-cuckold lifestyle and some unorthodox views on family and surrogacy.
Abby and Chris are not happy with their status in life when they are introduced to Alistair, a wealthy man known to help couples better their lives. They know that Alistair’s help will not be without strings attached and are prepared to give him some leeway, but they are not prepared for the shock when they finally hear his offer. The deal they are presented with goes beyond a temporary compromise with their marriage vows. It will set them for life, but at what price?
Will Abby and Chris accept Alistair’s proposal and secure a brighter future for their current and future children? And if they do so, will they not discover more about their latent desires? Will reluctance not turn into eagerness?

Lorri's Promotion: A Hotwife Story

This short story is about the emotional struggle of a wife and her husband when she is offered a promotion in exchange for becoming a hotwife.

Lorri is gutted when she is denied a promotion at work. She knows it is a long shot but goes to speak to James, the new Chief Executive Officer, demanding he reverses the unfair decision. To her surprise, James is willing to help, but he wants something in return—something that goes against Lorri’s marriage vows.

The sleepless night Boris spends with his wife agonising over what she should do proves nothing compared to the rollercoaster of conflicting emotions he has to endure once Lorri has left the house in the morning. How far is his wife prepared to go? And how far does he want her to go? Will Lorri bring good news when she comes back home? And what is good news?

Wife Tries Something New: A Hotwife Adventure

This story is about a couple on holiday tempted into the hotwife lifestyle.

Nick and Ella arrive in Cape Verde to celebrate their 10th honeymoon anniversary. Gerhard, an old German guy, befriends them at the swimming pool and shares his ideas about how they can best do that. His ideas are incompatible with Ella and Nick’s views, but unexpectedly, just thinking about what the old man has told them makes them hornier than ever, raising questions about their secret desires. Meeting young Agnete only adds to their questions. However, when they are introduced to Mikkel and Johan, two attractive Danish men, Gerhard’s ideas not only raise questions but begin taking root.
Things between Ella and the two Danes heat up, and temptation grows stronger when she meets Paulo, a handsome black barman, and discovers more about her hidden desires.
Ella and Nick are going down a slippery slope to a place they are not sure they want to go. They must escape temptation! But will swapping the pool for the beach help them? Will an island tour with Joao, another charming black man, help them resist temptation, or will it make it harder?

Wife Goes For More: A Hotwife Adventure

This book is the sequel to Wife Tries Something New. In this second part of the story, Ella goes on a quest to find out if bigger is better and if many is more fun.

Ella and Nick come to a pact with Joao, an agreement that will help them enjoy their adventure. But things get complicated when an old rivalry between Joao and the Danes gets reignited. How will Ella and Nick manage it? And how far are they prepared to go in their quest for new experiences? Will Ella take up Joao, Mikkel and Johan’s proposition to try something she’d never heard about but which sounds super-hot?
When Nick’s cuckold experience is taken to a new level, his confidence falters. How will he manage his feelings? While dealing with his emotions, he sees something that takes him by surprise. Will Agnete shed light on it and beyond?
Ella and Nick discover that Gerhard’s peculiar condition may not be a bad thing since he knows how to repay favours, especially when Paulo is at his disposal. Ella finally finds an answer to the question of whether bigger is better.

A Night with Tigers: A Hotwife Story

This short story is about becoming a hotwife in a rather unusual place.

David and Dana may have divergent views on open relationships, but their views converge when it comes to wildlife and nature. So when Paul invites them to spend a night with him in a lodge surrounded by tigers, they agree.
Initially, it is an awkward proposition because they have met Paul on a hotwife dating site, but he assures them that he is interested in nothing else but watching tigers, and that seems all right. Intentions are clear, and boundaries are set.
However, exotic animals, a cosy cabin, fine wine, and the company of a handsome man like Paul can change perspective. And when Paul harnesses his extensive lifestyle experience to get what he wants, will boundaries be held?

Wife Takes One For The Team: A Hotwife Story

This is a short story about a wife’s unusual first-time hotwife experience.

Adam accepts a two-day contract job on a remote island. Jess joins her husband on his business trip, hoping to have a short break in the sun. Little does she know that she will be asked to play a central role in an experiment on which so much depends.
Should Jess take one for the team or not? And if she does, how will she and her hubby manage through their feelings? Will things get complicated by the clandestine actions of some of the people involved? Will Jess and Adam end up winning or losing?

Wife Takes Another One For The Team: A Hotwife Story

This book is the sequel to Wife Takes One For The Team.
Adam and Jess have returned home from the island. They have been dealing with some consequences of Jess’s unusual first-time hotwife experience when an unexpected turn of events brings back temptation, stronger than ever. And the stakes are higher.
Will Adam and Jess resist temptation? And do they want to resist it? Will Jess take another one for the team? And if she does, will it be for the team or herself?

Three in an RV: A Hotwife Story

A couple’s RV trip turns into a first-time hotwife experience in some very unusual circumstances.

Mila and Peter are stuck in their RV during a thunderstorm when a stranger knocks on the door. Letting Jack in starts a 48-hour adventure that will not only change their holiday plans but will redefine their marriage.

Mila is unprepared for an encounter with a man like Jack, whose masculine appeal and charisma tempt her to cross lines she never dreamt of crossing. Jack is caught totally off guard when confronted by Mila, a wife so pretty, sexy and captivating that her spell makes him take risks he never thought he could. And Peter is surprised by how much witnessing the game of cat and mouse between Mila and Jack reignites his dormant hotwife fantasy.

Will Mila resist the urges and feelings the enigmatic stranger stirs in her? Will Jack be able to get what he wants from Mila without jeopardising his plans? Will Peter’s hotwife fantasy make him surrender his wife to Jack without a fight? What about the consequences of their actions?

An Affair In The Desert

When Dan and Abby go dune riding, little do they know that it is only the beginning of their adventure. Dan has always been proud of his virtuous wife, but will that change when they meet Khalid, a local young man who is not only handsome and charming but also enigmatic and provocative? How far will a sisters’ rivalry drive Abby to push her boundaries? Will a camel ride, followed by a romantic night under the stars, be enough to spark something between Abby and Khalid that will change Dan and Abby’s relationship forever?
When Khalid and his equally exotic and enigmatic friend, Omar, invite Dan and Abby to celebrate their business deal, Dan senses that there is a lot more to it than meets the eye, but what is it?
Abby and Dan blame the hot desert sun and the emotions of escaping death twice for clouding their judgment, but is it not their secret fantasies that ultimately drive their actions?

A Webcam Hotwife

Jen is not happy when her husband, Andy, invites his senior business partner to stay in their house in London for a few days. Both Jen and Andy know that Larry is eccentric, even weird, but nothing can prepare them for the bombshell that Larry drops on them when he arrives.
Larry’s unusual request throws Jen and Andy into a whirlpool of emotions. They are faced with a tough dilemma to choose between financial prosperity and keeping their marital vows. And when temptation and lingering fetish come into play, husband and wife find themselves in uncharted territory.
Will Andy and Jen be able to outmanoeuvre the masterful manipulator that Larry proves to be and navigate their way through lust, temptation, jealousy, and greed? Will they be able to fix their finances without sacrificing their marriage?

A hotwife in lockdown

Working from home for months during the health crisis is boring and depressing for Elle. Her sons are stuck in university lockdowns, and her husband, Josh, is exhausted from long hours in the hospital. The stress has taken its toll on the couple’s sex life despite their unfaltering love for each other.
When Adnan, a friend of their elder son, turns up at their doorstep, he becomes a welcome distraction, livening up the dull days with his witty jokes and thoughtful compliments. Their guest is unusual in many ways, though, not least because he is from a different culture, and he has a delicate issue that Josh and Elle want to help him resolve. But how far their help can go before a line is crossed?
Intelligent, handsome, exotic in a way, and certainly provocative, will Adnan be too much for Elle to handle? Will he be a temptation that she won’t be able to resist? Will Josh be able to protect his wife from the younger man, and does the hubby want to?

Cheating on my hotwife in the South of France

When my wife’s colleague invited us to visit her villa, the words “South of France” evoked in my mind nothing more than images of sunny beaches, swimming pools, wine, and Mediterranean cuisine.
That was until we met Pierre and his sister Julie. Their lifestyle took us by surprise, even shocked us, especially my prudent wife. And yet, instead of indignation, it engendered something very different in Emily and me. Curiosity and sexual attraction fused into a powerful force that took us on a journey of exploration of our most intimate fantasies and hidden emotions. But how far was this force going to take us?
Would my wife’s little crush on Pierre make her break certain taboos?
The inner struggle between jealousy and excitement of watching the wife you love in the arms of another man is a powerful drug. Would I be able to quit the addiction, if my faithful wife succumbed to the charms of the young man?
Would I understand the enigma that Julie was? And what if there was something more sinister behind her provocative behaviour?
I had less than 72 hours to find the answers.

I cheated while hugging my husband

When Antony and I decided to celebrate the milestone of our 10th wedding anniversary with a tour in Peru, little did we know that it could turn into a hugely different landmark in our relationship.
Following our first meeting with Paul and his wife Jessica, my husband and I thought of them as another friendly couple to have chit-chats with. It turned out that they were to play a much more significant role than that. Paul’s physical attractiveness, combined with his bravado, and sometimes unorthodox behaviour, made for an intriguing persona that provoked my curiosity like never before. The inner struggle between desire and prudence stirred hidden emotions and interests, which I did not know existed inside me neither I knew how far they could take me.
As a faithful wife to a loving husband, I believed that I could resist the excitement of newness, but could I? Would I be able to draw the line before things got out of control?

The Christmas Party: A hotwife story

Jane and Chris love each other and have great sex; however, when business opportunity meets sexual desire, will they go beyond the point of no return?
When they get invited to the Christmas party, little do they know that Jane will be taking up the role of Semyan's sexy Santa Claus assistant. She will be helping to give away gifts, and by the end of the party, she will have to decide whether she can give the most precious gift that she has that evening.
Semyan may be an unorthodox CEO, but he knows how to take Jane's breath away, literally. Taking a prudent couple like Jane and Chris on a journey that they have never been before, requires skills and means which Semyan certainly possess.
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